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CHAPTER  I 


THE  WINDY  WEDXERDAY. 


Tkat  nigbt,  a  efaOd  mii^kt  nwkntaorf. 
The  d«'il  had  boMiieMi  on  hm  luuid. 

Bumy». 


Old  persons  in  the  midland  counties  of  Scotland, 
will  often,  by  the  winter^s  fireside,  on  a  stormy 
night,  astonish  the  younkers  by  their  talk  of  a 
day  which  they  call  **  The  IVifidy  IVitdefudayr 
The  exact  date  of  this  memorable  day  is  not 
easily  fixed — nor  is  it  of  much  importance.  It 
happened,  however,  when  the  year  was  in  the 
wane — ^when  the  gorgeous  skies  of  autumn  black- 
en into  winter — ^when  spittii^  and  9fiell  winds  be- 
gin to  whistle  through  leaflets  forests,  and  rave 
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through  chimney  caniiK — when  the  citizens  of  the 
Old  Town  of  Edinbargit  hail  once  more  isliop 
windows  sparkling  o'  nights,  and  welcome  those 
cressets  hung  in  tiie  third  heavens,  which  may  be 
seen  glancing  cheerily  trom  the  high  lattices  that 
cluster  round  the  imperial  steeple  of  old  St.  Giles. 
— It  was  immediately  after  All  Hallowday,  the 
season  when  the  douce  burghers  of  Edinburgh, 
having  cleared  scores  with  Heaven  for  the  ap- 
proaching winter,  the  godless  generation  of  wri- 
ters, from  the  Tweed  to  the  Spey,  were  free  to 
flock  back  once  more  to  theb  towering  homes  in 
tile  Old,  and  then  almost  the  only  town. 

The  wind  held  high  mastery  tlirough  the  long 
evening ;  but  towards  midnight  violent  and  scud- 
ding showers  struggled  with  the  hurricane;  and, 
in  an  hour  afterwards,  the  spirit  of  the  blast  was 
effectually  cowed  by  heavy,  rushing,  downright 

Among  sundry  other  acts  of  grace,  the  amend- 
ed weather  permitted  two  decent  and  responsible 
burghers  of  Edinburgh  to  quit,  in  rather  comfor- 
table trim,  the  snug  harbourage  of  a  well-frequent- 
ed tavern  of  those  days,  situated  near  the  City 
Cross,  where,  "  high  and  dry,"  amid  the  coil  of  the 
elements,   they  had   been   celebrating  an   annual 
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festival  of  the  ancient  and  wonhipfid  Incorpora- 
tion of  Baxtebs. 

It  was  now  midnight,  which  the  long-tongued 
bell  of  St.  Giles  loudly  proclaimed,  careless  of  the 
effect  produced  upon  the  startled  ear  of  Deacon 
Daigh,  the  dder  and  grarer  citisen.  The  younger 
man  was  still  of  the  humour  to  boast  of  **  chirping 
over  his  cups,^  and  of  ^  hearing  the  chimes  at 
midnight.'^    He  was,  moreover,  still  a  bachelor. 

**  Ten — eleven — twelve" — counted  the  worthy 
Deacon,  halting  and  gravely  turning  up  his  ear. 
"  Weel, — be  thankit,  there's  nae  mair  o"  ye !  Mrs. 
Daigh,  our  wife,  now,  will  threep  it^s  three  o^  the 
blessed   morning, — and  this  the  week   after   the 
Town^s  Sacrament. — Not  that  Fm    an   advocate 
for  late  hours,  Mr.  Burlin ;  but  as  the  younger 
brethren  saw  it  meet  in  the  exercise  o'  a  sound 
discretion  to  vote  me  into  the  chair,  passing  over 
many  of  the  craft,  forbye  yourseP,   Mr.  Burlin, 
finr  mair  worthy  o^  sic  distinction,  and  far  better 
qualified  for  dischar^i^  the  duties  of  office,  it  be- 
hooved me  to  sit  out  the  ploy  jocosely,  that  decen- 
cy might  mingle  with  our  mirth, — as  weel  as  to  gCe 
countenance  to  you  younger  lads,  or  I  would  never 
have  stirred  abroad  on  sic  a  judgment-like  night, 
-—a  night  in  whidi  the  windows  o^  Heaven  are 
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opened,'' — [here  the  worthy  Deacon  lapsed  into  a 
/it  of  tipy  solemnity] — "the  fountains  v  the 
great  deeps  unsealed,  and  the  Cowgato  strand 
rumbling  like  the  Canon-Milte  water  in  a  Lam- 
mas gpeat.  This  niglit-bawkiug  is  no  my  ordi- 
nary, Benjie; — I  may  use  that  familiarity  wi'  an 
auld  'prentice.  It  is  kenned  weel  that  David 
Daigh,  or  Deacon  Daigli,  as  friends  and  weel- 
wishers  are  pleased  to  style  mc,  has  not  for  thirty 
years  been  three  times  out  o"  hia  bed  after  the 
Town-guard  drum  beat  in  at  ten  o'clock,  except 
St  an  orra  time  like  this  same  night,  or  when 
taking  a  chack  o'  supper,  or  a  chappin  o'  ale  and 
a  pie  in  a  customer's  house,  wi"  a  friend  like  your- 
sel'.  No,  Benjie, — ^frae  the  ^Vest  Bow  fit  to  tiie 
Watergate  Port,  I'm  known  for  a  man  of  a  sober 
and  steady  walk,  and — " 

But  here  the  united  craftsmen,  who  for  sundry 
reasons  felt  that  "  two  are  better  than  one,'"  and 
were,  accordingly,  stuck  fast,  arm  in  arm,  like  two 
adliering  three-pennies,  came  thundering  down 
upon  the  resounding  causeway.  Let  it  not,  how- 
ever, be  imagined,  that  this  sudden  loss  of  equi- 
librium proceeded  from  any  internal  cause.  The 
younger  man,  indeed,  maintained  the  perpendic- 
wiili    judge-like    decorum,    and    even    op- 
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posed  an  adequate  resistance  to  the  less  steady 
movements  of  his  ancient  master.  But,  besides 
the  violence  of  the  weather,  and  being  embarrassed 
by  the  huge  snuff^null  and  other  insignia  and 
bearings  of  the  craft,  now  returning  to  their  annual 
slumber  in  the  Deacon^s  parlour-bunker  press, 
on  entering  that  narrow  dark  defile,  which  in 
those  days  lay  between  the  Luckenbooths  and  the 
low  sheds,  called  KrameMj  which  then  stuck  like 
barnacles  to  a  seventy-four  round  the  stately  pile 
of  St  Giles,  some  persons  rapidly  advancing  in 
the  dark,  with  a  hasty,  and  probably  inadvertent 
push,  produced  the  above  mentioned  catastrophe. 

'*  What  mean  ye  by  this,  sirs  ?'*'  cried  Master 
Burlin,  angrily  challenging  the  aggressors  as  he 
scrambled  to  his  feet — ^^  Ken  ye,  my  masters, 
wha  ye  are  pushing  and  jundying  that  unchancy 
gate  ?     Are  ye  hurt,  Deacon  T 

^^  Lord  sake,  Benjie,  haud  the  lang  tongue  o' 
ye  !^  earnestly  whispered  the  still  recumbent,  but 
peace-pursuing  Deacon.  ^^  I  wad  na  for  a  Yule 
batch,  or  the  langest  score  on  my  nick-sticks,  (and 
that^s  the  auld  Leddy  dc  Brucc^,)  haV  my  name 
bandied,  or  my  word  heard,  in  a  causey  bruilsic  at 
this  hour  o'  the  night.     Pass  on,  worthy  gentle- 


men.  There  iti  nae  ill  doae  but  might  ha'e  been 
waur." 

The  Btriuigerti  seemed  diHposed  to  make  some 
apology ;  but  the  barm  of  Master  Burlin's  blood 
raged  the  higher  for  the  soft  answer  of  his  com- 
panion. 

"  Speak  for  yoursel'.  Deacon  Daigh,"  cried  he ; 
"  but  I'll  learn  thae  penny-page  gentry  how  they 
come  thud  against  'sponsible  men.  Ken  ye,  my 
masters,  wha  ye  wpeak  to  F'' 

Now,  in  the  whole  circle  of  categories,  there  is 
not  perhaps  one  more  mjudicious,  or  more  calcuUt- 
al  to  draw  forth  a  saucy  response  than  the  above. 

"  How  should  we  know  •'''  cried  the  former  speak- 
er, drawing  himself  up  and  crossing  his  arms  on  his 
breast.  *'  Some  drunken  mechanical  rogue,  who 
should  have  been  snoring  on  his  chaff~bcd  some 
five  hours  agonc." 

"  D'ye  hear  till  him  'f"  cried  Master  Burlin, 
champing  his  teeth  in  rage.  "  At  the  Cross  o' 
Edinburgh  !  to  a  burgess  and  freeman  !  Ha'e  ye 
the  spirit  of  an  oven  cricket  in  ye,  Deacon  Daigh? 
—Guard !  Town-guard  !"  shouted  the  bold  baxter, 
and  he  actually  attempted  to  collar  his  adversary. 

"  Lord  sake,  Benjie  Burlin,  let  go  the  gentle- 
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to  the  account  of  the  midwife's  customers,  as  from 
experience  he  had  reason  to  dread  the  long  aliarp 
ears  of  his  neighbour.  Miss  Jacobina  Pingle,  a 
nervous  maiden  gentlewoman,  who,  in  the  tenth 
etory  or  top  flat,  esercised  the  calling  of  silk  glove- 
mender  and  stocking-ingrafter,  and,  as  he  alleg- 
ed, neither  slept  night  nor  day  ;  so  that,  though 
she  seldom  stirred  abroad,  she  was  b~upposed  to 
know  more  of  the  secret  history  of  the  land  than 
any  of  the  regular  daily  fixtures  at  the  head  of  the 
wynd. 
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CHAPTER  IL 


THE  COKFLAGBATION. 


Divk  «te  dw  CTCHif  vpon  tfK  TlHBe*t  GMlb, 

Tbe  Made  doadi  gttber  round; 

Soao  ahAll  they  be  r«4  M  the  bbod  of  dw  Tyuuit ! 

The  dcaCroyer  of  fcnati  thai]  ikake  hb  red  crcet  agiiaot  timn. 

He,  the  bright  coMOiner  of  pekece  ; 

Browl  wftTCB  be  bit  bbiiag 

Red,  wide,  and  doiky.— 


The  worthy  Deacon  had  scarcely  for  two  hoon 
oceapied  the  narrow  sleeping  place  allotted  him 
by  Mrs.  Daigh — for  on  this  night  of  flagrant 
transgression  he  prudently  declined  the  contest, 
which  he  sometimes  manfully  maintained,  for  am- 
ple Terge, — ^when  the  family  were  aroused  by  the 
rumbling  rub-»-dub  roll  of  the  ^*  fire-drum.^-» 
The  pealing  bells  of  gray  St  Giles,  the  clatter 
of  a  thousand  feet,  the  hurtle  and  thundering  of 
the  fire  engines  aloi^  the  pavements,  eager  in- 
terrogatories^  abrupt  answers,  hoarse  yells,  shouts 
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of  '*  Fire !  fire !"  and  all  lliose  signs  of  conBtenia- 
tion  fltid  alann,  mixed  with  the  Htraiige  excitemcait 
and  nameleBs  wanton  delight,  which  a  midnight 
conflagration  spreads  through  a  populous  city, 
might  perhaps  have  failed  to  draw  out  carousing 
burgher  from  his  pillow,  had  not  the  clamorous 
terrors  of  Mrs.  Daigh,  about  certain  wooden  tene- 
ments in  St.  Mary's  Wynd,  compelled  him  to  ac- 
tivity. 

"  Our  new  conquest  to  be  burnt,"  said  the 
dame,  "  and  me  no  infeft  three  days.  But, 
it's  a  just  judgment  on  you,  David  Daigh,  for  your 
doings  this  night. — Miss  Jacohina,  frac  her  win- 
dow, is  crying,  she's  sure  St.  Mary's  Wynd's  on 
fire. — '  Hech,  sirs,'  I  heard  her  saying  wi'  a  laugh, 
'  and  is  tlie  braw  subject  o'  our  gude  neighbours 
to  gae  aff  wi'  a  lunt  that  gate." — Spitefu  ettercap  !" 

The  idle  crowd  which  had  already  assembled  in 
the  street,  completely  choked  up  the  direct  ap- 
proach to  the  scene  of  the  fire,  and  compelled  the 
Deacon  to  make  along  circuit  before  he  could  dis- 
tinctly learn  on  what  spot  its  ravages  were  going 
forward.  This  he  discovered  to  be  'm  that  hollow 
which  lies  between  the  Calton  Hill  and  the  north 
side  of  the  ridge  on  which  the  Canongate  extends, 
and  very  near  the  grounds  of  Holvrood-house. 
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*^  It^s  Cambotkenneth  Lo^,  Detcon,^  said 
Miss  Jacobina,  or,  as  die  was  familiarly  called. 
Miss  Jacky  Pingle,  who,  slip-sbod  and  wrapped 
in  her  red  cardinal,  stood  the  oracle  of  one  of  thoae 
broken  groups  which  filled  the  streets.  ^  It^s  an 
sold  prophecy,  that  it  maun  be  thrice  burnt,  to  pu- 
rify it  o^  the  red  guilt  of  blood,  the  Uood  of  the  da 
Bruce— -naething  can  gainsay  that^ 

^  I  have  heard  o^  sic  idle  clavers,'**  replied  the 
Deacon,  who  had  now  surmounted  his  personal 
concern,  and  was  indifferent  to  all  else. 

^  Idle  clavers  !^  retorted  Miss  Jacobina,  the 
Tery  pearlin^  edging  of  her  night-cap  vibrating 
with  indignation ;  for,  like  Horace  Walpole^s  fair 
and  provident  friend,  she  kept  a  decent  night- 
cap to  throw  on  in  cases  of  fire — ^^  Idle  clavers ! 
I  have  heard  my  grand-aunt,  ProvoHt  Falconcr^s 
dochtet.  Deacon,^ — Miss  Jacky  looked  round  with 
dignity, — ^*  tell  an  hundred  times  how  at  the  last 
burning  in  the  year  1679,  the  gho8t  of  the  Lady 
de  Bruce  who  got  foul  play  in  that  dark  house, 
was  seen  towering  over  the  flames,  claspii^  her 
bluidy  winding  sheet  as  she  screamed  aloud. 

^Jnce burnt!  Twice  burnt! — When  I  come 
a^n,  rUfear  ye  a"  t 
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And  look  !  see  ye  tliat  neighbours.  Is  not  she 
come  again  ?" 

The  blacl(  voluminous  smoke,  whieh  had  for 
some  time  rolled  its  enormous  coils  from  the  huge 
vomitory,  now  burst  into  jets  and  eddies  of  flame, 
in  which,  at  this  instant,  the  eye  of  fancy  or  su- 
perstition might  have  fashioned  tlic  outline  of  a 
Boaring  female  form,  arrayed  in  the  redundant  dra- 
pery of  the  time,  or  in  the  weeds  of  the  sepulchre. 

While  the  group  feasted  their  eyes  on  this  ima- 
ginary and  quickly  shifting  resemblance,  the  Dea- 
con felt  his  arm  Buddenly  seized  with  the  convul- 
sive grasp  of  a  trembling  hand,  and,  looking 
round,  saw  his  gossip,  Mrs.  Metcalf,  with  pale 
visage,  mouth  distended,  eyes  starting  from  their 
sockets,  and  every  mark  of  horror  and  supernatu- 
ral dread. 

"  Help,  tieighbour  Daigh,"  she  panted  forth ; 
*'  help,  for  the  love  of  Heaven — I  am  a  gone 
woman." 

"  The  de'il'fi  come  owre  the  women  folk  the 
night,  wi'  tlieir  ghaists  and  their  glamour.  Ha'e 
ye  seen  the  Leddy  de  Bruce's  ghaist  too  ?" 

"  Many  a  word  lightly  spoken  has  a  heavy  fall. 
I  have  seen  this  night  what  flesh  and  blood  will 
not  soon  ourcast,"  replied  the  midwife. 
1 
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^'  Cambuskenneth  Lodge  btiniii^.  Fie  war- 
rmnt.  My  moan  is  soon  made  for  the  aiild  Uack 
ruckle.  Bat  the  de  Bnice^s  were  great  patruns  o^ 
yours,  no  doubt*^ 

^^  Cambuskenneth  Lodge  !^  hoarsely  screamed 
the  woman,  clasping  her  hands. — ^^  Said  ye  that 
man  ?  Then  is  my  dream  out !  and  the  Lord 
take  to  his  mercy  the  innocent  blood  shed  this 
ni^t,  and  in  His  ain  time  judge  the  foul  unnatu- 
ral slayers.'" 

^^  Ou,  the  wife'^s  noddle  is  working  like  a  new- 
set  spunge  !^  cried  the  Deacon,  as  the  woman 
hung  on  his  arm  in  a  state  approaching  to  insen- 
sibility. *^  Miss  Jacky,  ha^e  ye  ony  skill  o^  thin 
gear  ?  If  I  could  get  ane  o"  thae  hieland  loons, 
wi**  their  sedan  cheyres  now,  to  yerk  her  hame,  a 
sup  o^  a  brandy  posset  would  reveeve  her,  and  set 
us  a^  to  rights.'' 

The  maiden,  her  long  ears  in  her  neck,  her 
skinny  lips  compressed  with  very  eagerness,  see- 
ing or  diTining  much  more  in  the  excessive  agita- 
tion of  the  midwife  than  was  visible  to  the  honest 
Deacon,  hastily  advanced  with  offers  of  aid  and 
consolation.  It  appeared  that  her  presence  acted 
as  an  imme<fiate  restorative  or  bracer ;  for  Mrs. 
Metcalf  rallied,  said  **  her  dwalm  had  gone  off,'* 
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■Mill  proposed  returning  home  with  tlie  a 
of  the  Deocoirs  arm. 

"  Aye,  and  welcome,  Luckie ;  and  troth  I  think 
thcn>  on  whose  job  ye  gacd  afoot,  miglit  have  seen 
ye  harae  at  sic  hours.  And  now  I  mind  me — did 
not  I  send  ye  a  gay  queer  customer  this  same 
ntoming  ?" 

"  Ye  sent  ?"  cried  Miss  Pingle. 

'*  Some  outlandish  chap,  I  take  it,"  continued 
the  Deacon.  "  Made  ye  a  gudc  job  of  it, 
Luckie r  Mrs.  Metcalf groaned. — "Now,  Lord 
sake,  woman,  forget  that  Carobuskcnneth  Lodge 
and  Leddy  de  Bruee's  ghaist !  'Od,  I'se  lay 
her  in  a  Red  sea  o'  plotty  this  blessed  night ;  and, 
leddtcs,  ye  shall  baith  help  me." 

Neither  the  consolations  of  the  baker,  nor  the 
promise  of  his  good  cheer,  could  restore  the  spi- 
rits of  the  woman,  whom  he  now  dragged  rather 
than  led  along. — Near  that  part  of  the  Old  City 
wall,  where  the  Kirk  of  Field  is  said  to  have 
stood,  the  trio  paused  to  look  back  on  the  still 
blazing  Hre.  The  heavens  in  that  point  were 
kindled  to  an  intense  fiery  glow ;  but  the  first 
stage  of  the  combustion  was  over,  and  no  fresh 
fuel  being  supplied,  the  radiance  gradually  paled, 
and  finally  blended  with  the  blackness  of  tlie  still 
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eariy  hour.  A  city  so  picturesque  in  nitumtion 
mod  architecture,  touched  with  brilliant  but  fitful 
illumination  in  erery  prominent  point,  from  the 
dusky  brow  of  its  overhanging  castle,  to  the  spires 
and  turrets  of  its  dismantled  palace,  might  have 
awakened  a  transient  sense  of  the  beautiful,  even 
in  those  who  had  most  reas<m  to  dread  the  pro- 
gress of  the  destructive  element.  But  our  douce 
Deacon  cared  little  for  such  matters :  so,  having 
seen  his  fair  companions  safely  bestowed  in  their 
homes,  he  said  ^^  He  would  just  streek  hiroseP  for 
an  hour  by  the  side  o^  Mrs.  Daigh ;  as  there  were 
fain  fules  enow  to  carry  water  buckets  without 
him,  and  the  fire  lay  far  frae  St.  Mary^s  Wyiul.*^ 
At  the  hour  of  twelve  next  day,  the  UHual  com- 
plement of  breakfast  rolls  allotted  to  the  midwife, 
remained  on  the  Deacon''s  shelves  uncalled  fur. 
The  discusnons  at  the  head  of  the  wynd  this  morn- 
ing all  hinged  on  last  nighty's  fire. — Cambuskenneth 
Lodge  was  one  of  those  ancient  hotels,  which, 
when  the  Court  of  Scotland  was  held  at  Holyrood, 
had  accommodated  a  family  of  high  distinction, 
one  of  the  very  few  illustrious  Scottish  houses 
which  had  long  retained  the  Roman  faith.  But 
the  mansion  had  been  untenanted  for  many  years. 
Its  casements  were  dismantled — its  paved  court 
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was  chequered  with  nettles,  docks,  and  grass,  and 
the  roofa  of  the  offScee  which  ranged  round  three 
eidcBofitshigh  surrounding  walls,  were  mostly  fal- 
len in,  80  that  the  wonder  grew  how  fire  could  have 
reached  a  place  so  lonely  and  so  isolated.  The 
Deacon,  and  the  auditory  whom  his  wisdom  daily 
enlightened  on  all  subjects  of  passing  interest,  not 
irrationally  conjectured  that  some  houseless  vag- 
rants had  clambered  over  the  walls  of  the  court, 
and,  either  by  accident,  or  to  conceal  their  depre- 
dations, had  set  fire  to  the  massive  structure, 
which,  according  to  tradition,  had  already  been 
twice  burned  down. 

Mrs.  Metcalf,  the  Deacon's  neighbour,  could 
have  told  another  storj- ;  at  least  so  conjectured 
Miss  Jacobina  Pinglc,  who,  on  taking  up  a  far- 
thing whig  for  her  afternoon  tea,  announced  the 
alarming  illness  of  that  useful  matron. 

"  The  fever  had  flown  to  her  brain,"  Miss 
Jacky  said ;  *'  and  she  had  raved  all  day  of  a 
murdered  leddy  and  a  misguided  wean,  tire, 
flames,  and  naked  swords.  Mr.  Gideon  Halibur- 
ton,  who  lodged  in  her  out-shot  ehalmer,  had 
passed  two  strucken  hours  locked  up  witli  her. 
Pen,  ink,  and  paper  had  been  sent  for ;  and  it 
was  thought  she  had  made  a  full  confession  and 


<n  ana         ■ 


TIIC  CONFLAGMATION.  31 

a  clean  bremst. — Though  it^8  no  to  be  thought,** 
added  Miss  Jmcky,  **  that  a  stkket  seceder  mi- 
nister, wha  is  but  a  dominie  after  a\  ean  gTe  that 
comfort  and  clearance  to  the  death-bed  o*  a  sto- 
ner  which  could  be  drawn  frae  a  godly  placed  mi- 
nister o^  the  reformed  Kirk  of  Scotland.** 

^^  We  are  a*  sinners.  Miss  Jacky,**  replied  the 
honest  baker,  with  some  sharpness ;  ^*  but  this  is 
heavy  news  ye  bring  of  my  worthy  auld  neigh- 
bour.^ And  suspecting  that  the  curious  maiden 
was  bent  on  prerogno9ring  himself,  concerning 
the  crents  of  the  preceding  night,  he  dexterously 
slipped  past  her,  and  took  his  way  to  the  scene  of 
the  late  conflagration. 

The  frame-work  of  society  is  so  chequered  and 
interwoven — so  held  together  by  minute,  and  often 
invisible  links  and  filaments,  that  even  in  a  Tcry 
large  city  the  most  dexterous  address  can  hardly 
keep  firee  of  some  one  of  its  many  meshef«.  This 
may  daily  be  seen  in  the  thousand  little  incidents 
which  conspire  to  bring  hidden  culprits  to  light, 
and  to  reveal,  in  the  brightness  of  noon-day,  what 
has  been  transacted  in  the  darkness  o(  midnight. 
It  was,  however,  but  a  transient  light  that  the  di- 
ligent and  judicious  inquiries  of  the  cautious  Dea- 
con procured  on  this  dark  subject     A  customer. 
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who  lived  as  far  o(\'  ii&  the  Abbey-hill,  had,  at 
midnight,  on  The  Wiiidij  IVo'lcnmlai/,  seen  a  close 
carriage,  followed  hy  two  muffled  outriders,  and 
preceded  hy  one,  drive  furiously  up  the  north 
back  of  the  Canongate,  and  stop  at,  or  near  the 
wicket  gate  of  C ambus kenneth  Lodge.  A  sedan 
chair  had  been  seen  to  wait  for  a  full  hour  near  the 
North  Loch,  in  which  Mrs.  Metcalf  had  probably 
been  conveyed,  as,  when  found  in  an  out-house  of 
the  Lodge,  it  contained  a  letter  addressed  to  that 
excellent  matron,  in  these  laconic  terms : 

"  Tiie  hour  is  twelve.  Be  punctual,  and  be 
faithful ;  or  dread  the  terrible  vengeance  of  him 
you  wot  of." 

This  menacing  epistle  the  Deacon,  for  the  reason- 
able price  of  a  half-pint  of  brandy,  obtained  from 
the  highland  chairman  who  had  found  it :  but  af- 
terwards on  the  request  of  Mr.  Gideon  Haliburton, 
he  gave  it  up  to  that  unbeneficed  divine,  who  had, 
it  was  known,  acted  as  ghostly  confessor  to  the 
midwife. 

On  the  third  day  that  good  woman  died,  as  if  to 
spite  Miss  Jacky  Pingle  and  the  other  gossips  of 
the  wynd ;  and,  though  of  unblemished  reputa- 
tion, and  even  popular  in  her  own  neighbourhood, 
flhrcwd  suspicions  came  to  be  whispered  of  "  a 
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piece  of  money*"  given  as  a  bribe  to  procure  the 
removal  of  an  infant,  whose  existence  either  stood 
in  the  way  of  some  ptoject  of  unUwfiil  aggrandiM- 
ment,  or  was  a  stain  on  the  honour  of  some  noble 
house. 

Eight  days  afterwards,  the  Deaoon*s  servant-hMS, 
who  had  been  permitted  to  visit  her  reUtions  at  the 
neighbouring  viUage  of  Cramond,  reported,  that, 
on  the  second  morning  after  The  }Vtndff  WadU 
eiuday^  an  elderly  woman,  traveUwom  and  out- 
landish in  her  look,  was  discovered  resting  on  the 
parapet  of  the  bridge  of  Cramond,  with  a  new-born 
infant  ^^  mother  naked  of  a"  christian  deeding, 
save  a  grand  satin  mantle,  and  some  wrappers  of 
fine  naperyr 

But  maugre  this  information,  Miss  Pingle  was 
highly  scandalised  that  the  Deacon — ^*'  a  man  in 
office,"*  as  she  said,  ^^  did  not  cause  a  search  to  be 
made  for  the  banes  o"  the  murdered  bairn,  whilk 
would  in  all  likelihood  be  found  below  the  mid- 
wife*s  hearth-stane.^ 

The  prudent  Deacon  pondered  all  these  things. 
That  there  was  a  mystery,  and  probably  a  guilty 
one,  he  was  satisfied.  Whatever  it  might  be,  it 
had  produced  little  good  to  his  frank,  jolly,  mo- 
therly old  neighbour— of  whom  he  refused  to 
believe  any  thing  sinister,  much  less  cruel  or  atro- 
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ciouB — and  it  boded  no  advantngc  to  hiinsrlf.  He 
therefore  resolved  to  observe  silence  as  to  his  own 
share  of  the  mysteriouB  warning  forth,  and  so  ear- 
nestly implored  Miss  Pingle  "no  to  let  his  word 
l)c  heard,  or  his  name  be  come  owre  in  sic  a  kittle 
question,"  that  the  shrewd  maiden  began  to  suspect 
his  share  in  the  aflair  to  be  much  deeper  than  lie 
was  willing  to  avow.  Notwithstanding  the  baker's 
precautions,  the  affair  was  very  generally  talked 
of;  and,  among  the  memorabilia  of  Tlie  Windy 
Wodensdiiy,  the  mysterious  burning  of  Cambus- 
kenneth  Lodge,  and  the  sudden  death  of  ^'  Luckic 
Metcalf  the  howdie,"  bore  an  important  part. 

Shortly  after  lliis,  the  midwife's  only  relative, 
a  daughter  advanced  in  life,  married  and  left 
Edinburgh;  and  her  father  confessor,  the  Rever- 
end Gideon  Haliburton,  was  promoted  i 
charge  of  a    straggling   hill-side   flock,    on   the 

south-western   skirts   of  shire.     Faithful 

to  the  mysterious  confidence  placed  in  him  by  the 
dying  woman,  he  preserved  entire  silence  on  what 
bad  passed,  regardless  alike  of  the  open  assaults  and 
secret  minings  of  Miss  Jacky  Pingle,  who  indited 
faim  to  sundry  tea-drink ings,  and  of  the  sly  ii 
rogatories  of  the  Chief  of  the  Bakers. 

"  It  was  a  dark  providence,'"  he  said ;    " 
the  Lord  would  bring  light  out  of  it  in  His  ain 
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time.  The  less  ye  ken  o**  sic  mattere,  rnan^  the 
sounder  will  your  sleep  be.  Keep  weD  when  you 
are  well ;  and  follow  your  ain  peaceAd  calling.  I 
went  not  out  of  my  own  road  to  pry  into  this 
mystery.  The  will  of  Providence  laid  it  at  my 
door. — May  it  be  His  will  soon  to  remore  the 
charge ;  for  to  me  it  u  a  sore  and  a  heavy.** 

This  whetter  and  damper — for  these  hints  acted 
as  both — silenced,  if  they  did  not  satisfy  the  Dea- 
con. 


Our  history  though  scarcely  begun,  must  now 
make  a  leap  of  nearly  nineteen  years  down  the  stream 
of  time,  during  which  period  the  Deacon  had 
greatly  prospered  in  all  his  worldly  undertakingn, 
added  **  stone  biggings^  to  "  wooden  tenements,'' 
and  given  his  name  to  immortalit>'  in  '<  Daigh's 
Close,"*  become  an  elder  of  the  Greyfriars'  Kirk, 
and  Convener  of  the  Trades,  buried  Mrs.  Daigh, 
dined  once,  pending  an  election,  at  ■  House, 

and  finally  saw,  with  somewhat  unchristian  exulta- 
tion. Miss  Jacobina  Pingle  struck  with  deafness  of 
the  left  ear,  brought  on,  it  was  alleged,  by  having 
kept  that  sharp  and  useful  organ  too  long  exposed  to 
the  draught  of  a  key-hole,  on  the  night  when  the 
doughty  Mr.  Burlin  made  successful  overtures  for 
the  fair  hand  of  the  elder  Miss  Daigh. 
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Come  hooKly  chuKlrn  Uiit  no  one  hit. 

Porr, 
And  bave  I  not  tin  priviJrge  of  Mrrov, 
WitlioDt  ■  rnftiiil'i  tlurlpg  eye  upon  me  f 
Who  tent  tbH  thiu  to  chirl«c  ny  fitt  (IrfiHgbt*, 
And  Wit  me  where  to  thrink,  and  where  to  psoN  ? 
ORiciuufl  dIsvf  gn'sy  I 

MlLMAX. 

It  was  ucarly  nineteen  years  from  the  memor-       1 
able  night  gf  The  Windy  Wodenaday,  and  early 
in  a  breezy  bracing  October  morning,  that  Wolfe 
Grab&me,  a  young  Scottish  gentleman  of  an  an- 
cient family  in  shire,  prepared  to  leave 

the  home  of  his  childhood  and  youth,  to  join  a  re- 
giment of  horse,  then  stationed  in  the  south-west 
of  Ireland,  in  which  he  had  lately  been  promoted 
to  the  rank  of  captain. 

The  servants  had  lieen  astir  at  a  very  early  hour 
on  the  morning  of  a  day  so  important  to  the  fam- 
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iJj,  as  that  on  which  the  heir  was  lo  set  out  on  a 
perilous  expedition ;  for  IreUnd  was  then  in  re- 
bellion. A  profuse  breakfast,  served  by  a  biasing 
hearth,  in  a  handsome  and  hi^y-ordered,  though 
old-fashioned  wainscot  parlour,  only  waited  the  ap. 
pearance  of  the  master  of  the  mansion,  and  of  the 
Reverend  Gideon  Haliburton,  who,  having  obtain- 
ed leave  of  absence  from  a  rather  rebellious  flock 
to  visit  his  relations  in  GaUowayshire,  proposed  to 
give  his  company  to  his  young  friend  and  quon- 
dam pupil  as  far  as  Portpatrick. 

Wolfe  Grahame,  early  left  an  orphan,  had, 
with  the  exception  of  the  time  spent  at  school  and 
the  university,  lived  wholly,  till  he  joined  his  rc^ 
giment,  with  his  paternal  uncle  at  Monkshaugh. 
This  estate  had  once  been  of  considerable  magni- 
tude, but  it  was  now  more  remarkable  for  beau- 
ty of  scenery  than  extent  of  acres.  Such 
as  it  was,  however,  Wolfe  was  the  heir  appa- 
rent; for  his  uncle,  Mr.  Robert  Grahame,  was 
now  a  bachelor  of  threescore  acknowledged,  and 
perhaps  a  few  more  debatable  years;  and  had 
every  symptom  of  so  remaining.  While  the 
younger  brother,  the  father  of  Wolfe,  had  \ycen 
buffeting  with  fortune  in  all  the  struggles  and  vi- 
cissitudes  of  a  man'*s  life,  Mr.  Robert  Grahame,  or 
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"  Monkshftugh,"  as  he  was  called,  was  wholly 
brought  up  under  the  care  of  a  peevish,  sickly,  but 
doting  mother,  whose  selfish  teasing  fondness  might 
probably  have  revolted  a  boy  of  more  spirit  and 
better  understanding;  but  this  kindness  he  returned 
with  affection  equal  to  her  own,  in  kind  and  in  de- 
gree. Laughed  at  by  the  neighbourhood,  the  old 
woman  considered  a  plague,  the  young  man  a  jest, 
they  formed  a  little  world  to  each  other,  till  their 
mutual  cares  and  coddlings  became  the  main  busi- 
ness, as  it  was  the  chief  delight,  of  their  lives. 

In  childhood  Master  Robert  had  been  remark- 
able for  those  delicate  pink  cheeks,  curling  locks, 
and  black  eyes  of  japan-lustre,  which  some 
mothers  value  so  highly  in  "  pretty -behaved  young 
gentlemen''  who  keep  their  hair  smooth,  their 
hands  clean,  their  clothes  untom,  and  who  never 
fight,  mount  wild  horses,  nor  go  near  the  water. 
And  in  Monkshaugh,  as  in  others,  *'  the  boy  was 
father  to  the  man."  The  laird,  now  a  little  with- 
ered old  bachelor,  still  valued  in  himself  the  re- 
mains of  his  boyish  beauty,  and  piqued  himself 
inordinately  on  his  gentle  'haviour,  and  his  birth  as  ■ 
a  Grnhamc.  and  a  de  Bruce. 

As  the  eldest  son  of  a  Scottish  family  of  the 
second  onler  of  pretence,  immemorial  custom  had 
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dedicated  young  Monktthaugh  to  the  study  of  law. 
But  nature,  as  will  sometimes  happen,  may  prove 
too  strong  for  custom;  rebellious  eren  against 
Scottish  ^^  use  and  wont"^  He  obtained  an  ad- 
vocate's gown,  however  ;  and  the  old  lady  read  his 
name  in  the  almanack :  but  **  he  was  too  much 
of  the  gentleman^ — the  old  family  doer  informed 
his  mother — ^^  to  bather  hu  head  wf  law  C  which 
he  renounced  acoordingly^-or  which  more  pro- 
perly renoimced  him.  But  though  Mr.  Robert 
Grahame,  or  Buckish  Bob,  as  he  was  then  called, 
made  little  progress  in  cultivating  the  favour  of 
the  eldest  of  the  Black  Graces,  in  other  distin- 
guished walks  he  was  more  successful.  For  sever- 
al seasons  he  was  a  member  of  the  Harmonic  So- 
ciety,  and  could  even  to  the  present  day  scrape 
'-*'  Je  rous  diraiy  ma  maman^  and  two  tunes  and  a 
half  of  Corelli  on  the  violoncello.  He  had  also  been 
a  director  of  St.  Cecilia^s  Hall  when  the  inspired 
votaress  first  ^^  drew  an  angel  down^  upon  Niddry 
Street ;  and  indisputably  had  the  honour  of  open- 
ing several  balls  in  the  George's  Square  Assem- 
bly Rooms  with  the  most  celebrated  beauties  and 
toasts  of  the  sixties.  Mr.  Robert  Grahame  had 
also,  in  those  times,  been  occasionally  admitted  to 
the  revels  of  the  choice  spirits  of  the  PoKEa 


Club,  fiut,  eclat  apart,  lie  neither  relished  their 
wine  nor  tlieir  wit.  Even  before  bis  mother  died 
he  was  become  too  old  for  an  acceptable  dangler, 
and  all  unfit,  with  his  precipe  and  maidenly  IiabitH, 
for  the  tear  and  wear  of  manly  society ;  so  he  re- 
tired to  his  estate,  to  educate,  he  said,  his  brother's 
son — in  fact,  to  superintend  the  hatching  of  his 
Bantams,  the  preparation  of  hix  jellies,  and  above 
all — ^for  country  gentlemen  must  have  some  para- 
mount pursuit — to  watch  the  doings  out  of  doors 
and  within  of  the  newly  enriched  "  mushroom 
family"  of  his  neighbour,  Mr.  Hutchen  of  Harle- 
tillum,  which,  root,  branch  and  off-sets,  the  Laird 
detested,  nay  hated,  in  as  far  as  an  energetic  and 
decided  sentiment  could  find  harbourage  in  a 
breast,  not  absolutely  without  gall  but  destitute  of 
great  capacity  of  any  kind.  This  Mr.  Hutchen, 
or  "  Hurcheun" — which  last  Monkshaugh  said 
was  the  true  name — ^was  originally  a  country  attor- 
ney and  banker,  and  had  been  agent  and  trustee 
for  himself,  when  pecuniary  involvements  made 
nursing  necessary  for  his  estate.  He  was  also  trus- 
tee for  the  Lord  de  Bruce,  a  lunatic,  and  the  kins- 
man of  Monkshaugh. 

Monkshaugh  had  now  ceased  to  visit  town  even 
occasionally,  and  in  all  matters  of  taste,  fasliion. 
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^  'it.  Lvnl  wholly  in  the  pssl.  'I'dus,  every 
utili;  pcculurity  gaming  force  in  retirement,  be 
^luJly  lust  the  llatteiing  appellatioa  of  "  Buck- 
tth  Bub."  uid,  amoag  his  rustic  iieigbbourii  sud 
nruts,  anjuircd  the  not  less  signi^csot,  and 
nm  >p>pn>pnate  title  of  Jtild  PerniekUie — 
oqpaaUv  bestowed  by  his  favourite  waiting  geu- 
ikmat,  goanp  «nd  privy  counsellor,  Francie,  or 
Fnnds  Fnsel, — who  was  himself,  with  equal  pro- 
pntty.  known  in  the  household  and  cuuntrj-aide 
t^  the  nicknune  of  The  ll'fiUtret. 

Bat  thno^  eo  precise  iu  manners,  and  alto- 
plliR.  is  iBDSt  be  owned,  rather  a  fiddling,  insig- 
■fioDt  penooage,  Monkshaugh  was  so  kind  in 
ktn,  and  ao  inofienaive  iu  conduct,  that  his  ser- 
nau  and  tenants  bore  him  considerable  regard. 
Be  wa*  their  properly,  their  preser^-e,  whom  they 
«CR  unwilling  tu  see  any  one  ridicule,  back- 
fcnr  or  plunder,  save  themselves. 

Wolfe  Grahame,  who  too  trcqucntly  was  guilty 
of  TioUtiug  the  rigid  decorums  of  his  uncle's 
fcteik£ut  talile,  by  clearing  away  before  him, 
right  and  left,  in  t^asou  and  out  of  season,  in  the 
grrf  dawn  of  this  morning  stalked  across  the  par- 
lour with  heavy  measured  steps,  the  breakfast  un- 
hamed,  bts  eyes  cast  down,  his  high  and  bioad 
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forehead  clouded  witli  tliouglit,  his  finely  curved 
dark  brows  knit  like  those  of  a  man  in  deep  ab- 
straction, or  one  communing  with  himself  on 
some  subject  of  painful  and  intense  solicitude. 
The  absence  of  those  who  so  long  delayed  the 
parting  meal,  seemed  unheeded  by  the  young 
man,  who  occasioufllly  in  his  walk  paused  and 
gazed  through  a  window,  which,  deeply  ensconced 
in  the  thick  walls  of  the  old  mansion,  looked  up 
into  a  wooded  glade,  called  the  dean  or  den  of 
Emescraig,  and  commanded  a  partial  view  of  the 
PechB'  Mount,  a  bold  and  rocky  eminence,  mid- 
way up  the  mountains  and  jutting  from  their 
sideR,  on  which  stood  the  Tower  of  Emescraig,  an 
ancient  stronghold  of  the  Lords  de  Bruce. 

Once  as  sighing  deeply  he  turned  his  eyes  from 
this  absorbing  object  of  contemplation,  he  caught 
the  keen  glance  of  the  official  in  waiting  evidently 
watching  his  bearing,  a  strange  struggle  of  mirth 
and  malice  sparkling  in  the  small  twinkling  eyes, 
which,  with  the  sharpness  of  bodkin  points,  peered 
out  from  a  shrew-mouse  visage.  Francie  Frisel, 
or  the  Whittret,  as  he  was  usually  called  from  his 
exceeding  nimbleness  and  agility,  was  a  dwarfed, 
wizzened,  elvish  being,  of  the  very  smallest  size 
of  the  human  species  in  stature  and  girth,  Laps 


lip  of  Wolfe  Grahame,  wlio  well  knew  that  he  was 
himself  the  butt  of  this  expostulatory  lyric.  He 
once  again  paused  in  his  walk,  and,  bending  down, 
pinched  the  shoulder  of  the  stooping  manikin. 

"  Frisel,  thou  art  the  moat  prying  and  impudent 
varlet  that  ever  ran  loose  working  mischief  in  an 
old  house.  What  prevents  me  now  from  crushing 
eveiy  bone  in  that  shrimpish  body  of  thine,  which 
I  could  so  easily  do  ?" 

'*  No  sac  very  easy  as  ye  trow,  Captain  Wolfe. 
First,  there  is  your  ain  kind  heart  to  prevent  yc, — 
forbye  my  skirling; — and  a  brave  exploit  it  would 
be  for  a  captain  o*  dragoons  to  break  the  banes  o" 
a  puir  singet  creature  like  me.  But  I  ken  ye  are 
thinking  ye  saw  ane  in  the  ErnescraJg  wood,  i'  the 
grey  o'  the  morning ;  but  it  might  be  my  wraith, 
or  s  howlet,  or  a  wild  cat.  I'll  be  sworn  it  waa 
a  faithful  silent  creature,  will  ne'er  blab  to  cause 
skaith  to  you,  far  less  to  ony  fair  leddy." 

"  Leave  the  room,  sir,"  cried  Wolfe,  in  a  voice 
which  forbade  farther  parley;  and  the  WhiUret 
obeyed ;  but,  by  a  gentle  slam  of  the  door,  threw 
down  the  gauntlet  to  his  young  master. 

"  And  this,"  thought  Grahame,  "  is  but  a  first 
taste.  Where  ia  it  all  to  end  ?  My  Elizabeth  ! 
in  what  a  fate  has  my  rash  love  involved  thee  !" 


"  la  the  Laird  no  busket  yet  ?"  eaid  she.  "  That 
weary  wig  o"  his  !" — The  Laird's  morning  toilet 
was  as  tedious  and  elaborate  as  that  of  a  French 
lady  of  the  old  regime,  before  the  guillotine  taught 
despatch  in  all  affairs  of  the  head. — "  Nor  Mr. 
Gideon  come  either  ? — wi'  a  pound  of  dirt  at  ilka 
cloot,  honest  man,  making  a  house  hke  a  midden. 
The  mutton-ham  will  be  brandered  black,  and  my 
souple  scones  as  teugh  as  the  widdie." 

"  And  the  widdie  wring  the  craig.s  they  are  to 
gang  owre,""  cried  the  Whittret,  "for  aught  I 
care." 

Efiie  stayed  her  manual  operations  at  tlie  dresser, 
to  gaze  with  wonderment  on  the  enraged  manikin. 

"How  long,  Effie,  have  I,  Francis  Friael  or 
Fraser,  commonly  called  the  Whittret,  lived  in 
the  service  of  the  Laird  of  Monkshaugh  and  his 
nevoy  ?" 

"  It  may  be  better  than  twa-and-twenty  year 
unce  the  tinklers  drappct  ye  like  a  fairy-token, 
at  our  back  yett,  yon  morning,"  said  Ellie,  dri- 
ly. "  Ve  might  no  be  aboon  a  year  o'  a  Chris- 
tian bairn's  bouk  ;  but  as  ye  gimed  up  in  my  face, 
like  a  wee  auld  man,  three  score  years  wad  na  ha'e 
matched  the  tongue  o'  ye.  Ye  ha'e  gotten  your 
bite  and  yoiw  sup  about  the  toun  ever  since,  ex- 
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trjn  ihc  yc»r  ihc  I^aird  boand  ye  to  Lowrie  La- 
tmtdihe  tailor, — and  irlien  yc  took  the  pet  and  ran 
uffui'iUt  i' ttit;  Loudons.  Pity  ye  are  o' eic  ecrirop 
ilUnre,  Frmncie,  with  yotir  hauld  goger^pirit."" 

"  Ling  or  Vhort,  the  house  o'  Monkshaugh  has 
ttn  tt>e  Ua  o  my  serrice.  I'm  swom  to  that ! 
Pfnidine  has  grown  a  pcrfeet  Nalial  nigger, 
ffimi  I  nine  bame  frae  llooketown  yestreen, 
Aa  trulitig  a  strucken  hour,  seeking  that  Ctmrt 
bMin  ttirkitig  plaiaier — de'il  plfusterhim^ — for 
tfeplookimbu  chin  that  the  bouse  ha«  been  held 
MS  about,  he  ne^er  had  the  grace  to  say,  '  gude 
Fascie — ill  Fnmcie,  lia'e  ye  a  mouth  for  a  dram  ?' 
lot  *  how  do  I  §et  it  ?"  And  the  young  one,  that 
i  totld  have  spilled  my  reddest  heart's  blude  for, 
nOngntD*  wi'  that  auld  blasting  blunderbuss,  Cor- 
Flesli  and  blude  cannot  thole  thitt. 
;  ballants,  or  cry  last  speeches,  play  at 
■  rowly-powly.  or  set  up  in 
Ae  Waat-port  o"  Edinbui^h  wf  my  raaots,  and 
t  hklaod  ehenrers  at  a  groat  to  the  de'il's  diz- 
wtOy  ere  I  be  used  this  gate." 

"  Ye'U  take  pity  on  us  yet,"  said  the  maiden,  with 
imToking  dryness,  as  she  quietly  proceeded  with 
hcT  haiwehold  duties  ;  "  and  give  us  a  day  for  re- 
pentuicc  and  amendment,  ere  ye  withdraw  such  a 
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mantiil  prop  frae  ilie  tottering  roof-tree  of  Monks- 
haugh.  But  what  think  ye,  Francie, — is  the  young 
captain  and  the  auld  corporal  laying  their  heads 
thegither  about  that  lasisiie  de  Bruce  ? — Weel,  I 
set  my  face  clean  against  it.  But  whisht!  There's 
Pemickitie's  genty  footie  tippy-tippy ing  dovn 
the  back  stair  irae  the  blue  chalmer.  He  has 
toddJed  about  frac  kitchen  to  ha'  this  whole  blessed 
morning,  like  a  hen  seeking  a  nest,  honest  man-'' 

And  now  in  unison  with  a  cracked  bell  which 
sounded  the  t)rcakfast  liour,  was  heard  the  thin  and 
Bomewliat  alli^ctcd  voice  of  Monkshaiigh,  crying 
"  Francis — Francie  Frisel." 

"  Coining !  coining,  Monkshaugh,"  cried  Fri- 
sel. "  Hand  me  the  clear  tea-kettle,  lass.  As  it 
is  the  last  day  of  my  sojourn  within  these  gates,  I 
need  not  aflront  auld  Pemickitie,  puir  boddie, 
ttfore  a  stranger  like  godly  Gideon.  But  I  swear 
— witness  for  me  Euphan  Fechnie — by  the  Black 
Kood  o'  Scotland,  that  I'll  ))e  at  the  bottom  of  the 
captain's  secret  before  I'm  a  day  aulder !  So  gi'e 
me  the  clear  tea-kettle  that's  crooning  its  matins 
sae  bonnily,  and  these  piping  hot  flour  scones. — ■ 
The  froth  is  lying  on  that  kipper  like  lammer  beads. 
Keep  a  bit  warm  to  me,  Effie;  and  ue'er  let  on 
what  1  minted  about  a  change.     Wc  may  a'  change 
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qiuurters  bdyre,  if  John  Hurdieoo  gee  liit  will  o* 
118.  And  godly  Gideon^s  balf^nairow  has  been 
below  the  mools  a  Uwfb*  tune.  Keep  up  your 
heart  lass  !  ye  ken  ye'^re  a  crook-honied  auld  ewe 
o^  his  am  flock,  and  will  ha>  a  chance  f  this  ▼»- 
cancy.     FU  to  the  parlour  !*" 

^  Aye,  ye  have  wit  in  your  anger,  Frande,  to 
take  your  word  wT  a  warrant^ — ^Right  north  side 
o^  the  hill  man,  (for  Frisel  was  thought  to  be  of 
highland  blood.)  Gfe  the  laird  the  warst  word  o* 
your  pack,  and  win  farther  ben  wf  him  than  his 
honest,  frugal,  eident,  faithfu*  senrants,  wha  gTe 
him  not  eye-serrice  as  men-pleasers.** 

^^True  ye  say,  Effie,^  interrupted  Frisel,  return- 
ing for  fresh  supplies— ^*  not  eye-service,  seeing  yc 
have  but  one  worth  reckoning  on ;  and  as  for  a 
man-pleaser — WhewT  The  Whittret  made  a 
hce  and  eyes,  which,  with  upturned  palms,  spoke 
on  this  point  more  forcibly  than  any  form  of 
words  could  have  done. 

^  Gae  ye  imp,*"  cried  Effie ;  ^*  your  tongue  iu 
nae  scandal  ;^  and  after  his  departure,  she  thus  soii- 
loquiaed— ^^  weel  may  I  groan,  lang  and  sair,  for  a 
bit  hole  to  ca^  my  ain.  Naething  like  ane^s  ain 
fireside ;  and  its  a  dowie  thing,  and  a  dowf  for  our 
minister   who  is  but  a   handlesn   man,    to  gang 
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hame  to  toom  walls  aiid  a  caiild  heartli-stanc.  And 
there  he  comes  riding  gawsic  on  Jenny  G-eddc^ ; 
and  no  an  ill-louking  man  either,  to  be  pocky- 
arred,  and  downright  ugly." 

Slowly  and  at  sober  pace,  Corporal  Fugal  at 
the  bridle,  came  on  the  lung-backed,  shambling, 
down-looking,  demure  mare,  which  bore  the  huge, 
lank,  and  bony  bulk  of  the  Reverend  Gideon  Ha- 
liburton.  Gideon  alighted  in  the  wide  antique 
court  surrounded  partly  by  old  high  walls,  partly  by 
hawthorn  and  holly  bushes  mixed  with  gueldre- 
roses  and  tall  lilacs,  and  having  a  grotesque  stone^ 
work  fountain  covered  by  one  fine  spreading  old 
holly.  From  the  parlour  window,  his  host  rub- 
bing hands  like  withered  lilies  sunk  knuckle 
deep  in  plaited  cambric  frills,  surveyed  the  fresh 
arrivals,  steed  and  rider,  not  without  some  lauda- 
ble attempts  at  quizzing,  which  had  a  rather  comi- 
cal effect  in  the  eyes  of  Wolfe  Grahame. 

This  same  delight&t  propensity  of  quizzing, 
omnipotent  as  love  itself,  pervades  all  earthly  space 
— all  ranks  of  men.  The  inmates  of  Bedlam  quiz 
«ach  other ;  and  the  art  is  as  well  understood,  and 
as  keenly  practised  in  the  nightly  haunts  of  the 
sturdy  beggar,  as  in  the  saloon  of  the  prince. 
Alarket-womeu   and  boat-scullers  are    adepts  in 
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quining;  an  Irish  beggar  will  be  fuimd  more 
adroit  in  the  practice  than  a  modem  critic,  though 
his  chief  aim  is  to  quix  with  smart  effect. 
The  cockney  quizies  the  clown ;  the  clown  retorts 
on  the  cockney.  The  player,  whose  regular  trade 
is  quizzing,  hits  at  all  ranks  of  life ;  and  all  ranks 
enjoy  a  quiz  against  the  poor  player  ^  strutting 
his  hour."^  Why  then,  might  not  the  neat,  well- 
dressed,  spruce  little  Laird  of  Monksliaugh  quia 
the  gaimt,  uncouth,  slovenly  minister  of  the  Sour- 
holes,  without  exciting  the  half-derihive  smile  of 
Wolfe  Grahamc  ? 

The  gentlemen  who  now  exchanged  the  com- 
pliments of  the  morning,  were  the  very  antipcKlcs 
of  each  other  ;  but  they  had  one  point  of  cordial 
union — warm  regard  for  the  young  man  who  was 
this  morning  to  leave  them.  Mr.  Gideon  had 
long  set  down  Monkshaugh  in  the  tablets  of  his 
mind  as  ^^  an  ill-less,  gude-less,  prinLie  kind  o^ 
prelatic  boddie,  who  liked  to  claver  about  laced 
cravats,  Bristo^  buckles  set  in  silver,  and  his  rot- 
ten forebears,  a  malignant  race  as  a*  the  Grahames 
were  C — whUe  Monkshaugh,on  his  Hide,  was  not  at 
all  desirous  of  cultivating  any  particular  intimacy 
with  a  rough-spun,  mean-bom,  Aincouth,  schismatic 
person,  who  wore  coarse  shirts  two  in  the  week,  and 


43  ELIZABETH    DK    BRDCK. 

whom,  in  all  their  past  intercourBe,  he  had  never 
lieen  able  to  impress  with  a  due  sense  of  liis  own 
personal  claims  and  family  digniticn. 

The  first  greetings  despatched,  Monkshaugh 
made  a  sly  survey  of  the  appointments  of  his  vi- 
siter, not  without  serious  misgivings  as  to  the 
outward  shews  of  the  strange  companion,  volun- 
tarily chosen  for  some  days  by  a  very  handsome 
and  well-equipped  young  officer  of  light  dragoons. 

The  Keverend  Gideon  Haliburton  was  now  in 
his  sixtieth  year;  but  he,  perhaps,  looked  older. 
Tftll,  gaunt,  in-kneed,  and  clumsily  jointed,  in 
walking  his  right  side  was  always  in  considerable 
advance  of  the  left,  and  the  movements  of  the  whole 
man  seemed  impelled  by  some  internal  piece  of  un- 
wieldy, ill-oiled  mechanism,  which  it  required  a 
strong  impulse  to  set  in  motion,  but  which  once 
set  a-going,  it  appeared  as  difficult  to  arrest. 
Cheek-bones,  which  went  far  to  justiij-  the  asper- 
sions cast  on  the  national  physiognomy,  a  mouth, 
"  cavernous  and  vast,"  and  fiimished  with  de- 
tached streaky  columns  in  suitable  proportion, 
large  "  noticeable  eyes" — colour,  pepper  and  salt 
mixture, — and  grizzled  powerful  eye-brows,  consti- 
tuted, together  with  a  broad,  expansive,  furrowed 
forehead,  the  coarse  elements  of  a  face  which,  ne- 
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Tertheless,  wore  an  indetcrilMible  cxprntion  of  the 
agreeable   and  the  benrridcnt       The  outward 
eqiiipmeiita  of  Gideon,  though  gall  and  wormwood 
to  the  laird  of  Monkihangh,  were  tuch  at,  when 
in  decent  order,  very  weU  mitcd  his  rank  and  pro- 
fieasion.     A  fiill  fait  of  priests^-grey  coane  cloth, 
made  with  ample  allowance  of  skirt,  sleere  and 
pocket  flap — ^*  made  fin*  his  growing,^  the  Whit- 
tret  said — and  not  Terj  often  renewed,  deriTed  con- 
sideiable  splendoar  fiom  what  the  minister  stjrlcd 
^  a  rain  superfluity'"  of  black  horn  buttons,  each 
nearly  the  sise  of  Monkshaugh^s  Nankin-China 
saucers,  strong  shoes  an  inch  thick  in  the  sole, 
home4aiit  ribbed  stockings  of  coarse  grey  worsted 
yam,  with  black  lackered  shoe  and  knee  buckles, 
a  small  hat,  certainly  not  a  recent  purchase,  and  an 
immense  griisled  wig,  to  which  more  than  one  grey 
mare  had  contributed  the  flowing  honours  of  her 
tail,  crowned  and  completed  his  ordinary  costume. 
And  this  obstinate  wig,  in  defiance  of  the  hints  of 
die   Laird,   and  the  handling  of   Frisel,  would 
at  all  times  sit  awry  ;  and  was,  moreover,  so  con- 
structed as  to  ofl*er  behind  an  open  field,  in  which 
the  craniologist  might  have  pursued  bin  favou- 
rite speculations  undisturbed.     Indeed,  the  honest 
man^s  favourite  attitude,  or  employment,  when  en- 


gtged  in  tbon^t,  was  (o  coiry  his  rtgbt  knee 
with  one  hand,  while  the  oiher  was,  with  equal  di- 
ligence, Bomewhere  groping  between  the  scalp  and 
the  wig,  which  thus  enjoyed  almost  a  sinecure. 

Monk»haugh,  who  would  as  soon  have  suffered 
luH  little  linger  to  be  cut  off  as  have  appeared  b^ore 
a  strangerin  ^habile,  would  undoubtedly  have  un- 
dergone decapitation  before  he  would  have  shone 
forth  in  the  garb  of  his  reverend  guest.  He  gene- 
rally,as  on  this  maming.  wore  a  einnam  on-coloured 
lull  tiuil  of  the  finest  cloth,  long  worn, and  oflen  veiy 
nicely  brushed,  no  doubt,  yet  looking  as  if  no  such 
implement  as  a  brush  had  ever  touched  its  gtossy 
nap.  This  dress  was  lined  with  a  silk  of  the  same 
hue  but  rather  lighter  in  the  shade,  and  with 
delicately  fine  snow-white  linen,  cambric  frills, 
plaited  at  In^ast  and  hands,  of  which  no  thread 
looked  awry,  a  small  close-fitting,  crifip.  and  well 
]»wdered  cauliflower  wig,  with  little  winglet  curia, 
and  a  slender  queue,  pearl-grey  silk  stockings, 
well-japanned  shoes  of  Spanish  leather,  ornament- 
ed, not  with  those  brilliantly  set  buckles  which 
utirred  the  gall  of  Gideon  but  with  smaller  ones 
of  gold,  formed  the  neat,  spruce,  every-day  coe- 
tumc  of  Mnnkshaugh.  Some  time  afterwards 
when  in  Edinburgh,  he  parted  with  the  queue. 
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gaged  in  thought,  was  to  curry  hie  right  knee 
with  one  hand,  while  the  otlier  was,  with  equal  di- 
ligence, somewhere  groping  between  the  scalp  and 
the  vig,  whieh  thus  enjoyed  almost  a  sinecure. 

Mankshaugh,  who  would  as  soon  have  suffered 
his  little  iinger  to  be  cut  off  as  have  appeared  before 
a  stranger  in  dishabile,  would  undoubtedly  have  un- 
dergone decapitation  before  lie  would  have  shone 
forth  in  the  garb  of  his  reverend  guest.  He  gene- 
Ta]ly,ss  on  this  morning,  wore  a  cinnamon-coloured 
lull  suit  of  the  finest  cloth,  long  worn,  and  often  very 
nicely  brushed,  no  doubt,  yet  looking  as  if  do  such 
implement  as  a  brush  had  ever  touched  its  glossy 
nap.  This  dress  was  lined  with  a  silk  of  the  same 
hue  but  rather  lighter  in  t!ie  Khade,  and  with 
delicately  fine  snow-white  linen,  cambric  frills, 
plaited  at  breast  and  hands,  of  which  no  thread 
looked  awry,  a  small  close-fitting,  crisp,  and  well 
powdered  cauliflower  wig,  with  little  winglet  curls, 
and  a  slender  queue,  pearl-grey  silk  stockings, 
weU-japanued  shoes  of  Spanish  leather,  ornament- 
ed, not  with  those  brilliantly  set  buckles  which 
atirred  the  gall  of  Gideon  but  with  smaller  onee 
of  gold,  formed  the  neat,  spruce,  every-day  cos- 
tume of  Monkshnugh.  Some  time  afterwards 
when  in  Etlinburgh,  he  parted  with  the  queue. 


ikUb  Vfls  coa|Ht,  and  aome  btta  o'  platters,  no  ifje 
«K  a'  liinpet  Khells,  draK^isbed." 

**  I  kaoT  tfaem  weel '.  the  g^dewife  o'  HungeT- 
caaat's  dolpfain  and  dragon  auld  iet,"  said  MoiiIc&- 

'^  It  maners  little,  Laird  of  ^onkshBugh,"  coa- 
rbetber  the  idol  of  the  vain 
bewt  be  a  tea-«iip,  a  weel-mousted 
or  tbe  &ir  faire  of  an  enticing  nuuden." 
AHtsle  anifleof  the  nostril  and  pritdung  of  the 
if  TinUe  in  Monkahsogh,  seemed  to  appropriate 
Mc  part  of  thia  free  speech ;  and  the  heightened 
colour  «(  WoUe  Gnhame  took  home  what  remain- 
ed Thtt,  bowerer,  was  not  Gideon's  uHual  style 
«f  trimke :  and  it  ««s  repented  on  the  imunt,  at 
kaat  to  far  as  the  young  man  was  concerned.  He 
hnlu  the  silence  by  saying — 

"  But  let  ns  fall  to — '  Meat  nor  Ma^  never 
WfcicJ  watk.'  That  ia  a  true  sa^Hng.  thoogfa 
Ae  Pope  had  made  it.  We  have  a  long  journey 
and  '  Tempis  fugit,'  Wolfe,  my  auld 
Time  and  tide  vii!  no  man  hide,' 

"  I  nadied  my  bumanitiea  under  Mr.  Thumaa 

'  replied  the  Laird,  pettishly- 
"  Aa  aUe  maner.  nathles*,~  uid  Gideon.    But 


fall  to.  We  liavc  a  long  journey,  as  I  said : 
though  auld  Janet  is  on  her  mettle  this  morning." 

"Auld  Janet  r  cried  the  Whittret,  in  well- 
aSected  tones  of  astonishment, — for  his  tongue 
had  long  enjoyed  the  privilege  of  the  parlour. 
"  It's  no  possible  that  the  yauld  mettlesome  span- 
ker, on  which  yc  rade  down  the  leanings  this 
morning,  is  that  auld,  spavined,  wind-galled,  waul- 
eyed  jade,  Jemiy  Geddes,  whillc  yc  bought  at 
Auchtermuchty  fair,  because  Tarn  Toutup,  llie 
horse-eouper,  told  ye  she  wad  beck  and  cower  on 
her  hunkers,  as  she  wont  in  worthy  Mr-  Ebenezer 
Snodgrass's  aught,  if  the  gudc  man  wanted  to  ut- 
ter a  word  o"  prayer  by  the  way-side." 

There  is  perhaps  no  man  whatever  quite  in- 
sensible to  flattery  on  the  subject  of  his  gun,  hix 
hound,  his  boat,  or  his  horse  i  nor  was  Mr.  Gi- 
deon, whose  good  faith  in  all  he  heard  said 
amounted  to  almost  infantine  credulity. 

"  Aye,  hut  it  is  just  Janet,"  replied  he,  grin- 
ning a  gracious  smile  on  the  Whittret,  "  whilk, 
as  ye  rightly  remember,  upon  the  death  of  Mode- 
rator, the  former  brute,  T  Iwught  of  that  rogue 
Toutup,  graceless  loon  I  wha  bragged  to  my 
face,  two  weeks  thereafter,  how  he  had  heftummed 
me.     Well — he  has  gone  to  liLs  long  reckoning. 
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and  Jenny  is  here  yet, — And  on  the  mend  ye  think, 
Frande  ?  Doooe  bm  !  Vm  no  dupudng  but  the 
may  hm^e  her  min  bits  o*  flings ;  but  we  are  used  to 
them  now ;  and  she  might  fiJl  into  worse  guiding. 
So  fiyr  the  sake  o*  her  who  is  in  a  better  place,  and 
who  was  aye  kind  to  beast  and  body,  we  will  e*ca 
toyte  about  thegither  fiir  a^  our  time  of  a  sinfu^ 
weaiy  warld.'*^ 

The  tawny  eyes  of  Gideon  gUstened  as  he  al- 
luded to  his  deceased  wife ;  but  such  relentings  of 
nature  he  was  accustomed  to  think  a  sinful  repin- 
ing at  Providence.  ^^  Worms  of  the  dust,  against 
whom  do  we  murmur  T  he  ejaculated ;  and  added 
more  cheerily,  ^*  But  it  is  a  world  o^  brave  promise 
to  you.  Captain  Wolfe,  my  lad,  this  same  morn- 
ing;— and  if  it  be  the  will  of  Him,  who  laid 
the  foundations  thereof,  who  made  the  cloud  its 
garment,  and  thick  darkness  its  swaddling  hand, 
lang,  lang  may  ye  find  it  sae."^ 

There  was  so  much  of  the  philosophy  of  pure 
single-heartedness  about  Gideon,  that  his  simple 
manner  of  receiving  a  joke  against  himself  sel- 
dom failed  to  blunt  its  edge,  or  even  to  turn  it 
against  the  heart  of  the  inventor,  provided  there 
was  any  human  flesh  in  that  part  of  the  jester^s 
anatomy.     It  did  so  now. 

VOL.  I.  I) 
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"  Now  fiend  Iiu'e  me !"  cried  the  Whittret,  "  if  I 
wad  na  rather  meet  yourser,  miniBter,  in  the  Iobd- 
ings  on  auld  shambliug  Jeiuiy,  than  John  Hur. 
cheon  of  Harletilliun,  on  our  Captain  Wolfe's 
pacing  ''Rnbian,  Saladln.  De'il  an  he  had  broken 
his  neck  the  first  time  he  crossed  its  back  !" 

"  Mony  thanks,  wee  man. — But  oh  !  Francie,  ia 
it  meet  to  wish  evil  to  your  neighbour ;  or  speid- 
fa'  to  bandy  the  name  of  that  fallen  spirit  ?  It 
likes  him  wcel  to  be  spoken  of,  man  ;  ay,  e'en  in 
idle  jokes." 

"  Wha  ? — the  de'il  ?"  cried  Francie.  *'  If  I  tak' 
na  my  Maker's  name  in  vain,  I  may  surely  use  « 
little  freedom  wi'  the  de'irs,  and  wi'  his  billy's, 
John  Hurcheon  ?" 

"  And  with  your  master's  presence  ?"  said 
Monkshaugh,  who  writhed  under  the  free  allu- 
sions  made  to  the  sale  of  his  nephew's  favourite 
horse  to  his  powerful  and  detested  neighbour,  from 
a.  secret  consciousness  of  the  cause  of  that  morti- 
tying  transaction. 

The  endless  fiddling  preparations  for  hreakfrtst 
being  at  last  arranged  to  his  satisfaction,  Monks- 
haugh requested  Mr.  Gideon  to  say  grace. 

The  Laird  had  a  practice — no  bad  one  by  the 
way — of  boiling  the  ej^s  for  breakfast  in  a  snitU 
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ftilver  skillet,  imder  his  own  eye ;  and  when  lio- 
noured  with  the  Tisits  of  the  rcgolar  dergyman  of 
die  parish,  that  judicious  dirine  so  managed  his 
benediction,  that  it  was  found  quite  as  useful  as  a 
Bsnd-glasa;  for  the  eggs  slipped  m  at  the  com- 
mencement,  were  at  the  ^  amen*"  boiled  to  a 
^^  sn^popple,'^  the  Whittret  said.  Itisiapossi. 
Ueftr  us  to  give  our  readers  any  adequate  idea  of 
the  importance  of  egg-boiling  in  the  esdmataon  of 
Monkshaugh.  Yet,  although  he  had  some  finnt 
notion  that  Gideon  might  be  a  little  discursive  in 
his  devotions,  he  rashly  committed  the  silver 
skillet  and  the  treasures  it  contained  to  his  discre- 
non  ;  a  fatal  confidence  as  it  proved !  for  Gideon, 
who  never  missed  throwing  in  ^^  a  word  in  season,^ 
on  this  memorable  era  in  the  life  of  his  friend, 
WoUe,  launched  forth  in  an  unusual  strain  of 
homely  and  touching  eloquence;  commencing 
with  the  journey  of  the  young  patriarch  into  Pa- 
danaram,  next  going  down  with  Joseph  into 
Egypt,  (by  which  time  Monkshaugh  began  to 
fidget,)  and  following  the  stripling  shepherd  of 
Bethlcn  on  his  going  firath,  armed  with  a  sling  and 
the  stones  of  the  brook,  in  the  might  of  the  Lord 
of  Hosts,  against  the  gigantic  Philistine ;  and 
ending  with  the  three  children  walking  unscathed 
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in  the  fiery  furnace,  and  Daniel  untouched  in  llie 
lion's  den — ^that  is,  the  city  of  Dublin  whither 
Wolfe  was  now  bound. 

"  My  siller  pannikin,  Francie  !"  whispered  the 
Laird  in  agony  to  his  domestic.  But  that  worship- 
ful serving-man,  bearing  in  mind  divers  well-earn- 
ed drains  shabbily  withheld,  with  upturned  eyes 
was  wrapped  in  high  devotion,  deaf  to  the  entreaty 
of  his  master.  So  the  eggs,  begun  by  boiling,  were 
6tiished  by  a  sort  of  roasting — thus  adding  yet 
another  to  the  three  hundred  ways  which  the 
genius  of  the  French  has  invented  for  cooking 
eggs ;  and,  worse  still,  the  favourite  silver  utensil 
was  nearly  converted  into  its  ori^al  bullion. 

The  Laird,  who,  after  the  hint  of  "  making  idols 
of  China  platters  and  moustcd  periwigs,"  disdain- 
ed to  snatch  with  his  own  hand  the  vessel  from 
destruction,  was  not  however  proof  against  this 
fresh  vexation ;  nor  did  he  conceal  his  displea- 
sure. "  Not  that  he  minded  the  value  of  the 
skillet,  but  it  had  been  brought  into  the  family 
by  the  '  fair  Grace  Drummond,  called  the  flower 
of  Strath allan,'  and  kept  by  the  ladies  of  Monk»- 
haugh  ever  since,  for  mulling  wine,  and  making 
starch  for  their  Valenciennes,  IVtechlin  and  Dres- 
den laces." 
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^  And  the  eggs,""  quocb  Friad,  ^  might  do  for 
the  bairns  to  dye,  and  row  on  the  brMS  on  P«ach 
Sunday,  Mr.  Gideon."" 

^  Ay !  and  are  they  dean  uaefeaa  say  ye, 
Frande,***  replied  Gideon,  a  grim  smile  mMndwig 
his  long  Yisage. — ^  O,  but  it^s  like  marrow  to  my 
bones  to  get  the  whip  hand  o"  the  flesh  eren  in  so 
nna"  a  matter  as  the  boilii^  of  an  egg  r  Monks- 
han^  stared. 

^  Hand  them  this  way,"*  said  Gideon.—''  And 
as  this  dayey  house  of  oiur  tabemade  must  be 
maintained  in  some  measure  o"  strength,  while  our 
Master  has  work  for  us  to  do,  ye^ll  fetch  me  an 
oat  C9ke  from  Eflie,  my  wee  man ;  and  the  back 
o"  my  hand  to  your  dainty  breads. — And  see, 
Monkshau^^,  if  your  doo,  or  your  sow,  or  your 
dog,  or  your  cat,  will  chuse  the  wheaten  flour  de^ 
rices  of  penny4eddies,  baps  and  luggit-rows,  be- 
fore our  ain  hamely  country  commodities.  Nature 
never  errs  in  these  her  dumb  bairns.'^ 

^  No— nor  in  a  kindly  Scot,*"  said  Frisd. 

Monkshaugh,  who  prided  himself  exceedingly 
<m  the  wheaten  bread  manufactured  in  his  family, 
became  more  and  more  petted,  fancying  Gideon 
studiously  aflronted  him. 

'«  If  this  be  so,""  said  Wolfe,  smiling,  **  you 
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«q^  (0  asnify  tW  flab  ^(n  the  vfaealeo  bread.*' 
And  W  pMkd  ««iM  nm  befim  GideoB. 

"  And  I  bcfim  ye  may  be  ligfat,  Wolfe,  my 
lad.  It's  bat  a  carnal  longii^  this  fix  aheo  cakes 
after  aS;"  and  paihing  out  his  huge  pav,  he 
drew  towards  him,  as  what  be  supposed  the  gud- 
plest  and  least  ostentatious  sort  of  bread  on  tbe 
table,  the  identical  "  souple  M^jne"  on  which  the 
Laird  had  fixed  his  eves  and  heart,  and  at  one  of 
which  he  would  ha%-e  delicately  picked  for  an  hour, 
though  godly  Gideon,  folding  them  up  like  pan- 
cakes, obeyed  tbe  adage,  and  made  "  but  one  bite 
o(  s  cheny." — He  afterwards  so  unconsciously 
mortified  the  flesh,  that  rolls,  baps,  and  breakfast 
bread  of  all  liises  and  denominations,  Scottish  and 
English,  diiiappeared  before  him  like  snow  in  a 
shower. 

In  utter  consternation,  Monkshaugh,  forgetting 
his  displeasure,  looked  on  by  stealth,  and  at  last 
seriously  alarmed,  whispered  his  nephew — "  He"U 
worry,  Wolfe — he^ll  worry — he'll  do  himself  a  mis- 
chief ! — A'  the  bard  eggs  ! — I  could  not  in  a  fort- 
night ent  so  much,  put  breakfast,  dinner,  and  sup- 
per tlwgilbcr." 

Wolfe  smiled,  but  interfered  not ;  and  at  last 
Gideon  called  a  halt,  observing,  that  "  He  liked  tu 


idn  in  hk  appetite;  awl  both  as  a  mmm  and  a 
Christian  acomed  dain^  eaten,  who  held  as  mach 
soasing  about  the  stofing  of  one  miserabie  ovw 
as  mi^t  snCoe  lor  a  bridal  banqnet"* 

This  was  at  once  applied  by  the  Laird  to  his 
own  elaborate  preparation  of  a  BMrsel  of  toast, 
which  he  empkyed  more  tnne  in  buttering'  than 
suficed  for  Gideon  to  swaUow  nnquestioiiing,  at 
lean  ten  sonple  scones ;  but  he  conndered  an  m- 
nendo  proceeding  fton  such  a  quarter  as  rather 
oompHmentory  to  his  superior  delicacy  and  re> 
finement,  and  kept  his  recovered  good  humour. 

The  hour  of  departure  was  now  come.~-The 
tnunp  of  Gideon  resounded  through  the  par- 
lour, till  roof  and  rafters  dirled.  Wolfe^s  horse, 
patted  by  the  old  trooper,  Fugal,  stood  neighing 
in  the  court,  champing  the  bit ;  Jenny  Geddes 
emitted  an  emulous  bray  ;  and  the  maid-senrants, 
with  tears  ready  to  be  shed,  and  clean  aprons 
equally  ready  to  dry  them,  lined  the  lowAyrowed, 
sicfaed  stone  hall  of  Monkshaugh. 

M onkduugh,  who  had  trifled  away  the  long 
morning,  was  now  driven  to  extremity.  Orders 
and  counter-orders,  moral  counsels  and  prudential 
warnings,  economical  hints  and  medical  cautions, 
were  all  hudiMed  into  the  last  ten  nunutes. 


56  ELIZABETH  DE  BHUCi:. 

"  Ye'll  make  your  man  (ane  of  your  owu  troop 
will  he  kept  wi"  least  cost)  keep  an  exact  tally  wC 
the  wssher-ffomen — extortioning  queans  ! — and 
aboon  a'  thing  keep  tree  of  odd  stockings.  Dinna 
forget  your  prayers  at  night  when  ye  can  help  it;" 
(Gideon  groaned)  "  for  ye  ken  that  like  myself 
ye  whiles  sleep  in  on  a  morning. — It's  a  trick  o' 
the  name  of  Grahame,  Mr.  Gideon  ;  and  the  alli- 
ance o'  the  de  Bruce  docs  not  mend  us,  as  we  may 
see  by  that  lazy  cuttle  'Lizbeth,  who  should  have 
been  here  long  ere  this  time. — Ye  have  six  new 
Bandana  napkins,  nephew  Wolfe,  forbye  the  four- 
teen auld  anes.  See  that  ye  drop  none  of  them 
in  the  mess-room  ;  for  Major  Holster  tells  me  that 
all  is  butter  in  the  black  dog's  halsc  that  falls  bye 
there.  And  now,  upon  my  blessing,  Wolfe,  try 
to  keep  the  night-cap  on  your  head  till  morning. 
Strangers  will  think  ye  were  bred  among  runa- 
gate hieland  salvages,  wi'  heads  o"  hair  like  heather 
cows,  and  no  in  a  civilized  lowland  gentleman's 
house. — Take  down  the  portmanty  to  the  court, 
e. — Servants  need  not  hear  a'  tiling,  Mr. 
Gideon" — and  turning  to  Wolfe — "  Ye  are  not  a 
bfum  now,  nevoy  ;  and  ye  ken  weel  that  the  clear 
annual  rent  of  Monkshaugh  is  not  what  it  has 
been.     But  ye  have  done — and  I  will  tell  it  be- 
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bit  the  hLce  of  him  it  has  pleated  yoo  to  choose 
for  a  friend-^  generoua  and  a  kind  part  by  your 
sold  unde;  and  *  111  want  or  ye  want^ — HI  rtvcne 
the  motto  o^  our  cousins,  Mr.  Gideon,  now  that 
Wcifes  credit  and  the  fiunily  name  have  to  be 
mMiitmitMi^  among  the  firemit— No*  that  I  would 
encourage  extravagance ;  and  ye  ne^er  were  given 
to  drinking  nor  dicing  more  than  beseems  a  gen- 
tleman.'^ (Another  long  rumbling  groan  firom 
Gideon.)  ^  I  haV  no  fears  on  that  score.— And 
DOW,  Wolfe  Grahame,  upon  my  blessing,  and  as  ye 
wad  not  bring  my  grey  hairs  wF  sorrow  to  the 
grave — binna  that  I  wear  a  periwig — I  charge  you 
no  to  bring  hame  as  a  wife,  to  the  house  o*  Monks- 
haugh,  ony  lang  Irish  Madam,  T  the  place  and 
room  of  your  grandmother,  my  ever  honoured  mo- 
ther, of  blessed  memory ;  for  she  never  could 
thole  outlandish  Irish  leddies;  they  have  na  a 
hereawa*  look."^ 

The  cmly  specimens,  by  the  way,  of  the  Irish 
fiur  that  the  Laird  had  ever  seen,  were  the  tall 
randy  wife  of  Fugal,  a  true-bred  leaguer  lady ; 
and  a  Miss  0'*Brien,  who  had  exhibited  her  sta- 
ture and  other  graces  at  a  neighbouring  fair,  to 
spectators  at  a  groat  a  head. 

Wolfe  laughingly  gave  his  imcle  the  desired 
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pledge  that  he  would  neither  woo  nor  wed  lady 
of  the  green  island  of  song,  short  nor  tall,  dark 
nor  fair ;  and,  Monkshsugh,  mightily  relieved, 
passed  to  the  most  solemn  business  of  the  morning 
— a  coup-de-theatre,  which  he  had  reserved  to 
overwhelm  his  nephew,  astonish  the  household, 
and  Etrike  the  irreverent  seceder  minister  dumb 
forever.  This  was  neither  more  nor  less  than  be- 
stowing on  Wolfe,  as  a  parting  gift,  an  heir-loom 
of  which  the  family  had  indeed  some  reason  to 
be  proud  ; — 

"  Hera,  a-hcm. — Call  up  Fugal,  FrHUcte,  he's 
an  auld  soger  ;  and  look  up  the  Pechs'  Path  and 
tell  me  what  you  see." 

The  Laird  compressed  his  thin  lips,  gave  his 
head  a  few  little  significant  nods,  rubbed  his  lily 
hands,  and  altogether  assumed  a  very  imposing 
MT  as  be  paraded  the  room. 

"  It's  merely  a  family  trifle,  the  gift  of  a  French 
King,  Mr.  Gideon — an  auld  sword  of  the  Lord 
Robert  de  Bruce,  our  ancestor,  which  your  pupil, 
Leddy  Elizabeth  de  Bruce,  discovered  lately  among 
some  rubbish  in  the  howlets'  tower  of  Emescraig." 

Wolfe,  though  his  mind  was  enchained  to  other 

and  dearer  interests,  could  not  be  insensible  to  this 

The  sword  had  been  presented  to  the  dc 
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Bruce  by  Hemy  the  Fouith  of  Fimoe^— Henry 
tffNmYane,  as  Wolfe  better  liked  to  iCyle  him^ — 
and  was  in  every  wqr  •  gift  worthy  of  the  gallant 
monarch  who  gave  it»  and  the  noi  lev  gallant  aol- 
dier  on  whom  it  was  bestowed  It  was  a  desirable 
Mvi  of  eredential  for  a  young  soldier  who  had  to 
make  hia  own  way  in  life,  and  who  aught  often 
nMoimter  those  who  set  more  store  by  the  present 
iflnenee,  than  the  past  gtory  of  finmlies. 

^  I  thon|^  your  fiur  disdple,  Mr.  Gideon,  our 
eousin,  would  have  graced  us  with  her  presence  this 
momii^;,'^  said  Monkshaugh,  ^  and  acted  as  ladye 
love  in  arming  her  auld  comrade  here.     Tboi^ 
but  a  lassie  she  is  a  true  de  Bruee.     Had  you  but 
seen  how  grand  the  creature  looked  when  she  took 
that  old  blade  firom  where  she  had  hung  it  inEmes- 
cnng  hall,  last  year,  as  a  proper  gift  tor  Wolfe,-* 
who  is  the  representative  of  that  branch  of  the  fa- 
mily,— ^winking  9M  she  unsheathed  it  too— for  it's 
a  bit  eowaidly  lassie  when  her  blood  is  not  up. 
^  €rive  this  to  my  coumn  Wolfe,'*  quoth  she,  *  and 
tell  him  that  Elisabeth  de  Bruce,  with  heart  true 
aa  this  blade,  bids  him  be  fiuthful  and  prosper- 
sua''' 

^  They  have  gut  better  acquaint  since  then,^ 
whispered  Frisel,  so  as  only  to  be  heard  by  Wolfe. 
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"  She  has  tlie  auld  blood  in  her  veins.  Alu  ! 
that  such  malady  Bhould  follow  it  !^  continued 
Monkehaugh,  looking  saddened. 

"  Ay — that  she  has,  wi'  reverence,"  said  the 
VVhittret,  with  his  wonted  ease,  "red  and  warm. 
We  saw  something  o'  that  when  the  bruit  went 
that  our  house  was  to  clap  up  a  mercenary  mar- 
riage with  Juliana  Hurcheon,  for  clearing  aff  her 
father  Harletillum's  bands  over  our  land.  And 
yonder  she  comes,  leaning  on  Monica  Doran,  her 
bower-woman,  as  the  auld  ballands  ca't,  with  the 
step  of  the  Queen  of  Eldand,  when  all  her  court  is 
doing  homage  round  her  in  a  mooolight  night  V 
the  meny  merry  May." 

Though  Wolfe  Grahame  had  good  reason  to  be- 
lieve that  the  lady  in  question  would  not  voluntarily 
appear  abroad  on  this  morning,  he  started  to  his 
feet  and  advanced  to  the  window. 

"  I'm  wrang;  it's  but  a  gouden  glint  o'  the  sun 
among  the  birk  bushes  I  mistook  for  her  'broider- 
ed  mantle,"  said  Frisel,  looking  from  the  window, 
while  Wolfe  looked  over  his  shoulder, — and  then 
fac  whispered,  "  Right  i'  the  main  though."  But 
dreading  something  sinister  from  the  kindling  brow 
of  Wolfe,  the  facetious  Frisel  ran  down  into  the 
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of  my  ever  honoured  mother — the  umquhile  leddy 
o'  Monkshaugh  and  Kippciicrccry  \\'' ester — and 
the  uiterestB  o'  tfie  house  o'  Monkshaugh,  destined 
me  to  a  mair  peaceful  life ;  and  I  now  give,  and 
bestow,  and  devise  tliis  sword  of  the  de  Bruce  to 
you  my  nephew  and  presumptive  heir,  trusting 
that  the  honoured  weapon  of  a  nol>le  de  Bruce 
will  never  suffer  disgrace  in  the  honourable  keep- 
ing of  a  gallant  Grahame — a-hem." 

During  this,  by  far  the  most  brilliant  oratorical 
display  that  the  Laird  had  ever  been  known  to 
make — for  as  yet  there  were  neither  Celtic  Socie- 
ties, nor  Pitt  nor  Fox  dinners,  those  hot-beda  of 
eloquence — Wolfe  had  been  strongly  tempted  to 
smile;  but  when  he  saw  his  poor,  little,  fidgetty, 
kind  old  uncle's  eyes  glisten  with  mingled  vanity 
md  tenderness,  his  kindness  cheeked  the  unduti- 
fiil  tendency, — he  took  the  sword  with  a  low  bow, 
read  the  inscription  on  the  blade — "  Le  Rny  tn€ 
4<mne  ;  de  Bruce  me  pnriey^ — kissed  the  gift  of 
Elizabeth ;  and,  while  his  red  warm  lip  yet  rested 
on  the  steel,  secretly  vowed  loyalty  to  the  gift, 
and  love  and  fidelity  to  the  giver. 

*'  Be  ye  strong  as  Sameon,  valiant  as  David  !" 
burst  forth  Mr.  Haliburton.  "  Be  that  weapon  in 
your  hands  the  sword  of  the  Lord  and  of  Gideon ! — 
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And  I  fear  aot  your  brmrcrj  of  spim  wore  but  tbe 
ctose  u  dear  to  me.  But  this  booadbig  out  of 
nnuigmte  sogers  upon  a  miserable  country,  to  siqr, 
bum,  and  spuilsie,  k  to  me  but  a  dark  dis- 
pensation,— ^Papist  bmd  as  Ireland  is.  Our  ain 
braTe  auld  Scotland,  in  ber  day  of  treading  down 
and  boBiliation,  fek  tbis  seouige,F— when  the  red 
bsndof  tbe  ibyer  was  tbrust  into  ber  peaeefid  bo- 
sum, — yea,  tbe  purple  band  of  bloody  Cla  "^ 
a-bem.'" — Gideon  bad  got  on  very  slippery  ground 
beneath  the  roof  of  a  Grabame 

^  Let  us  to  tbe  road  my  lad  ;"**  be  said  more 
quietly,  checking  himself  in  good  time.  **  Ye  are 
tearing  the  biding  place  o*  your  forebears  in  peace 
snd  credit ;  and  in  peace  and  credit  may  ye  re- 
turn from  that  schene  o*"  mortal  strife ;  wi**  neither 
man^s  blood,  nor  woman'^s  wail,  to  ascend  to  the 
just  and  neyer-winlm^  bearens  against  ye,  in  the 
cries  that  pluck  down  Tengeance.'^ 

And  now  Farewdls  were  said,  and  hands  were 
undasped. — ^Monkshaugh  wiped  his  eyes,  and 
gaTe  fresh  orders  about  the  baggage ;  whispering — 
^  do  not  forget  a  half-crown  the  piece  to  the  ser- 
Tant  queans,  and  a  fire  shillings  to  Effie."" 

Whether  Wolfe  stinted  his  bounty  to  this  pre- 
cise sum  we  know  not ;  but  certain  it  is,  that  pur- 
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chased  blessings  innumerable  were  showered  upon 
the  young  traveller  as  he  passed  the  threshold  of 
hia  ancestors. 

"  And  what  do  ye  deserve  at  my  hands,  Master 
Frisel  7"  said  Wolfe,  as  the  Whittret  darted  to 
his  bridle  rein. 

"  O  !  maybe  a  five  shillings ;  but  it  cannot  be 
less  than  a  half-crown  pieee,  to  drink  your  health 
in  the  Grahame  Arms  this  blessed  night. — Siller 
never  gathers  mould  in  my  pouch." 

*'  Confound  your  impudence  ! — But  how  am 
I  to  get  free  of  Mr.  Gideon  at  the  fords,  fifr  a 
couple  of  hours  ?" 

"  Now,  Captain,  I  sec  you  ken  my  way. — Trust 
me,  and  I'll  gang  through  fire  and  water  for  ye." 

"  Well, — but  with  Mr.  Gideon,  Must  I  trust 
to  chance  f^ 

"  Na,  na, — ^ye'll  trust  to  nae  chance.  By  chance 

a  man  breaks  his  shins.  Corporal  Fugal  would  leave 

you  to  chance ;  but  I'm  Chance's  master.     Trust 

to  me,  Captain.    When  a  man  is  on  the  ice  it's  bis 

0  keep  moving." 
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MoNKSHAUGH  and  his  maiden  ttaff,  conjunctly 
and  aererally,  now  returned  to  their  houaehold  du- 
ties, and  wiped  away  the  tears  of  parting  and  the  lit- 
ter left  by  honest  Gideon^s  ^  doots  ;^  while  that  di- 
▼ine  scambling  on  at  a  great  pace  for  Jenny  Geddes, 
whose  habits  were  much  more  deliberate  than 
those  of  her  fiery  and  spirited  name-mother,  soon 
overtook  Wolfe  and  the  Whittret  who  acted  as 
nmning  feotman.      Soon  too  they  lost  sight,  for 
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the  time,  of  the  pleasant  ahode,  wliich,  to  the  part- 
ing eyes  of  Wolfe  Grahame,  had  never  looked, 
through  its  embowering  trees,  half  so  peaceful  and 
beautiful,  in  its  deep  seclusion,  as  it  did  on  this 
morning. 

Placed  by  the  brink  of  the  winding  Oran,  on  a 
flat  at  the  opening  gorge  of  the  dean,  and  "  bosom- 
ed in  tufted  trees,"  this  sequestered  nest  lay  apart 
from  the  world  of  Strathoran,  in  unbroken  tran- 
quillity, save  in  times  of  intestine  turmoil  such  as 
the  present  parting. 

The  mansion,  built  at  various  dates,  was  ramb- 
ling, irregular,  and  Janus-faced,  perhaps  incon- 
venient. But  as  it  rises  before  ub  now,  through 
the  softening  vista  of  years,  with  its  venerable 
grey  roof,  steep  gables  broken  into  corbie-steps, 
awkward  chimneys,  sentry-box  towerlets,  out-shots 
snd  in-shots,  and  adjuncts  of  all  forms,  wings 
and  wioglets  hastily  clapped  to  in  every  direc- 
tion, when  the  successive  ladies  of  Monkshaugh 
got  additions  to  their  families,  or  the  lairds  an  in- 
crease to  their  wealth  ; — as  we  look  back  on  it,  we 
think  it  might  have  won  even  a  stranger's  admira* 
tion,  especially  when  seen  in  broken  glimpses 
through  those  stately  groves  of  elm  and  chestnut, 
planted  so  close  that  they  diffused,  when  in  fitU 
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lea^  an  air  of  almost  monaadc  gkNmi  around  the 
good  old  houae.     This  was  not  felt  within  bow. 
erer,  tan  there  were  several  rooms  in  Monkshangh*s 
dwelling,  looking  back  to  the  rhrer  or  up  into  the 
deD,  light,  cheerful,  and  of  handsome  proportions. 
And  thoee  stately  trees  and  oontinnoua  aTenuca 
whidi  diflused  this  air  of  soft  gioom,  were,  more- 
over,  the  pride  of  the  snuMSsife  proprietors,  and 
had,  tcft  time  immemorial,  gi^c&  sbdter  to  the  most 
fiourishingcolonyofrodu  in  the  whole  strath.     In 
qning  indeed,  when  those  black-robed  gentry  are 
so  clamorous  about  ejectments  and  marriage-settle- 
ments, the  cawing  around  the  old  house  becaoM 
perfisctly    deafSsning   and   intolerable;    but   one 
would  haye  missed  it  too ;  and  then  one  needed 
only  to  steal  up  into  the  dean  among  the  birch  and 
and  broom,  or  down  to  the  river's  edge  among  the 
bw  qpteadii^allerandhaael  boshes,  to  be  instant- 
ly free  of  the  rookery  din,  Uatemng  only  to  the 
low  dmnn  of  those  woodland  warblers  who  so  quiet- 
ly arrange  all  their  love  affairs  with  a  sweet  song. 
Monkahangh^s  small  estate  lay  near  the  centre, 
and  on  the  sunward  side,  of  this  romantic  strath, 
which,  stretdhing  neariy  east  and  west,  forms  a 
district  called  by  the    inhabitanu    ''  The  four 
hilUide  paridieB."    A  screen  of  pastoral  hills. 
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lofty  yet  green  as  emerald  to  their  very  summits, 
rose  in  sunward  slopes  and  abrupt  juttings  behind 
the  variety  of  knoll  and  holm,  pasture  and  woodland, 
level  spreads  of  cultivation  and  rough  fallows,  which 
were  picturesquely  scattered,  l)lended  and  grouped 
in  the  open  valley.  In  many  places  the  liills  were 
fiirruwed  by  ravines  and  chasms ;  and  those  glades 
and  deans  which,  more  or  less  clothed  with  natu- 
ral wood,  winded  far  up  into  their  recesses,  sent 
each  down  its  tributary  brooklet  to  join  the  Orsn ; 
— the  Oran,  which,  bountUng  and  leaping  ft'om  its 
birth-place,  somewhere  far  up  among  the  txinvo- 
luted  mountains  at  the  head  of  the  strath,  like  a 
gamesome  chUd  in  its  play,  gradually  became 
more  gentle  in  its  progress,  till  among  the  holms 
of  Monkshaugh,  in  '•  many  a  winding  bout,"  it 
demurely  glided  on,  gracefully  waving  its  eilver 
links,  like  a  young  court  beauty  managing  the 
train  of  her  birthday  robes. 

The  "  Hill-side  parishes"  bad  been  forfeited 
property,  and  were  now  broken  into  very  small  po»- 
Bessions.  The  Aiks,  The  Cleuch,  The  Holm,  The 
Milnton,  The  Ams,  and  many  other  places,  cot 
or  Grange,  or  Ha"-house  of  noticeable  pre- 
tence, lay  scattered  in  the  immediate  \-icinity  of 
Monkshaugh  :  but  far  above  all,  high,  stately  and 
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iptft,  lord  panunoimt  of  the  strmth,  tom  in  in 
pride  the  djvk  Tower  of  Emescn^,  the  ipot  on 
which  the  eyes  of  Wolfe  Grahame  were  eren  yet 
riveted  with  interest  the  most  intense. 

To  aroid  the  hamlet  of  Castlebum^  the  trard- 
krs  were  obliged  to  make  the  drcuit  of  nearly  the 
whole  arable  part  of  Monkshangh'^s  domain. 
With  the  Whittret  trotting  or  bounding  on  be> 
farcj  to  open  stiles,  or  remove  temporary  fences, 
they  rode  forward  through  brown  fallows,  sweet 
dose-cropt  pastures,  and  green  loanings : — ^verdure 
and  herbage,  and  bushes  every  where — and  here 
and  there  one  of  those  magnificent  chance-be- 
dropt  trees  which  gave  so  beautiful  a  character  to 
the  small  property.  This  fine  embellishment  it 
owed,  along  with  many  others,  to  the  good  taste^- 
the  prescient  taste— -of  one  of  the  family,  who  had 
been  educated  abroad,  had  travelled  much,  and 
who  was  known  in  its  local  traditions  as  ^^  The 
Lord  of  Session.*"  These  noble  trees  were  now 
nearly  of  a  century^s  growth ;  and  they  had  flourish- 
ed in  a  kindly  soil.  They  lived  in  the  memory 
of  every  young  person  who  left  the  strath ;  and 
each  individual  and  group  had  its  distinctive  ap- 
pellation. There  were  the  **  Marquis'^s  Aik,*"  so 
named  from  the  great  Montrose — ^  The  Three 
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SistcrN'' — "  The  Green  Maidens" — and  "  The 
Minister's  Bush,'"  where  a  godly  divine  of  the  per- 
secuting times,  who  once  had  a  cure  of  souls  in  the 
parish,  was  wont  at  midnight  to  meet,  after  due 
citation,  the  enemy  of  mankind,  to  do  battle  either 
by  the  Word  or  the  Sword,  in  defence  of  men^s 
vouls :  so  that  each  tree,  if  it  wanted  a  Dryad, 
still  had  its  legend. 

"  The  Minister's  Buss,"  said  Frisel,  striking  his 
wand  on  the  grotesque  uptwisted  roots  of  the  hoary 
tree,  whose  bent  boughs  kissed  the  turf. — "  Ye 
have  often  heard  of  him,  Mr.  Gideon  ?  his  name  is 
savoury  in  this  parish  yet.  He  saved  soul 
and  body  of  auld  John  Yule'a  father,  who  was 
his  man,  and  like  a  rash,  venturesome  fool,  scoog- 
ed  in  the  hoilow  hour  of  midnight  among  thae 
branches,  to  hear  what  Satan  could  have  to  say 
to  a  godly  minister.  When  power  was  nae  langer 
given  the  Enemy  to  buffet  the  servant  of  the  Lord, 
who  would  not  yield  him  an  inch  of  dominion — 
na,  nor  a  hair's  hrcadtli.  '  Will  ye  gi"e  me  the  silly 
bird  in  the  hush  then  ?'  said  cunning  Clootie, 
wha,  like  the  tax-man,  is  aye  loath  to  gang  aff'toom- 
handed. — '  The  bird  in  the  buss  is  no  mine  to  give,' 
^ay:  '  To  his  Maker  I 
»i'  that  the  Knemy  vanished. 


tlie  minister  got  jiowei 
commend  him 
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wkh  a  ydl  that  shook  the  eaftle  o'  Sdrling,  and 
wakened  the  birds  on  The  Bass ;  and  aold  John 
Yule^s  father  drappit  out  o^  the  tree  like  a  ckMl, 
dean  dead  at  the  minister''s fit  fiir  a  time.  Wene^er 
hare  had  the  like  o^  him  till  we  got  yourseT,  Mr. 
Gideon.  I  trow  anld  John  Yule^s  fiither  sooght 
nae  mair  listening.  But  think  ye  to  bestow  a 
parting  wend  on  us  the  day,  minister  ?^ 

Gideon,  our  eicellent  friend,  was  not  wholly 
insensible  to  flattery.  He  gave  a  kind  of  grunt- 
ii^  assent  to  the  remark  of  the  Whittret ;  and  at 
last  fiturly  gave  in  to  the  proposal  that  they  should 
advance  on  Wolfe,  after  crossing  the  fords,  and 
drop  a  passing  wend  of  exhortation  to  the  coUicrs 
of  Pitbauchlie,  a  generation  which  undoubtedly 
required  something  of  the  kind. 

The  fends  of  Oran  were  passecL  On  the  side 
which  they  had  now  gained,  the  ground  rose  rap- 
idly by  a  winding  path  closed  in  by  steep  banks, 
and  twisting  and  twining  back  on  itself,  like  a  spi- 
ral  staircase,  till  clearing  these  banks,  it  unfolded 
its  mase  <m  a  jutting  point  in  the  ascent,  which 
gave  Wolfe  to  see  the  entire  sweep  of  his  native 
landscape,  lying  in  the  dewy  freshness  and  soft  re- 
pose of  the  still  early  hour,  as  if  to  imprint  its 
fiurewell  aspect  on  his  heart,  in  lines  which  time 


-Here  he  paused  to  wait  fiw    '\ 


was  never  to  efface.- 
iiis  companions. 

Gideon  had  considerately  cased  Jenny  of  her 
load,  and  was  drawing  her  up,  setting  a  Btout 
Jieart  to  a  sleep  brae,  earnestly  engaged  in  conver- 
sation witli  the  Whittret. — "  I  shall  ponder  what 
ye  have  propounded,  Francie. — A  fool  may  gives 
wise  man  counsel,"  he  was  heard  to  say — and  then 
standing  by  Frisel, — "  A  goodly  heritage" — he 
looked  over  in  the  direction  of  MonkBhaugb— 
"  A  goodly  heritage,  Captain  \Volfe,  by  green 
pastures  and  still  waters," 

"  I'm  thinking  Captain  Wolfe's  thoughts  are 
ranging  higher  than  the  green  holms  o'  Monks- 
Iiaugh,  and  the  silver  links  o'  Oran,  thb  same 
moming,"  said  Prise  I. 

"  Praised  be  His  name  that  has  raised  the 
youth's  thoughts  that  eame  road,  Francie !~ 

"  To  the  Tower  o'  Emescraig  yonder,  minister" 
—and  Frisel  laughed.  "  No  need  o'  an  ingan  for 
the  bonnie,  blue,  bleared  eea  yonder  this  morning." 

"  Sheugh  !  ye  fule  boddie,"  cried  Gideon,  pitch- 
ing Mb  manly  leg  over  the  back  of  Jenny  Geddes. 

"  The  minister  hae  a  bit  o'  duty  at  Fitbauch- 
lie,"  said  Frisel  demurely — "  If  ye  wad  just  tarry 
liere  a  blink,  and  overtake  us  at  your  leisture,  Cap- 
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uin." — And  the  yaung  num  was  by  thk  auuiage- 
ment  left  alone  gaang  on  the  Tower. 

Steep  and  high  where  the  mountain  opened  ita 
hdlow  boeom  at  the  head  of  the  dean^  theie  start- 
ed sheer  up  a  bluff  promontory,  called  by  the 
country  people  ^^  The  Pedis^  Mount,"*  from  its 
arufidal  appearance.  A  narrow  grassy  isthmus 
connected  this  abrupt  promontory  with  the  hills 
behind ;  and  on  it,  perched  like  an  eaglets  nest 
dallying  with  the  storm,  rose  the  Tower  of  Emes- 
craig.  The  mountains'*  sides  closed  darkly  upon  the 
Tower  ;  and  yet  in  its  height  it  was  seen  afar  off  in 
all  directions,  predominating  over  the  surrounding 
country,  like  the  spirit  of  fallen  chivalry.— Ernes- 
craig  Tower  and  the  surrounding  scenery,  had 
heen  fancifully^  and  not  unaptly  compared  to  the 
bird  from  whence  it  took  its  name — to  a  falcon  on 
**  swoop,  ready  to  pounce  on  its  prey.  The 
moimtains,  stretching  out  on  each  side,  formed  the 
sweeping  wings,  the  promontory,  the  body,  and 
the  tower  itself;  the  proud  crest  of  the  noble  bird. 
In  d^ys  that  were  past  this  comparison  might 
have  held  in  several  other  respects.  At  the  grassy 
neck  or  isthmus,  wWch,  like  a  natural  bridge, 
linked  the  Pechs'  Mount  to  the  mounuins,  and 
nfforded  a  roundabout  sccest^  and  the  only  safe 
one   to  the     Tower,  the   l^     atreams   dashed 
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duwn  through  the  yawning  chaGms,  whose  fissures 
and  rents  still  shewed  where  the  promontory  hod 
been  torn  &om  the  mountain's  side.  After  sweep- 
ing round  its  base  they  united  their  waters,  thus 
forming  a  sort  of  natural  moat.  The  place  thus 
strong  by  nature,  had,  in  its  prouder  day,  been  care- 
fully tbrtiiied  by  art ;  but  it  was  now  fallen  into 
considerable  decay.  It  had  suffered  in  the  wars 
of  Montrose ;  and  had  been  surprised  and  spoiled 
by  private  bands  of  the  frontier  gillie  muhl  dhu. 
Yet  so  late  as  the  year  I'JiS,  it  bad  afforded  shel- 
ter to  the  vicinage,  upon  an  alarm  of  the  npproacli 
of  the  rebel  army  ;  for  the  people  hereabout  were 
mostly  ttrliigs,  though  a  few  gallant  Grahames  and 
dashing  Drummonds  still  clung  to  the  royal 
name  of  Jaues. 

The  Tower,  like  a  mountain,  hero  turned  its 
back  upon  tlie  quiet  valley,  and  opposed  its  rough 
front  to  battle  with  the  stormy  north.  From  the 
high  ground  where  our  young  traveller  stood, 
though  the  strath  lay  deep  below,  the  edifice, 
was,  as  the  crow  flies,  at  no  great  distance.  Rising 
in  pride  on  its  own  mountain  side,  banners  of 
mist  Etill  floating  round  tower  and  battlement,  it 
hung  to  his  ardent  gaze,  a  brave  picture  on  the 
green  walls  of  earth  !  He  thought  he  could  have 
touched  it— touched  at  least  one  little  casement 
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looking  sunward  and  ■outhward,  orer  tower  and 

tQVl^  and  aU  up  and  down  tlutfiw  lOralli,  ercn  fron 
die  place  where  the  infimt  Oran  had  its  birth  in  the 
^ot,  to  where,  fwcdlen  to  a  ^  rank  rirer,^  tt  rushed 
intD  the  sem.  As  Wolfe  sdll  gased  and  gaaed,  he 
csme  at  \mat  to  fiuicy  that  he  could  see  the  mom- 
ing  sir  sdr  the  streaasers  of  iwj  that  hung  around 
the  bower  window,  yea,  stir  the  werj  tresses  of  afiur 
hesd,  resting  mournfully  upon  the  little  palm  of 
one  who  had  so  often,  and  of  late  so  anxiously, 
watdied  his  approach  from  that  high  lattice. 

The  imaginatimi  was  resistless. — **'  I  will  return, 
were  it  but  for  five  minutes,^  thought  he;  and 
throwing  his  bridle  to  the  Whittret,  he  darted 
down  the  bank  with  the  speed  of  a  roe-buck. 

^  Ay,  ay !  I  have  lang  jaloused,**  muttered  that 
saga<dous  waiting  gentleman,  **  what  would  be  the 
updiot  of  a^  this  fishing,  and  shooting,  and  cur- 
dootng  r  the  dean  woods.  But  eee  ye,  my  young 
gentleman,  if  Xisbeth  de  Bruce^s  brent  brows  and 
jimpy  waist  will  clear  aff  Harletillum'^s  band  ?— 
Ours  is  a  doomed  house,  that^s  clear ; — and  yet, 
its  a  jewel  of  a  lassie. 

"  Wha  is  f^  said  Gideon,  wh«Hn  lie  had  m>w 
orertakcn. 
*^  Wha  but  the  Leddy  'Lixbeth  de  Bruce !  to  whom 
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[ill  now,  a  ligLc- hearted  nnd  liappy  girl,  the  past 
life  of  Elizabeth  de  Bruce  had  been  one  long  mid- 
summer night's  dream.  She  had  grown  up  in  so- 
litude and  freedom,  her  young  imagination  in  the 
clouds,  but  her  heart  on  the  dear  green  earth,  find- 
ing, in  the  thousand  forms  of  loveliness  and  de- 
light scattered  in  her  lonely  path,  objects  to  excite 
her  natural  sensibility,  and  in  the  recollection  that 
all  neglected  as  her  existence  had  been,  she  ms 
not  the  less  a  de  Bruce,  enough  to  nourish  in  her 
mind  the  self-respect  and  graceful  pride  of  true 
nobility :  till  Wolfe  Grahame  came,  and  a  brighter 
heaven  and  a  yet  greener  earth  unfolded,  and  the 
pride  of  birth  was  forgotten  in  the  dearer  pride  of 
affection ;  for  to  be  his  was  happier  than  eren 
her  fondest  brightest  dreams,  and  now — she  «U 
bis. 

Elizabeth  had  seen  her  lover  cross  the  fords. 
They  had  already  parted.  She  "  turned  her  eye 
and  wept  C  and  when  the  again  looked  up  there 
was  no  where  to  be  eeen  that  figure  which  her 
vision  could  have  singled  out  on  the  instant  among 
tens  of  thousands.  His  companions  were  slowly 
crossing  the  monr.  Chiding  the  inadvertence 
which  had  thus  lost  sight  of  him  while  he  might 
still  be  seen,   and,  with  loves  own  Buperstition. 
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iliriiikiiig  from  thii  diMMtrotis  omen,  the  was  lull 
knfriing  at  her  cawment,  cmrdetdj  wnpt  in  a 
long  white  drewmg-gown,  the  redundance  of  her 
beautifal  hair  sweeping  the  floor,  her  brow  retting 
on  her  hands,  diiil,  pale,  and  trembling,  and  in  the 
attitude  of  heart-strudc  abandonment,  when  her  ear 
even  painfull j  true  of  late  to  the  slighteat  sound, 
caught  the  springy  step,  the  light  breathings^^ 
and,  starting  with  an  exclamation  of  transport,  the 
marble  statue  was  <m  the  instant  touched  inio 
Ufe-^warmed  into  a  bri^t  and  glowing  form.-— 
^  He  was  come  again  !  She  would  hear  his 
Yoice  I  Hear  him  bless  her,  and  bid  her  be  of 
better  cheer ;  and  again  and  again  tow  to  lore  her, 
and  think  of  her  ^  every  day  of  the  hour.**  She 
would  again  hang  on  ^  that  nether  lip,"  to  touch 
which  she  would  hare  trarelled  barefoot  to  Pales- 


^  My  Elisabeth  !  how  is  this!  Cold,  trembling, 
halfdressed.     I  must  diide  you  for  this."*" 

^  Trembling  but  not  odd,^  replied  Elisabeth. 
^But  do  then— -stay  and  diide  me.^  And,  in 
tones  yet  softer,  she  whispered—^  How  kind  was 
dus  return  1  I  shall  part  with  you  now  with  cou- 
rage so  much  finner,-<-if  it  must  be  ?— Nay,  do 
not  shake  ymnr  head.    I  will  not  talk  so  idly  again. 


80  KLIZABF.TH    DE    BRITE. 

But  you  look  so  grave.  Oil !  Kurely  you  are  come 
to  warn  me  of  new  evil.  Tc!!  it  out  then — I  have 
courage  for  it  all. — They  cannot  unmarry  me  1" 

"  I  trust  not,^  BBid  Grahame,  smiling  and  cs- 
ressing  her.  "  Folly  only — ^pure  folly — brought 
me  baek,  Eiiaabeth." 

"  Ah,  rather  dear,  dear  wisdom  !"  whispered 
Elizabeth. 

"  I  wished  also  to  apprize  you,"  continued 
Wolfe,  "  that  I  have  prevailed  with  Mr.  Gideon 
to  accompany  mc  in  a  search  of  the  woman  who 
certainly  knows  some  of  the  strange  mysteries  con- 
nected with  your  birth — with  the  conflagration  I 
mean  of  Cambuskenneth  Lodge." 

"  The  disa.strous  star  of  my  birth,"  said  Eliza- 
beth. "  I  know  it  is  so.  But  have  you  seen  my 
□UTBe  ?     She  pines  to  see  you." 

"  Then  I  trust  she  means  to  speak  out,"  said 
Wolfe.  "  How  many  perplexities  could  she  not 
unravel !  how  easily  clear  up  the  mystery  of  your 
singular  fate  !  But  she  is  obdurate  in  her  silence. 
Well — be  the  issue  what  it  may,  fate  itself  cannot 
now  make  you  less  fondly  mine.  There  is  hope 
for  us  yet.  Then  smile  on  me  once  again  before 
I  leave  you,  my  own  Elizabeth." 

A  fond  but  silent  embrace  was  interchanged. 
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and  then  followed  much  anxious  domestic  discourse* 
with  unATsiling  regrets,  passionste  adieus,  and  tood 
and  melancholy  anticipations  all  intermixed. 

^  Should  any  emergency  arise,  my  lore,  from 
the  state  of  my  uncle^s  affairs,  or  from  our  union, 
you  may  rely  for  all  aid  and  counsel  <m  our  friend 
Gideon,  safely  and  with  propriety.  He  may  not 
quite  understand  you,  but  he  lores  you,  and  me  fiir 
your  sake. — ^How  many  good  hearts  hare  you  drawn 
to  me  in  giving  me  your  own,  Elisabeth!— •He  is  an 
honest  and  honourable  man,  though  not  exactly 
after  the  fiwliion  of  this  world^s  honour ;  more 
shame  for  it  perhaps.  And  yet,  Elisabeth,  how 
in  this  hour  it  wrings  my  heart  to  confide  to  ano. 
ther,  eren  to  worthy  Gideon,  the  dear  priyilege 
of  watching  over  your  happiness  !*^ 

^^  Fear  not  for  me,"^  whispered  Elisabeth. — 
^  Fesr  not  for  me,  while  this  generous  wish  is  yours. 
The  love  which  makes  me  weak  makes  me  strong 
also.  Ills  snd  trials  may  await  us  both  ;  but  hap- 
piness— mine-^  safe^— anchored  here— in  the 
keeping  of  honour  and  affection ;""  and  she  rested 
her  head,  as  if  in  token  of  confidence,  on  the  bosom 
of  her  lover.  But  again  the  woman  prevailed. 
**  Yet,  O  dearest,  dearest !  if  I  should  live  to  find 
you  changed— estranged.  I.^  me  not  think  of  it.— - 
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Nay,  you  shall  not  smile  at  my  woman's  fears  to- 
day. Kneel  with  me  rather  here — where  we  have 
a  thousand  times  in  fondness  met  and  vowed  af- 
fection never-ending ;  and  pray  to  our  God  to  re- 
store us  to  each  other  with  truth  unimpaired,  lore 
undiminished." 

They  breathed  this  silent  prayer  on  the  altar  of 
each  other's  lips. 

"  I  can  bear  to  part  with  you  now,"  whispered 
Blizabeth. — "  Nay,  to  send  you  hence. — Go  then, 
dearest  and  only  friend  of  your  poor  Elizabeth ; 
and  let  us  emulate  each  other  in  proving  that 
though  the  ties  that  bind  us  may  have  been  rashly 
formed,  they  were  not  made  to  Iw  repented  of." 

Pale,  very  pale,  and  shivering,  but  outwardly 
calm,  with  a  long  silent  embrace  she  glided  out 
of  the  arms  that  clasped  her,  sunk  down  and  hid 
her  face  where  she  had  before  knelt.  And  they 
had  parted !  how  again  to  meet  in  a  world,  whose 
direst  curse  is  wavering  fidelity,  oc  change,  or 
coldness  of  heart ! 

Wolfe  took  his  way  to  the  hamlet,  where,  in  the 
comer  of  the  "  school  green,"  there  then  stood, 
looking  38  if  it  grew,  the  turf  cabin  of  Monica 
Doran,  the  nurse  of  Elizabeth ;  a  widow  who  was 
thought  to  have  seen  better  days,  and  #ho  used 
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the  pure  English  speech,  or  whmt  the  inhabiuott 
of  Castlebum  fimcied  such.  Her  original  reo> 
dence  was  Emescraig;  but  from  the  time  thai 
Elizabeth  was  {bur  jean  old  Monica  had  lired  in 
Castlebum,  in  reelected  poverty,  the  jealousy 
with  which  she  was  at  first  viewed  having  given 
way  before  her  kind  and  courteous  manners^ 
and  tried  worth.  The  sectary  matron  had  long 
supported  herself  by  needle-work,  in  which  she  was, 
even  on  the  admission  of  the  erudite  Monkshau^^ 
profoundly  skilled ;  but  her  sigfat  had  fiuled,  and 
she  now  lived  by  knitting,  and  by  spinning  flax  to 
a  ddicate  fineness,  unknown  in  that  part  of  the 
world,  whidi  she  also  made  into  thread,  managing 
herself  the  whole  of  the  pretty,  and  petty  manufac- 
ture, of  twisting,  bleaching,  &c.  on  the  Oran  side. 
The  circular  hut  of  Monica  was  so  small,  that 
but  for  a  slender  filament  of  blue  smoke,  scarcely 
more  voluminous  than  that  which  on  a  frosty 
morning  trailed  through  thedean  woods  after  Cor- 
poral FugaTs  tobacco  pipe,  «id  a  single  pane  of 
glass,  the  bright  eye  of  the  dwelling,  it  might  have 
been  mistaken  for  a  mossy  hillock.  A  few  yards 
of  garden-ground  stored  with  pot-herbs,  and  those 
herbs  employed  in  the  rural  pharmacopeia,  lay  at 
the  right  gable;  and  over  thiabung  three  grotesque 
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elder  buslies,  growing  by  tlie  briak  mill-lead,  and 
affording  shade  to  the  hovel,  and  arms  and  ammu- 
nition to  "  the  scholars." 

*'  The  Bchotars''  had  been  Goody  Doran''s  de- 
lightfid  occupation  for  many  of  their  quickly  buc- 
ceeding  generations.  In  her  cabin  refuge  and 
consolation  was  found  in  all  the  multifarious  cases 
of  Bchool-day  hardship  and  distress.  Her  kind 
expostulation  made  the  trembling  truant  return  to 
his  task  ;  and,  at  her  soothing,  the  good-natured 
weeping  dunce  dried  his  tears  and  renewed  his 
efforts.  In  all  cases  of  cut  fingers,  broken  browg, 
or  sprained  ancles,  her  unfee'd  surgery  was  sover- 
eign ;  and  the  little  ones  demanded  her  cares  and 
kindness  as  their  right,  in  the  full  coiiHdence  of 
her  love,  and  with  a  devoted  submission  to  her 
Bway,  which  neither  pahnies,  pandies,  nor  ateii- 
dies,  nor  yet  the  more  refined  modem  foora  cap 
could  have  obtained.  Day  by  day,  the  rough 
shelves  suspended  from  her  low  roof  might  be  seen 
loaded  with  the  hard-boiled  eggs,  small  bottles  of 
milk,  and  sbces  of  cheese  and  oaten  cakes,  depo- 
sited by  "  the  scholars ;"  each  ration  rudely  ma^- 
ed  with  the  initials  of  the  little  owner.  These  ra- 
tions were  in  summer  quickly  consumed  beneath 
Goody  Doran's  bourtrees,  in  winter  by  her  frugal. 
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and  yet  cheerfully  bright  hearth.  The  scntpu- 
kms  integrity,  unfailing  kindneiw,  and  humble 
dignity  of  manners  whidi  marked  this  oM  woman, 
whose  heart  seemed  instinct  with  the  lore  of  child* 
hood,  made  a  deep  impresrion  on  the  memories  of 
many  of  those  young  creatures;  and  in  after 
life,  with  the  recollection  of  school-day  happiness, 
rose  the  image  of  Goody  Doran.  Many  substan* 
tial  marks  of  this  kind  recollection  were  tendered 
to  her;  but  they  were  declined  with  a  s|Hrit 
which  her  neighbours  sometimes  called  proud. 
There  are  points  on  which  erery  one  has  a  right 
to  be  proud.  She  never  refused  the  aid  of  Elisa- 
beth de  Bruce. 

The  heir  of  Monkshaugh,  who  rode  to  school 
on  a  roan  pony,  the  Whittret  trotting  by  his 
side  with  ample  allowance  for  the  mid-day  refec- 
tion, might  have  been  supposed  tArove  Monica^ 
tender  offices ;  yet  his  uncle^s  horror  of  blood,  and 
still  more  of  blood-stained  garments,  put  even  him 
sometimes  in  her  reverence;  and  though  her 
kindness  like  the  sun  shone  equally  on  all,  the 
generosity  «id  high  spirit  of  this  boy,  displayed  in 
various  little  instances,  made  him  an  especial  fa- 
vourite, during  the  few  months  that  he  attended 
the  village  school 
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As  Wolfe  approached  the  little  tenement,  once 
HO  miglity  in  his  imagination,  now  diminished  to  a 
toy,  yet  corresponding  exactly  in  all  its  propor- 
tions to  the  clear  image  of  his  memory,  he  recall- 
ed,  together  with  Shenstone's  old  Dame,  the  en- 
gaging and  very  sweet  picture  of  a  country  school, 
given  in  the  Memoirs  of  Marmontel — nature, 
even  in  France ! 

"  I  could  not  leave  the  coimtry  without  seeing' 
yon,  Monica,^  said  Wolfe,  as  soon  as  the  old 
woman,  with  her  old-fashioned  and  superstitious 
good -breeding,  had  laid  aside  her  work  and  seen 
her  visiter  seated  to  her  liking. 

"  I  have  just  come  from  your  friend  Elizabeth," 
he  continued,  "  who  informs  me  that  you  wished 
Co  see  me. — Odd  enough,  considering  how  you 
have  shunned  my  inquiries  for  many  a  month 
l>ack." 

"  I  shunned  you  then — and  I  desire  to  see  you 
now.  Captain  Wolfe  Grahame,"  said  the  old  wo- 
man impressively. — "  And  can  you  not  divine  the 
cause  ?  Have  you  not  daringly  mingled  your  fate 
with  the  destiny  to  which  I  am  bound." 

"  Daringly,  perhaps,  hut  not  pre  sumptuously ," 
laid  the  young  soldier  witli  pride  ;  "  nor  unsanc- 
ioued  by  the  mysterious  being  for  whom  you  act. 
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See  you  this  scroll  P**^ — and  he  shewed  a  letter— 
^  this— -delivered  to  me  in  the  dean  wood  by  a 
wandering  mendicant  woman,  a  part  of  your  mys- 
terious machinery  I  doubt  not  ?^ 

^  That  is  not  said  like  Captain  Wolfe  Grahame^ 
rqilied  the  old  woman.— -^^  But  was  this  scroll 
seen  by  our  Eliiabeth.**" 

^  Our  Elizabeth ! — Monica — if  it  is  thus  you 
fi^l  for  her,  and  I  doubt  it  not — why,  why  with- 
held from  me  the  means  of  doing  her  right  .'— 
But  this  paper  was  not  meant  for  the  eye  of  Eli- 
sabeth, though  written,  I  cannot  doubt  it,  by — 
her  mother r 

He  fixed  his  eyes  intensely  on  the  old  woman, 
who  started ;  and,  as  the  colour  mounted  to  her 
fiuied  cheek,  exclaimed — ^^  Her  mother !  Who 
then  told  you  that  she  had  a  living  mother  ?  The 
Bride  of  de  Bruce— does  she  live  ?*" 

^^  I  cannot  doubt  that  the  mysterious  being  who 
has  for  years  supplied  all  the  wants  of  Elisabeth, 
anticipated  all  her  wishes,  loaded  her  with  un- 
valued luxuries, — her  good  genius  as  she  fondly 
styled  her, — is  a  mother,  and  a  fond  one,  though 
years  of  silence  and  neglect  have  made  Elisabeth 
conclude  that  she  lives  no  longier.  Yet  that  she 
lives  this  scroll  is  evidence :  then  why  conceal 
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her  name  from  me  ?  The  unhappy  wife  of  ihe 
more  unhappy  de  Bruce — has  she  never  been  ac- 
knowledged as  Buch  ?  Do  her  own  relations  not 
know  her  claiinB  ?" 

"  Alas,  too  well !"  said  the  old  woman.  "  But 
in  her  own  time  she  will  reveal  herself — tliat  most 
injured  lady — the  Bride  of  de  Bruce !  Then 
tempt  me  no  farther.  I  have  not  withstood  the 
tears  of  Elizabeth,  looking  in  my  face  with  the 
very  eyes  of  that  mother,  to  yield  to  a  strangefs 
prayer.  But  the  day  will  come.  It  shall — it 
must — I  shall  live  to  see  it — when  justice  will  be 
done — the  day  for  which  i  have  travailed,  and 
longed,  and  prayed, — AVas  it  for  nothing  that  /, — 
old,  and  withered,  and  feeble  as  I  am,  gave  up 
&icnds  and  native  land,  and  lived  among  the 
strange  people  of  a  strange  faith  ? — and  feared 
that  I  might  die  among  them, — without  confession, 
without  pardon,  almost  witliout  hope,  burrowing 
among  these  black  walls,  which  nothing  could 
brighten  save  the  smile  of  Heaven  upon  the  dis- 
charge of  duty — ^perilling  my  soul's  salvation  ? — 
Ah  !  not  for  notliing  !  Then  tempt  me  no  far- 
ther :  my  troth-plight  is  in  another's  keeping." 
"  God  forbid  that  I  should  urge  you,  Monica !" 
i  the  young  man,  "  though  I  still  think  you 
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tre  influenced  by  Tcry  idle  lompiet.  The  mother 
of  Elizabeth  his  confided  her  to  my  care.  It  the 
trust  less  predous  than  that  which  I  now  solicit  ? 

Read  this: bat  your  eyes  are  dim.   IshaUread 

hr  jo^lT — ^And  he  read  a  scroll  which,  without 
signature  or  date,  contained  the  following  words  : 
^  You  lore  Elisabeth.  You  have  gained  her 
hesrt. — ^Dowerless  and  unfiriended  you  ha^e  wooed 
her  for  your  bride.— Her  mother  gives  her  to  you 
—the  child  of  misery,  if  not  of  shame— and 
reckons  every  hour  an  age  till  she  csn  bless  the 
unicm  whidi  will  rescue  Elizabeth  from  a  fate 
dark  as  that  of  her  unhappy  mother.'" 

^  Unhappy  indeed  !^  sighed  the  old  woman. 
But  you  are  going,  Csptain  Grahame,  to  a  land  of 
TJolence  and  blood ;— -of  this  I  wished  to  warn  you 
— a  land  divided  against  itself — brother  contend- 
ing in  mortal  strife  against  brother — and  the  cold 
strsnger  trampling  on  both.  Yet  beware  ye  !  and 
if  ye  love  Elizabeth,  spare  her  kindred  !^ 
^  I  knew,  or  I  suspected  as  much,^  said  Grahame. 

^  And  now,  Monica,  as  you  would  perchance  save 

me  from  sin  and  remorse,  give  me  some  clew  to  the 

maternal  kindred  of  Elizabeth.'" 
'^  Wolfe  Grahame,  this  is  too  much,"^  cncd  the 

old  woman,  rising  in  increased  agitation.     **  Go  hi 
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peace !  and  God  speed  you,  and  shield  yon,  and 
deal  with  you  as  you  shall  deal  by  her  to  whom 
my  lees  of  life  are  dedicated." 

She  waved  her  hand  as  if  she  wished  him  gone; 
and  Wolfe,  returning  her  salutation,  held  on  his 
way ;  and  was  scarcely  aroused  from  the  rererie 
into  which  this  conversation  had  plunged  him, 
when  he  entered  the  collier  villi^e  of  Pitbauchli^ 
two  miles  distant  on  the  open  moor. 

And  here  great  was  his  amusement,  though  his 
wonder  was  not  much,  to  sec  the  Whittret,  with  a 
serio-comic  visage,  mounting  guard  at  &  barn  dnor, 
over  a  tall  tripud  stool  covered  with  a  scanty 
crumpled  whity-brown  towel,  on  which  was  placed 
a  pewter  trencher  with  some  halfpence  strewed 
over  its  surface,  "  few  and  far  between," — while 
loud  through  the  circumambient  air  rolled  and 
rumbled  the  voice  of  Gideon,  in  earnest  exhorta- 
tion, 

**  As  I  kenned  na  how  lang  ye  might  tarry. 
Captain,  I  behooved  to  set  him  to  preach,"  said 
Frisel,  "to  keep  him  in  order  and  patience;  but 
wc  are  weel  through  now  :  wc  have  just  a  word  to 
gi'e  to  the  auid  generation,  and  a  word  to  the 
young  generation,  a  word  to  saintti,  and  a  word  lo 
sinners,— -a  word  o'  consolation,  and  n  word  o'  tcr- 
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ror, — eighteen  heads  m  all,— «iid  well  after  ye  like 
t  shot  The  congrq^adon  may  be  like  six  auld 
vires,  and  three  or  four  baims,— so  that  is  about 
two  heads  and  a  half  to  ilk  ane :  for  myseP,  I^'m, 
•s  ye  may  see,  attending  the  offering.''  And  he 
cast  his  eye  on  the  coOected  halfpence,  of  which 
Gideon,  bountiful  in  pious  discourse,  certainly 
knew  nothing;  nor  was  U  intended  that  he 
diould. 
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HeneifWoivn  delight: 
Pt«icd  with  httmU,  nor  wl  dot 
She  puwd  ber  timr ;  and  in  llili 


i 


Elizabeth  de  Bbdce  had  been  brought  in  her 
second  year  to  the  old  Tower  of  Emescraig,  by 
Monica  her  nurse,  she  knew  not  from  whence. 
Her  uneventful  story  from  that  period  may  be 
best  traced  in  her  own  recollections. 

Elizabeth  remembered  herself  from  her  third 
year,  a  lonely  child  for  whom  no  one  seemed  to 
h»ve  any  peculiar  affection,  save  Monica  Doran  ; 
and  after  a  time  Monica  left  her ;  for  Mr.  Hul- 
chen,  the  agent  of  Lord  de  Bruce,  thought  the  old 
nurse  a  useless  appendage  to  the  Emescraig  esta- 
blishment, which  thenceforward  consisted  only  of 
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an  old  mmn  who  took  care  of  the  pboe,  and  hit 
wife  and  daughter,  who  between  them  managed  a 
cow  or  two,  and  attended  to  the  wants  of  the  lonely 
prL  Elizabeth  had  no  distinct  lecoDection  of  bow 
she  had  first  teamed  the  calamity  of  her  fitther. 
This  knowledge  appeared  like  intuition,  for  no 
one,  so  far  as  she  could  remember,  had  erer  spoken 
to  her  of  the  unhappy  condition  of  the  Lord  de 
Bruce.  He  had  indeed  been  deranged  eren  from 
the  period  of  her  birth,  and  was  understood  to  be 
now  living  abroad. 

From  year  to  year  she  lingered  thus,  removed 
from  the  society  of  children,  and  nearly  ignorant 
of  their  commcm  sports  and  occupations.  Yet  was 
the  life  she  led  not  without  its  own  pleasures.  The 
s|nrit  of  young  life  was  stirring  in  the  solitary  child. 
Every  iHrd,  and  animal,  and  flower,  and  plant, 
was  her  companion,  endowed  by  her  fimcy  with 
life  and  speech ;  and  every  well  remembered  beg- 
gar, her  friend  and  instructor,  for  good  or  ill  as  it 
might  happen.  A  store  of  ideas  and  images  was 
thus  daily  accumulating,  gleaned  frtwi  many  fur- 
tive sooroes,  and  from  persons  the  most  opposite 
in  halnts  and  character.  The  tailor  who  marched 
from  grange  to  grange,  followed  by  his  apprentioe 
bearing  goo$e  and  labrod^  like  the  knight  of  old 
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romance  followed  by  his  squire, — the  lean  lank 
weaver,  and  the  doily  assemblage  at  the  Tower- 
bum  mil],  were  of  the  number  of  her  instructers  ; 
So  were  Goody  Doran,  the  Whittret,  and  Corporal 
Fugal  Scrimmager,  once  her  father's  servant— 
Monkshaugh,  ihoagh  dubious  about  her  descent, 
and  far  from  satisUed  with  the  mysterious  marriage 
of  his  noble  kinsman,  was  nevertheless  scandalized 
at  the  shameful  neglect  of  the  little  girl,  and  un- 
dertook to  fashion  her  manners,  for  which  purpose 
Elizabeth  was  at  sundry  times  invited  to  drink  tea 
at  his  mansion  ;  and  in  Iter  eighth  year  was  grave- 
ly presented  with  a  copy  of  Gregory's  Legacy,  ac- 
companied by  a  suitable  exhortation.  She  also 
received  so  many  cautions  against  loud  speaking, 
bursting  into  mirth  or  song,  and  careless  bounding 
up  or  down  stairs,  that  Monkshaugh  became  a 
tiresome  resort ;  and  Elizabeth  soon  preferred  say- 
ing her  catechism  to  Mr  Haliburton  to  shewing 
her  sampler  to  the  Laird. 

A  mother  who  had  studied  many,  or  indeed  any 
of  the  modem  systems  of  education,  might  not 
have  l>een  satisfied  with  the  training  of  Elizabeth 
in  her  tender  years ;  but  such  it  was.  A  store  of 
materials  wa,s  thus  collected  to  which  her  own  mind 
must  give  form,  from  which  her  own  powers  must 
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extract  either  poison  or  nourishment.  At  five 
years  of  age  Elizabeth  had  travelled  all  undoubting 
tfaroogfa  the  old,  and  now,  we  fear,  almoat  ex- 
ploded legendary  lore  of  the  nursery, — ^wept  over 
the  ^  Babes  of  the  Wood,*"  while  their  sweet  inno. 
cent  images  haunted  her  as  a  real  presence, — and 
already  admired  him  of  the  Bean,  renowned  and 
bdored  more  than  all  the  peers  of  Charlemagne, 
admitting  no  rival  to  him  in  her  affections,  save 
ahrays  the  magnanimous  vanquisher  of  the  Red 
Cow.  How  fuU  of  fancy, — how  pregnant  with  en- 
joyment was  the  old  literature  of  the  nursery  ! 

If  thus  learned  at  five^  by  the  age  of  seven 
Elizabeth  had  a  larger  coDectiun  of  old  Irish  and 
Scottish  ballads,  each  to  its  own  time—and  that 
often  a  very  fine  one — and  of  metrical  and  other 
legends,  than  any  individual  in  the  *^  Hill-side  pa- 
rishes^ excepting  Frisel,  who  a  century  or  two  ear- 
lier might  have  figured  as  a  Troubadour,  or  a  Har- 
per at  the  least.  The  mill,  the  moss,  the  shelter 
of  the  shephenTs  chequered  grey  plaid,  which  the 
little  giri  did  not  disdain  in  summer,  and  the 
^  rockings^  of  the  winter  fireside,  with  a  memory 
singularly  tenacious  for  whatever  she  loved,  all 
contributed  to  swell  her  traditionary  stores.  Yet 
with  all  this  liveliness  of  fancy  and  quickness  of 
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apprehcnEinn,  Elizabeth  liad  made  so  little  pro- 
gresa  in  useful  learning,  that  at  a  "  Diet  of  exa- 
raen,"  held  by  Mr.  lialiburtou  in  the  Tower  Mill 
—the  only  "  diet,"  Frisel  said,  that  he  dealt  in — 
her  profound  ignorance  drew  down  the  severe  re- 
buke of  the  minister. 

The  dark  blue  eyes,  full  of  Kpirit  and  intelligence, 
flashed  through  the  profusion  of  beautiful  ringlets 
to  which  Fugal  had  transferred  all  the  care  be 
formerly  bestowed  on  the  mane  of  her  father's 
charger — flashed  anger  and  defiance ;  and  then 
filled  with  passionate  tears.  Hiding  her  face  on 
her  little  ami  Elizabeth  sobbed  out — 

"  Who  is  there  in  all  the  world  to  tell  roe  my 
lesson  and  my  questions  P  I  have  no  father — no 
mother — and  Goody  Doran  has  left  me." 

The  appeal  was  felt  by  all  present,  and  partic- 
ularly by  Gideon,  who  soothed  and  caressed  the 
little  maid  in  his  own  uncouth  way — a  very  gen- 
tle bear — and  in  titling  language  told  her  on  whose 
care  the  orphan  and  the  friendless  may  ever  re- 
ly. And  Elizabeth  wept  on  his  bosom  those  tears 
which  rob  sorrow  of  its  sting. 

But  John  Trann,  the  warder  of  the  Tower, 
found  himself  hound  in  self-defence  to  rebut  part 
of  her  statement. 
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^  A  bauld  spirit,^  said  John — **  I  ha'e  tried 
to  break  ber  in,  and  targed  her  on  *  The  Single 
Beuk"  diYen  nuny  Lord's  nights ;  but  there  never 
was  a  more  rampant  instance  o^  the  power  of  the 
Enemy,  and  of  indweHin**  corruption  than  in  that 
boonie  bairn,  fair  as  is  her  face.  Gi>  her  *  Gil 
Motice  to  the  Greenwood,**  or  *  The  Young  Tarn 
Lane,**  or  sic  pofime  Uethers,  minister,  and  she 
will  mt  them  aflr  at  a  hearing,  tune  and  words, 
woe  they  as  lang  as  Chevy  Chace ;  but  for  ae  sen- 
teoce  o^  the  instruction  which  causeth  not  to  err, 
it  wadna  stick  till  her  if  ye  wad  fley  her  alivc.^ 

^*  Nae  wonder  the  bairns  are  boobies,  when  John 
Tnum  turns  dominie,'"  said  the  Whittret,  sncer- 
ingly. 

The  doctrine  of  John  was,  however,  well  adapt- 
ed to  the  meridian  of  Gideon^s  belief;  so  after  an 
i^lication  to  the  trustee,  Mr.  Hutchen,  which  did 
not  obtain  even  the  courtesy  of  a  reply,  the  little 
girl  was  submitted  to  the  joint  tutelage  of  Gideon, 
tnd  Monica  Doran,  who,  after  a  long  and  myste- 
rious absence,  returned  about  this  time  in  deep 
mourning  weeds,  and  settled  in  a  hut  by  the  vi|. 
^e  school-house. 

This  formed  a  new  era  in  the  life  of  Elisabeth. 
"Hie  Bible  was  her  first  and  only  school-book ;  and 
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the  preliminary  drudgery  beliig  rapidly  Gurmouiit- 
ed,  and  her  lively  sensibility  and  imagination  once 
fairly  excited — what  a  world  of  wonder,  interest, 
and  delight,  burst  on  her  unfolding  mind !  Before 
three  months  had  elapsed,  her  young  fancy  was 
dweUing  by  the  fountain  in  the  wilderness,  with  the 
eon  of  the  bondswoman ;  or  journeying  forth  in 
hope  with  the  youthful  patriarch  dreaming  by  his 
ladder  of  vision;  or  going  down  into  Egj'pt  with  his 
beloved  son.  Those  wliosc  early  progress  in  letters 
lias  been  smoothed  and  forwarded  by  all  tlie  trick- 
cry  and  appliance  uf  modem  system,  can  hsidly 
comprehend  how  deeply  the  picturesque  incidents 
and  varied  characters  of  this  most  poetical  of  all 
volumes,  lay  hold  on  the  minds  of  those  children 
who  have  known  no  other  literature. 

Judith,  and  Jael,  and  Rachel,  beautiful  and 
beloved,  and  so  exquisitely  womanly  even  in  her 
frailties,  Elizabeth  could  not  yet  fully  understand; 
but  there  were  other,  and  exhaustless  sources  of 
delight.  The  infant  Moses  hid  in  the  ark  of 
flags,  and  the  little  Hebrew  maid  watching  afar  off 
the  fate  of  the  future  lawgiver  and  champicn  of 
the  people  of  God, — the  young  shepherd  of  Beth- 
lem,  "  ruddy  and  of  a  fair  countenance," — the  de- 
voted daughter  of  Jephthah, — andJosiahthepiouB 
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in&at  King  of  Israel, — and  Ruth  the  gentle 
dsogliter  of  Naomi : — these  were  now  the  familiar 
olgecta  of  the  neglected  child's  study,  as  she  con- 
ned not  a  task  but  enjoyed  a  treasure  beneath  the 
boortree  bushes,  dreaming  of  them  all  night  as 
wdl  as  all  day,  and  investing  her  Tillage  acquamt- 
with  their  several  attributes  and  charac- 


**  Tfci  the  inniiifatioM  of  htr 

The  life  of  Elisabeth  contained  very  few  adven- 
tures; but  every  young  life,  however  obscure, 
has  its  own  wonders,  its  own  interests,  its  own 
diarm«  She  had,  moreover,  one  real  adventure  to 
which  her  memory  clung  with  singular  pertinacity, 
though  it  had  happened  in  her  sixth  year. 

Elizabeth  ^  lived  i' the  sun,*"  and  hardy  and  bold 
as  a  gipsy^s  brat,  often  made  very  distant  excur- 
aons  into  the  hills  and  glades,  from  that  season 
when  the  birds  first  bmld  their  nests  even  till  the 
last  nuts  had  dropped  in  the  hasel  copse,  and  the 
does  mellowed  in  the  autumn  frosts.  Her  frequent 
lengthened  absences  gave  little  uneasiness  to  her 
plodding  guardians  of  the  Tower,  till  once  on  a 
July  night  evening  closed  in,  the  summer  moon  rose 
with  all  the  pale  sUrs,  and  still  the  liule  girl  came 
not  homeward.    John  Trann  being  very  sleepy,  ob- 
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served  to  liia  alanned  womankind  that  "  Leddy 
'Lizbeth  wad  east  up  sooner  than  a  bow  o'  meal  * 
and  went  to  bed.  Bui  the  women  less  philosophic 
alsimed  the  hamlet.  The  people  rose  in  the  zeaLi 
of  humanit}' ;  and  pool  and  stream,  dell  and  dingle, 
were  searched ;  and  at  last  the  truant  girl  wag  • 
found  by  Frisel  sunk  in  soft  moss,  soundly  sleep- 
ing under  a  sheltering  bush. 

Elizabeth's  account  of  this  adventure  to  Atonies 
Doran,  was  not  a  little  singular.  At  noon  of  tha ' 
preceding  day  she  had  met  a  beggar  or  gipsy  wo- 
man in  a  ted  cloak,  who  with  stories  and  apples  i 
had  allured  her  on  to  a  wild  scene  in  the  hills,  i 
called  "  the  Linns  o'  Cleueh ;"  and  there  intro- ' 
duced  her  to  a  lady,  resplendent,  according  to  Eli* 
zabeth's  history,  aa  the  Queen  of  Elfland,  if.  not 
that  very  Queen  herself.  ^Vith  this  lady  she  had 
staid  all  day  in  a  cave.  She  had  given  her  fruit  i 
and  cake,  and  wept  over  her,  and  fondled  her,  and 
taken  her  promise  never  to  forget  one  who  so  deai-^ 
ly  loved  her,  and  came  thus  to  see  her — never  tO' 
forget  her  when  she  should  be  far  away.  All  this 
Elizabeth  affectionately  promised,  and  wept  in  her: 
turn — wept  herself  to  sleep.  Slie  remembered  no- 
more  till  the  Whittrct  awoke  her ;  and  the  splen^ 
did  apparition  was  fled. 
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the  bairn  upon  a  time  met  tlie  Queen  of  Elflaud 
about  the  Lums  o'  Cleuch,  and  would  not  be  hold- 
en  back ;  but  ance  wode,  and  ay  waur — wad  be  aff 
to  fairy  land — for  eic  was  her  weird — and  lap  and 
flang  Illfc  a  rampant  lion  ;  so  that  ten  men  eould 
na  hold  her." 

"  I  was  one  of  the  ten  myself,"  said  Fugal, 
gravely.  *'  I  had  just  then  left  his  Majesty's 
light  Iio'se ;  and  can  test  it  all  for  gospel  truth." 

"  There  was  a  meeting  o'  the  Sourhole's  session 
held,''  continued  John  Trann,  "  and  a  day  o'  fast 
and  humiliation  appointed,  that  He  might  be  pleas- 
ed to  lift  tlie  right  hand  o'  his  wrath  from  the 
house  of  de  Bruce,  and  the  bairn  over  whom  the 
Enemy  had  gotten  power.  And  Mr.  Gideon  wres- 
tled lang  and  sair — no  to  name  a  humbler  Chris- 
tian— inquiring  into  this  controversy  wi'  the  house 
o'  de  Bruce ;  and  got  for  answer,  as  I  have 
heard,  that  it  was  that  sinfu'  rise  on  the  penny- 
mail  o'  the  Holm  crafters,  where  I  am  taber- 
nackling  even  now  ;  and  that  laying  o'  cess  on 
the  saumon  waters,  whilk,  with  the  abundance 
thereof,  had  flowed  free  to  a'  mankind  since  tlie 
days  o'  the  flood." 

This,  and  such  like,  was  all  the  information 
oiUecM  hy  Grahaiiic.  scarcely  worth  ^'^  '*''"'I'^ 
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Kent  for  Elizabeth.  In  haste  was  the  blooming 
face  washed — in  haste  were  the  red  Morocco 
sharp-toed  slippers  and  the  long  green  Persian 
sash  put  on,  both  the  gift  of  Montshaugh.  The 
white  mode  tippet  was  pinned  above  the  whiter 
cambric  frock ;  and  with  bashful  glee,  led  by  Mo- 
nica Doran,  whose  agony  of  alarm  she  entirely 
overlooked,  Elizabeth  obeyed  the  summons. 

Mrs.  John  Hutchen  saluted  the  daughter  of 
Lord  de  Bruce  rather  kindly,  but  took  no  notice 
whatever  of  the  venerable  person  who  attended 
her.  She  made  the  bash&l  girl  take  utittte  wine ; 
and  introduced  her  to  Miss  Juliana  de  Bruce  Hut- 
chen, a  young  lady  about  her  own  age,  who  gave 
her  a  sidelong,  pouting,  and  scornful  examination 
from  head  to  heel — or  rather  from  sUpper  to  bon- 
net— which  Elizabeth's  bright  and  saucy  eyes  re- 
paid with  no  lack  of  interest. 

Elizabeth  was  then  interrogated  on  her  accom- 
plishments, and  found  as  wofully  wanting  as  she 
had  been  at  the  memorable  "  Diet  of  cxamen" 
three  years  before.  She  hung  her  head  abashed 
and  awkward — all  the  brightness  and  flush  of  hope 
with  which  she  had  entered  the  room  eclipsed. 
But  it  was  expressly  on  gracious  intent  that  Mrs. 
Hutchen  hud  come ;  so  with  her  own  thumbs  she 
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pushed  in  the  finely  curved  shoulders  of 
beth,  directed  her  how  to  point  her  toes, — as  a  cli- 
BuuL  of  goodness  summoned  her  own  mmid  to  see 
^  how  the  dowdy  creature  could  be  fitted  with  de- 
cent fltays,*"  and  made  her  stand  up  to  measure 
heights  with  Juliana. — ^All  the  blood  of  the  de 
Bruces  rushed  to  the  temples  of  Elisabeth ;  all 
their  pride  raised  the  head  and  dilated  the  beau- 
tiful light  figure,  which  soared  rather  than  stood 
above  that  of  Miss  Juliana,  in  the  natural  grace 
inseparable  from  its  perfect  formation. 

*^  Umph ! — Mind  your  carriage,  Miss  Juliana  ; 
sod  you.  Miss  de  Bruce,  must  be  a  good  girl,  and 
I  shall  send  you  a  nice  new  stays,  and  a  nice  new 
governess  to  make  you  handsome  and  learn  you 
every  thing.'"  And  thus  the  female  part  of  the 
agency  of  the  insane  nobleman  having  discharged 
its  duty  by  the  ladies  connected  with  **'  the  pro- 
perty,*^ Mrs.  Hutchen  ascended  her  triumphal 
car,  and  drove  off  in  state,  the  landlord's  head  vi- 
brating like  a  pendulum  while  the  vehicle  continu- 
ed in  sight 

Monica  Doran  all  this  while  spoke  not;  but 
when  she  reached  home  she  shed  some  tears, 
which  the  little  girl  affectionately  kissed  off',  volun- 


tarily  promising  never  to  love  any  governess  half 
80  well  as  her  "  own  Goody  Doran." 

Mrs,  Jolin  Hulchen,  heaven-directed,  was  more 
lucky  than  wise  in  selecting  a  governess  for  the 
daughter  of  Lord  de  Bruce.  In  due  time  apart- 
ments were  fitted  up  in  the  Tower,  with  comfort 
and  even  elegance,  and  furnished  with  every  cus- 
tomary requisite  for  the  mental  or  personal  accom- 
plishment of  the  pupil. 

Three  years  again  passed  away,  a  period  of 
application  and  discomfort,  in  which  Elizabeth, 
strictly  debarred  from  all  intercourse  with  her 
nurse  or  the  family  of  Monkshaugh,  could  do  no- 
thing better  than  proHt  by  the  instructions  of  her 
governess.  This  lady,  of  a  character  originally 
cold  and  formal,  was  by  this  time  haekneyed  in 
office ;  and  rendered  callous,  selfish,  and  calcu- 
lating by  the  selfishness  of  her  various  employers. 
Her  understanding  of  her  duties  was  a  fixed  thing ; 
so  many  hours  a  day  to  Italian,  music,  and  French, ' 
for  so  many  guineas  per  annum,  with  a  rigid  and 
unyielding  enforcement  of  that  petty  code  of  petty 
regulation  for  person,  dress,  demeanour,  &c.  in- 
stituted in  the  fashionable  boarding-school  where 
she  had  first  been  a  half-boarder,  and  subsequently 
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a  teacher.  A  dril  greetii^  daily  to  all  membm 
€f  the  fiunily  in  wludi  ahe  mij^t  cbaooe  to  be  for 
tlie  time^  and  a  more  ceremoniooa  leare-uking  at 
ikt  termination  of  her  engagement,  with  a  fiurly- 
penned  letter  of  acknowledgment  afterwards  trans- 
mitted fiyr  all  ciyilities  reoeired :— nmd  thus  she 
made  her  heartless  nnmds,  biennial  or  triennial, 
with  the  character  of  ^  a  safe  discreet  person  in  a 
fiunilj,  and  one  whose  accent  was  fiuiltless.^ 

Elisabeth  tried  to  love  her  governess,  but  the 
sentiment  found  nothing  to  feed  upon;  and  m 
her  warm  and  enthusiastic  nature  how  little 
would  hjire  kept  kindness  alive !  The  governess 
interfered  with  her  visits  to  her  former  friends ; 
snd  then  Elisabeth  tried  to  hate  her.  But  even 
this  sentiment  found  no  aliment  in  the  cold,  quiet, 
equaUe  manners,  thin  lips,  and  Uth-like  figure  of 
her  instructress.  For  the  last  two  years  they 
went  on  better  together.  Elizabeth  ceased  to  tor- 
ment and  mortify  by  wanton  and  mischievous 
pranks;  and  came  to  view  her  governess  as  a 
madiine  which  gave  her  lessons  very  correctly, 
as  she  presumed,  and  diligently  taught  her  the 
names  of  tools,  the  uses  of  which  it  was  left  to  her 
own  ener^es  afterwards  to  direct  and  apply. 

But  again  came  another  change.     The  gover- 
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ness  was  Gummoned  away  on  one  day's  notice ;  the 
plate,  liie  hangings,  the  musical  instruraents  fol- 
lowed ;  and  tlic  lonely  girl  was  once  more  consign- 
ed to  her  original  solitude  and  destitution.  She 
was,  however,  also  restored  to  her  original  inde- 
pendence, with  cultivated  and  enlarged  capacities 
of  thought  and  occupation. 

The  succeeding  period  was  a  liappy  interval  in 
the  life  of  Elizabeth ;  and  yet  nothing  occurred 
which  a  stranger  could  have  noted  as  memorable. 
She  had  her  needlework,  her  lonely  rambles  among 
the  hills,  and  her  social  visits  to  the  hamlet,  tlie 
marvels  of  old  Fugal,  who  was  the  Munchaussen 
of  the  district,  and  the  old  songs  and  legends  of 
Monica,  in  themselves  a  mine  of  enjoyment.  She 
had  lost  her  best  musical  instrument :  but  she  re- 
tained all  her  musical  capacities.  Music  is  said  to 
be  a  social  art — and  in  one  sense  it  is  so ;  but  there 
is  music  which  is  neither  very  social,  nor  at  all  un- 
der the  dominion  of  art — a  gift  of  nature,  a  passion, 
a  feeling,  solitary,  heartfelt,  the  charmed  soul 
hanging  on  the  murmurs  of  the  lip  as  the  rose  is 
fabled  to  listen  to  the  song  of  the  nightingale. 
Elizabeth's  musical  tastes,  which  made  so  much  of 
the  enjoyment  of  her  solitary  life,  were  of  Rous- 
bcaus  third  order.      Her  soul  was  instinct  with 
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mAody — the  murmiiTs  of  ber  infancy  were  mti- 
ualj  and  the  wild  warbling  of  her  dreams  more 
touching  than  her  most  finished  song.     To  her 
ear  all  nature  was  one  mij^ty  instrument,  of  a 
scale  infinitely  graduated  but  all  attuned  to  har- 
mony.    To  listen  was  to  enjoy — firom  the  hoarse 
breaking  of  the  waves  on  the  shore  to  the  tinkle  of 
the  summer  rill — firom  the  burst  and  swell  and 
long-rolling  peal  of  the  thunder  cloud,  to  the  faint 
winter  churm  of  the  red-breast.     Thus,  though 
the  inexplicable  order,  or  caprice  of  the  family 
agent  had  somewhat  abridged  one  source  of  enjoy- 
ment, it  could  not  attaint  her  hereditary  and  inde- 
fieasible  right  to  nature^s  gifi.     Her  instruments 
were  away ;  but  she  could  stiU,  in  the  deep  twilight 
of  her  chamber,  listen,  soothed  or  rapt,  to  those 
riewless  harps  of  a  thousand  strings  sounding  in 
the  leafless  woods  below.     But  those  purely  na- 
tural strains,  the  articulate  breathings  of  passion 
and  sensibility,  speaking  a  universal  language,  be 
it  in  the  glowing  song  of  the  Hindoo  girl,  or  the 
wild  lament  of  the  highland  maid, — and  above  all, 
the  music  ^^  married  to  immortal  verse,""  claimed 
a  loftier  place  in  her  musical  associations,  and  min- 
istered delight  to  a  higher  class  of  feelings.   Thus 
if  Elisabeth  sometimes  pined  in  thought  she  had 
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also  very  much  to  enjoy ;  and  even  in  these  her 
most  forlorn  years,  the  scale  of  happiness  fairly 
preponderated. 

The  departure  of  the  govemcBs  restored  her  to 
the  society  of  Monica,  and  of  Monksliaugh,  who 
now  benevolently  fancied,  that  her  lengthened  visits 
to  himself  must  be  of  inlinite  use  in  polishing  her 
manners  and  cheering  her  spirits.  Even  Effie 
Fechnie,  won  by  the  smile  of  arch  and  resistleu 
sweetness  which  played  round  the  lip  of  Elizabeth, 
came  at  last  to  for^ve  her  old  pranks,  and  to  toler- 
ate her  occasional  visits  in  a  place  where  she  admit- 
ted  no  female  rival ;  and  saw,  without  jealousy, 
though  not  without  reproof,  the  many  idle  houri 
now  loitered  away  in  the  book-closet  adjoining  the 
family  parlour,  in  the  old  tangled  arbours  of  the 
garden,  or  in  the  dean  wood,  with  the  secreted 
volume. 

A  new  and  absorbing  passion  was  now  awaken- 
ed in  Elizabeth,  by  the  treasures  of  this  sanctuaiy 
of  Monkshaugh's  literature.  That  gentleman'* 
own  weekday  reading  was  chiefly  confined  to  the 
"  Book  of  Common  Prayer,"  the  Almanack,  and 
a  System  of  Cookery,  illustrated  with  plates  and 
enriched  by  a  treatise  on  carving.  But  the  taste 
for  polite  letters  had  begun  to  revive  in  the  fiwh-  ' 
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ionaUe  cbdes  of  the  Sootdth  metropolis,  just  about 
die  period  that  he  had  flourished  as  a  beau,  so  that 
he  still  letained  a  gentlemanly  acquaintance  with 
die  names  of  Shakspeare  and  Mr.  Pope,  and  an 
iiitimati^  acquaintance  with  the  popular  tea-table 
nisodlaiiies  of  the  day,  and  with  the  elegant  papers 
of  the  Mirror  and  Lounger.     He  knew  also  that 
youi^  ladies,  as  a  part  of  their  education,  ought 
to  read  the  Spectator  abridged,  and  Clarissa  Har- 
low^ together  with  Fordyce^s  Sermons.     He  eren 
sometimes  Taunted  to  Elisabeth  of  haraig  once 
seen  the  ^  Ayrshire  ploughman^  in  Bailie  Creeches 
diop,  in  his  celebrated  top-boots,  buck-skin  breech- 
es, and  buff  waistcoat     The  Laird,  therefore,  with 
mch  pretensions  to  literature  in  hb  own  person, 
nther  respected  a  moderate  love  of  books  as  indi- 
cating ^^  a  gentle^  nature ;  and,  due  charges  being 
giren  of  the  bindings,  allowed  Elisabeth  the  un- 
limited range  of  his  stores. 

Little  did  the  old  beau  dream  that  the  long 
summer^s  day,  and  the  longer  winter^s  night,  were 
to  be  spent  by  the  young  enthusiast  in  the  sweet 
Araldom  of  pleasureable,  if  not  profitable  study, 
till  her  only  life  lay  among  the  phantoms  and 
creations  of  bookland — ^witching  land ! — that  *^  with 
tendrik  strong  as  flesh  and  blood*"  the  heart  and 
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fancy  of  the  solitary  girl  were  twining  themselves 
around  those  shadowy  substances.  But  liad  he 
been  aware  of  this,  Monkshaugh  had  an  easy  and 
infallible  way  of  accounting  for  every  extravagance 
in  Elizabeth — the  family  malady — incipient  mad- 
ness— or,  at  least,  "  a  touch*"  of  the  de  Bruce 
family  inheritance. 

This  new  and  powerful  taste  gradually  withdrew 
Elizabeth  from  the  few  rural  intimacies  of  her 
schooldays,  and  might  soon  have  been  carried  to 
pernicious  excess,  had  it  not  been  counteracted  by 
that  "  course  of  true  love"  which  the  generous 
and  impetuous  temper  of  Wolfe  Grahame,  and 
the  idolizing  affection  of  his  mistress,  compelled 
to  run  smoothly,  in  defiance  of  every  obstruction 
offered  by  cliilling  experience  and  grey-beard  wis- 
dom. 

Till  the  return  of  Wolfe  Grahame  in  the  pre- 
vious year,  Elizabeth  had  met  with  no  one  lieing 
that  could  understand  or  sympathize  with  her  pe- 
culiar feelings  and  new-bom  tastes ;  and  they  were 
therefore  scrupulously  confined  to  her  own  bosom. 
No  creature  could  have  looked  more  blithe  of 
heart  or  fancy  free,  even  when  the  fever  of  romance 
was  running  the  highest. 

The  young  people  met,  and  with  mutual  ple»- 
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rare  renewed  their  early  acquaintance ;  but 
talk  was  of  any  thing  rather  than  books.  There 
is  bowerer  a  firee-masonry  among  the  genuine,  and 
therefore  secret  lorers  of  literature,  by  which, 
without  a  w(»d  exchanged,  without  one  critical 
epinioB  ddivered,  they  recognise  each  other.  By 
those  occult  signs,  Elisabeth  soon  discovered  that 
Wolfe  Grahame  had  drunk  of  the  same  enchant- 
ed finmtain— -that  they  had  loved  the  same  Ju- 
liet, wept  the  same  ^  Gentle  Ladye  wedded  to  the 
Moor.^  Grahame  had  now  indeed  entered  on 
the  rougher  track  of  a  man'^s  life,  and,  as  he  fan- 
cied, foreyer  abandoned  the  ^^  primrose  path  ;^ 
yet  in  the  idleness  of  that  long  and  beautiful  sum- 
mer, it  was  with  fresh  delight  that  he  returned  to 
dream  and  dally  in  it  with  Elisabeth.  But  this 
cafan  and  trustful  life  of  careless  delights  could 
not  long  last.  There  rose  ^^  a  dream  within  the 
dream,^  and  it  speedily  took  substance  and  vital- 
ity;  so  by  the  end  of  the  season,  what  with  the 
little  aids  of  long  rambles  among  the  hills,  origi- 
nally prescribed  for  health  and  exercise  by  Monks- 
haogh,  and  continued  for  no  reason  distinctly 
lendered,  glowing  sun-sets  fading  into  still  sweeter 
gloamings,  melancholy  songs  and  mirthful  conver- 
sations, frequent  meetings,  and,  more  dangerous 
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far,  secret  anticipations  of  meeting  no  more,  the 
half  conscious  lovers  had  gradually  and  impercep- 
tibly reached  that  dizzy  verge  on  which  the  little 
finger  of  Cupid  becomes  as  mighty  as  the  right 
arm  of  a  giant — ^from  which  retreat  may  still  be 
possible,  but  where  it  is  as  certain  that  the  enforce- 
ment of  a  feather — a  breath — a  word — an  inarti- 
culate murmur,  may  suddenly  precipitate  the 
hovering  victim  headlong  and  beyond  recovery. 

It  was  at  this  time  that  Wolfe,  ou  a  casual  vi- 
sit to  Ernescraig,  surprised  his  solitary  companion 
in  an  agony  of  tears,  reading,  or  attempting  to  read 
a  letter,  which  she  threw  aside  on  his  appearance, 
while  she  hastily  strove  to  stifle  every  outward 
symptom  of  grief  The  effect  of  a  woman's  tears 
on  a  man,  not  previously  hardened  hy  a  long  course 
of  hysterics,  is  well  understood — their  effect  on  a 
devoted  heart  cannot  be  so  well  comprehended ;  for 
that  must  depend  on  what  sort  of  heart  the  devoted 
one  is.  If  warm,  young,  ingenuous,  generous,  as 
was  Wolfe's,  the  heart  would  probably,  in  such 
circumstances,  make  short  work  with  reflection. 
With  him  there  was  no  place  for  graceful  reserve 
— ^no  pause  for  studied  delicacy  of  address.  The 
griefs  of  EHzabeth  were  his ;  and,  before  one  in- 
telligiblc  word  was  uttered  on  either  side,  he  had 
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felded  her  unrenstii^  form  to  his  bosom  as  its 
chosen  place  of  refuge,  and  with  his  lip  gathered 
op  the  tears  which  now  fell  in  Imghter,  warmer 
ihowefs,  gnshii^  orer  her  cheeks  as  her  heart 
hesred  beneath  his  dasp. 

"^  How  is  this  Elisabeth?     TeU  me    me 
your  cooaiD — jour  friend — ^who  would  gire  life  to 
Budke  70a  happy — whose  life  can  know  no  hap- 
piness but  in  your  lore  !^ 

The  blood  which  for  an  instant  whc^y  deserted 
the  cheeks  of  the  bewildered  girl,  returned  in  the 
wildest  tide.  Her  heart  throbbed  as  if  it  would 
hare  burst  its  prison,  and  she  trembled  ex- 
ceedingly. For  another  instant  her  head  rested 
where  it  had  involuntarily  fallen ;  and  then  mo- 
destly withdrawing  herself  from  this  strict  embrace, 
she  whispered — ^^  Oh  !  Wolfe,  I  am  certainly 
▼ery  foolish,  perhaps  very  proud — but  very,  very 
miserable ;  yet  I  thought  not  to  have  betrayed 
myself  to  you.  But  now  I  must,  and  I  will  tell 
yoaalL" 

She  put  into  his  hands  a  letter  written  by  order 
of  Mr.  Hutchen,  stating,  in  no  very  delicate  terms, 
that  the  trustee  had  received  an  advantageous  of- 
fer from  a  friend,  who  wished  to  possess  Ernes- 
craig  as  a  shooting  residence,  and  hoped  that 
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among  the  numerous  family  friends,  Miss  de 
Bruce  would  have  no  difficulty  in  fixing  herself 
properly, 

"  Do  not  think  me  so  pitiful,  so  abject,  so  base 
in  spirit,  as  to  have  shed  even  one  tear  for  all  that 
this  man  could  cither  threaten  or  do.  But  this — 
this" — she  pointed  to  yet  another  letter,  in  which 
Grahamc  recognised  the  strong,  rigid,  angular, 
old-court  characters  of  the  Lady  Tamtallan,  the 
aunt  of  Lord  de  Bruce,  the  Minerva  of  Monks- 
haugh's  imagination. 

"This— this" — Elizabeth  could  not  reveal  to  any 
human  ear  the  stirrings  of  a  young  and  proud  spi- 
rit, wounded,  insulted,  crushed  in  its  tenderest 
feelings — the  memory  of  her  mother — the  wretch- 
edness of  her  father  ! — but  she  suifercd  herself  to 
be  yet  again  clasped  to  the  one  generous  heart 
which  beat  for  her — only  for  her — yearned  over 
her — worshipped  her — and  there  she  wept  it  alL 
In  this  manner  had  the  signal  been  given,  the  v^ 
dropped  that  for  months  had  concealed  feeliiiga 
which  Grahame  would  not,  and  Elizabeth  durst 
not  ascertain.     And  now— 

*'  Etcniitf  wu  in  their  lipi  uid  lyts. 
Wm'at  adr  bnmi'  bend." 

"  O,  never  mind  my  poor  uncle's  objections," 
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sud  Gnhame.  ^^  Let  us  be  content  to  lore  him  m 
wdl  as  ire  can  because  he  is  our  unde ;  for  I  fear, 
Eliiabeth,  neither  your  taste  nor  my  reason  will 
erer  be  able  to  find  a  better  because.  It  will  de- 
light him  to  hear  of  our  marriage  after  it  is  all 
over ;  but  to  put  him  to  the  trouble  of  thinking 
sbout  it — what  with  jewels  and  ginger-cake,  settle- 
ments  and  bride  fiiTours,  it  would  unquestionably 
torn  his  head.^ 

Wolfe  Grahame  had  known  from  his  boyhood 
the  nervous  horror  entertained  by  his  uncle  of  the 
fiual  malady  incident  to  the  family  of  de  Bruce, 
▼ain  as  he  was  of  the  relationship.  He  also  knew 
the  firmness  of  Monkshaugh'^s  belief  in  the  curse 
that  dung  to  that  devoted  house.  There  was 
likewise  some  mystery — some  doud  about  the 
birth  of  Elizabeth  which  no  one  could  comprehend. 
Mr.  Hutchen,  her  guardian,  had,  it  was  under- 
stood, been  strictly  prohibited  from  ever  permitting 
her  to  leave  the  Tower  of  Emescraig ;  but  this 
indeed  Monkshaugh  imputed  to  his  own  iU-natured 
cupidity.  Monkshaugh  had  yet  another  objection. 
The  Lady  Tamtallan,  who  had  wished  to  ally  her 
nephew,  Lord  de  Bruce,  to  a  daughter  of  her  own, 
never  could  endure  to  hear  the  name  of  Elizabeth, 
whom  she  loathed  unseen,  both  as  a  girl,  and  as 
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the  daughter  of  an  Irish  "foreigner"  who  bad 
usurped  the  place  of  her  own  child. — "  And  she 
was,*"  Monkshaugh  said,  as  the  Whittret  well  knew, 
"  a  woman  of  a  strong  mind,  with  ten  thousand 
poundH  at  her  own  disposal,  forbye  linen,  plate,  and 
the  rose-diamond  buckle — no  nearer  male  connex- 
ion than  Wolfe  Grahame,  except  grand-daughters, 
— abhorred  all  lassies,  and  had  shown  a  special  fa- 
vour for  Wolfe  till  when  a  callant  he  had  stood  in 
his  own  light  by  trampling  on  the  tail  of  Black 
Agne»,  and  devouring,  stoup  and  roup,  a  brace  of 
I'oor  Knights  of  Windsor,  expressly  cooked  for 
her  ladyship's  Saturday  night's  supper. — She  pre- 
tended to  laugh  at  that  loss,"  added  Monkshaugh ; 
*'  but  it  is  weel  kenned  she  likes  her  supper.  She 
clouted  him  for  Black  Agne^''^  mishap ;  and  the 
graceless  imp  cuffed  her  again.  She  pretended  to 
laugh  at  that  too — for  she  is  a  woman  of  an  un- 
common strong  mind." 

"  I  have  heard  she's  a  dour  busteous  carlin," 
sfud   Frieel,   *'  threw   her   ebony   stick   at  Lord 

sitting  in  his  verj-  place  o"  judgment,  when 

he  ga"e  the  plea  against  her." 

"  Is  it  Lady  Tamtallan  ye  name  a  busteous 
carlin,  sirrah  .*" 

"  Carlin,  or  Gyre-carlin,  if  she  want  to  keep 
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Wolfe  Gnhame  firae  manyjDg  ^Lisbeth  de  Bruce, 
she  need  to  cast  her  green  een  about  her,^  mut> 
tered  the  Whittret. 

■ 

Wolfe,  it  must  be  owned,  had  the  utmoet  con- 
tempt fer  those  Tuaons  of  tucceanon  to  the  rote-dia- 
mond bodde,  which  were  so  much  to  Monkahauf^ 
He  had  already  with  fecile  kindness  whidi  hia 
judgment  condemned,  guaranteed  obligations  incur- 
red by  the  weakness,  the  obstinacy,  and  the  vanity 
of  his  imde,  whidi  he  was  aware  must  keep  him  a 
poor  man  for  many  a  year,  even  were  the  succession 
open  to  him  to-morrow  ;  and  he  conceived  that  he 
possessed  the  full  right  of  following  his  own  judg- 
ment, and  consulting  his  own  feelings  in  the  dear- 
est interest  of  his  life.  The  very  circumstances 
that  mi^t  have  damped  the  ardour  of  a  more  pru- 
dent lover,  increased  the  tenderness  of  Grahame. 
Elisabeth — to  him  the  most  winning  and  delightful 
of  human  beings — stood  alone— his  own— only — 
all  his  own — detached  by  singular  fortune  from  all 
human  relationship,  and  liable,  he  shuddered  to 
bdieve,  to  the  most  fearful  of  human  maladies, 
from  which  Ins  care.  Ins  tenderness.  Us  love,  were 
henceforth  to  be  her  shield. 

There  was  on    every  hand  an  understanding 
that  Elizabeth's  birth  was  coeval  with  the  period 
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of  her  father's  derangement,  aad  with  the  burning 
of  Cambuskeiincth  Lodge.  Of  her  mother  httlc 
was  known  to  their  few  distant  relations ;  and  liad 
it  not  been  for  the  scroll  conveyed  to  Iiim  about 
this  time,  notwithstanding  the  many  tokens  of  a 
mother's  earc  which  Elizabeth  foiind,  or  fancied  in 
the  history  of  the  first  fifteen  years  of  her  life — 
valuable  and  elegant  gifls  transmitted,  no  one  knew 
how,  to  old  Monica  Doran — Grahame  must  still 
have  believed  that  the  victim  of  that  memorable 
night  was  the  mother  of  his  mistress.  Again  and 
again  did  he  examine  Mr.  Haliburton.  That  faith- 
ful depositary  of  the  secret  of  the  dying  midwife 
resisted  oil  attempts  to  betray  the  trust — if  such  it 
was — with  the  fidelity  of  a  father  confessor ;  but 
he  agreed  to  search  for  the  daughter  of  the  woman, 
and  if  her  consent  were  gained  bis  scruples  would 
give  way. 

Many  other  circumstances  made  a  temporary 
concealment  of  the  union,  wltieb  Grahame  elo- 
quently urged,  expedient  at  this  time.  ^Vithout 
any  overweening  conceit,  eitlier  of  his  own  person, 
or  his  various  attributes  as  soldier,  gentleman,  and 
presumptive  hcu-,  Wolfe  could  not  fail  to  perceive, 
in  the  course  of  the  business  arrangements  which 
his  uncle's  afliiirs  compelled    him  to  liavc  with 
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Hutdien,  that  in  that  gentlemen  be  might  hope 
to  find  a  willing  and  generoua  father4n-hiw,  who, 
if  depriTed  of  the  chance  of  becoming  toch,  might 
be  equally  ready  to  yisit  opon  the  uncle  the  indif- 
ference shown  by  the  nephew  for  so  desirable  an  al- 
liance. He  wished  also  to  clear  up,  if  posnUe, 
the  mystery  of  Elizabeth's  birth,  before  he  present- 
ed her  to  the  world  as  his.  But  paramount  to  all 
was  the  pasoonate  wish  to  make  her  his— to  gire 
to  his  own  existence  an  invaluable  blessing,  an  un* 
fiuling  charm,  while  to  her  he  gave  home,  an  as- 
certained place  in  life,  and,  dearer  still,  boundless 
unimaginable  felicity— did  she  not  look  as  if  thus 
it  were  P — in  the  possession  of  his  affection. 

The  absence  of  Monica  Doran,  at  this  time  on 
one  of  her  mysterious  periodical  journeys,  was  much 
r^retted  by  Elizabeth.  Still  she  was  happy. 
She  had  found,  and  for  the  first  time  of  her  life— 

**  One  botom  to  recline  upon. 
One  heart  to  be  her  only  one  ; 
And  *twM  enough  for  loye ." 

Eliaabeth'*s  marriage  was  celebrated  in  Emes- 
craig,  her  humble  friends  there,  whose  secrecy  was 
easily  purchased,  being  the  only  witnesses  to  the  ce- 
remony. And  for  a  few  short  months  this  ^^  paradise 
of  hearts^  was  undisturbed ;  till  the  Irish  rebeUion 
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brought  a  hasty  summons  tu  many  a  soldier— and 
among  others  to  Wolfe  Grahame.  It  was  now 
that  Elizabeth  was  first  awakened  to  the  real  ills 
of  her  condition ;  for  if  she  had  ever  before  enter- 
tained any  passing  doubts  as  to  the  propriety  of 
her  marriage,  they  were  all  hushed  in  its  felicity. 

But  now  she  was  alone,  with  new  cares,  new 
anxieties.  Yet  the  source  of  these  was  also  the 
fountain  of  all  her  past  happiness,  of  all  her  future 
hopes.  She  had  something  to  love  with  affection 
BO  supreme  compared  with  all  she  hod  ever  felt 
before,  that  the  sentiment  alone  seemed  enough  for 
happiness. 

From  the  period  of  her  marriage  Elizabeth  had 
not  once  visited  IVfonkshaugh.  In  every  place, 
save  the  Tower  of  Ernescraig  and  the  solitudes 
around  it,  she  felt  embarrassment  and  disquiet ; 
and  in  every  soeietj-,  save  his  who  made  her  world, 
something  was  sure  to  occur,  which  her  conscious 
heart  and  quick  feelings  applied  as  reproach  or 
suspicion. 

But  Grahame  had  entreated  her  to  accept  of  the 
ofWn  repeated  invitation  of  his  uncle,  at  least  as 
soon  as  he  should  himself  be  gone ;  and  those 
only  who  have  loved  like  Elizabeth,  can  understand 
the  many  sources  of  interest  and  cklight  which  a 
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leudenoe  under  this  roof  promised  to  hor  »|  this 
time.  In  her  lonely  home,  to  her  own  hemrt  only 
could  she  whisper  the  name  which  was  here  s  house- 
hcid  word.  Here  Wdfe  was  the  engrossing  object 
of  the  whole  family.  Every  chance  visiter  talked 
of  him.  Those  who  had  met  with  him  or  heard  of 
him,  called  to  give  the  acceptable  intelligence. 
Yet  there  was  pain  as  well  as  pleasure  in  this ;  fiir 
who  oouU  understand — who  talk  of  him  to  satisfy 
Elisabeth! 

When  a  few  days  passed  the  first  embarrassments 
of  her  visit  were  over,  and  again  she  mingled  in  the 
current  of  domestic  life  in  Monkshaugh,  and,  ad- 
vancing every  hour  in  favour  with  its  mister,  the 
fresh  uid  buoyant  spirit  of  Elisabeth  rose  to  its 
natural  level.     Wolfe  might  obtain  advancement, 
ofr  something  might  occur  to  restore  her  to  his  so- 
ricty, — and  what  more  was  wanted  to  make  her 
happiness  com^dete !     These  hopes  of  air  a  breath 
would  puff  away.     If  Eliiabeth  had  been  rash  in 
her  marriage  she  was  soon  doomed  to  expiate  that 
oflFence  almost  every  hour  of  the  day,^for  Monks- 
haugh, in  the  natural  vanity  of  his  heart,  omitted 
no  opportunity  of  boasting  of  the  splendid  and 
wealthy  alliances  which  "her   cousin,"  with  his 
many  advantages  of  ulent,   person,  and  family. 
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might  form,  whenever  he  liked  to  give  himself  the 
trouble  of  choice. 

On  the  second  evening  of  her  visit,  the  Whittret 
returned  with  the  horse  which  his  young  maata 

had  rode  as  far  as on  Ms  way  to  Ireland ; 

and  as  this  pardon  of  serving-men  was  blest  with 
a  free  copious  elocution,  and  conversational  tact 
which  went  far  to  establish  his  claim  to  a  highland 
descent,  the  long  evening  was  spent  in  listenmg  to 
the  narrative  of  the  first  day's  journey.  There 
were,  indeed,  many  episodes  interwoven,  fully  as 
interesting  to  Monkslmugli  as  was  the  main  story 
to  Elizabeth.  Towards  the  close  of  this  rambling 
narrative,  the  Whittret  contrived  to  give  her  a  pri- 
vate signal  of  intelligence ;  and  though  her  brow 
reddened  with  proud  shame,  love  conquered  the 
feeling,  and  she  retired  to  the  book-closet  adjoin- 
ing the  parlour,  and  from  thence  passed  into  the 
garden  by  a  sashed  door,  to  favour  the  moonlight 
audience  demanded. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 
Family  gossip. 

<<  I  pr'ythee  take  the  cork  oat  of  tby  movth,  that  I  najr  kov  tky 

Ai  Tom  Ukt  It. 

**  Jb  there  Dot  milking-tiine  when  jroa  are  going  to  bed,  or  kilo-kole 
towkietleoffdicaeHcreta,  bat  yoa  moat  be  thtle-tattfiog  before  afl 


Thk  old-fiuhioned  garden  of  Monkshaugh 
a  £iTouiite  haunt  of  £lixabeth''8.  It  lay  immedi* 
ately  behind  the  mansion^  divided  from  the  river 
hj  a  few  acres  half  orchard  half  home-field,  and 
sheltered  by  double  rows  of  embowering  elms. 
Crarden  enclosure  there  was  none,  though  here  a 
few  yards  of  glossy  holly  hedge,  and  there  a  de- 
tadunent  of  mossy  pales  interlaced  with  fresh 
sprays  of  the  white  thorn,  and  again  grassy  banks 
crowned  with  frirze,  and  all  glittering  with  butter^ 
cups  and  daisies,  showed  that  something  of  the 
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kind  might  once  have  been  contemplated.  But 
now  this  secluded  garden  was  open  to  every  wan- 
dering wind  of  heaven,  and  every  vagrant  foot  of 
truant  school-hoy.  Beds  of  chamomile,  pUts 
of  rue  and  rosemary,  and  other  herbs  of  grace, 
vere  carelessly  mixed  with  tangled  rose-trees  and 
fruit  bushes.  Daiuty  plants  and  common  pot- 
herbs flourished  together  in  amity,  with  some  aU 
tention  to  neatness,  but  none  to  order  or  classifi- 
cation ;  and  a  lively  runlet,  stolen  from  the  dean 
bum,  danced  and  glided  along  the  margin  of  the 
turfen  walk^,  giving  life,  Epirit  and  freshness 
to  the  whole  scene.  Yet  the  general  effect  of  the 
half-neglected  spot  was  pleasing ;  and  none  felt  that 
desire  to  overleap  the  straggling  enclosures  which 
is  80  apt  to  beset  one  cribbed  in  the  durance  of  a 
modem  brick- w all ed  garden. 

Elizabeth  made  the  tour  of  this  garden  once 
and  again,  extended  her  walk  to  the  Ducot  park, 
and  the  Foal's  park,  two  small  enclosures  that 
flanked  the  mansion  and  garden  on  the  right  and 
left,  but  Gtill  her  squire  appeared  not-  She  re- 
turned to  the  "  IJbrarj',""  as  the  book  closet  was 
termed.  Near  its  sashed  door,  concealed  by  a  tall 
white  rose-tree,  was  the  trellisscd  window  of  a  pan- 
try or  store  place,  one  of  the  many  low  out-akott 
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■tuck  round  the  mansion ;  and  in  this  place  was 
heard  the  Toice  of  the  Whittret,  opening  his  bad> 
get  a&esh  for  the  solace  and  edification  of  Mistress 
Eophan  Fechnie,  as  she  creamed  her  milk  cogs. 
These  worthies  and  inseparables  liked  eadi  other, 
in  FriseFs  phrase,  **  as  cats  like  mustard  C  biit 
they  were  nevertheless  entirely  agreed  in  one  point: 
Eophan  had  an  inordinate  desire  to  change  her 
state,  and  Frisel  a  wish  equally  ardent — **  to  make 
the  toon  quit  o"  her.**" 

^  Yell  be  for  offering  me  some  refireshmenl, 
£ffie,  when  I  stow  away  my  pack.  Guess  ye  if  I 
need  it  no  after  my  day'^s  trail :  There  were  first 
the  Lainf  8  letter  to  Clerk  Gled,  anent  the  HarletiU 
hmi  plea,  and  the  draught  on  the  British  Linen ; 
for  the  whilk   I  got  fient  a  boddle.     Keep  your 

thumb  on  that  Effie, — and  look  about  ye,  lass.*** 
^  It^s  a  gone  house— a  sinking  house  ! — If  that 

hare-brained  lad  dinna  tak  rule  and  prop  the  auld 

wa^s  the  pride  o**  Monkshaugh  has  gotten  a  whomle. 

Miss  July  Annie  Hurcheon  has  a  lippie  o^  red 

gowd  for  tocher-gude  they  say. — Is  that  true,. 

Francie, — ^you  that  kens  a^  thiiq;  f^ 

"  That  will  ne'er  be  a  match,^  replied  Francie^ 

winking  and  nodding  his  head  oracularly.—"  Say 

ye  I  said  it,  Efiie.'' 
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"  Mighty  Goliah  o'  Gath  !    and  ye  are  amang   , 
the  flma"  prophets  I" 

"  I  ken  what  I  ken." 

**  Ye  ken  that  Wolfe  Grahame  is  a  proud- 
etomached  headstrong  fule,  wha  will  Eit  in  his  ain 
light  till  he  find  the  frost  o't" 

"  Whilk  shows  he  II  fill  his  father's  belt,  and 
may  be  gi'e  it  a  rax.  Aye  !  there  was  the  man  o' 
mettle, — wi'  raair  o'  the  cock-burd  in  his  little 
linger  than  our  Femickitie  Laird  lias  in  his  haill 
bouk  ! — But  get  me  free  o'  this  gear  Effic^  I'm 
the  common  pack-horse  o'  the  country  side. — 
What's  to  come  owre  ye  a"  when  I  gi'e  up  busi- 
ness  ? — -There's  first  a  half-stand  o"  wires  for  Mrs- 
Doran.  I  can  look  for  sma'  propine  for  doing  her 
errands — besides  she's  to  the  bent  again ;  but  she 
has  the  will,  honest  woman. — And  here's  five  baw- 
bies'  worth  o'  pig-tail  for  auld  Ba'whirley.  He'll 
ha'e  nae  change  as  usual,  but  routh  o'  cheek  wind- 
— And  this  1'  the  bit  paper  is  a  pennyworth  o' 
arinetty  lilt,  for  the  auld  gudewife  o'  Hungerem- 
out.  to  dye  the  young  Laird's  breeka  'ankeen  ere 
he  gangs  a  wooing  Jock  Hurchcon's  maiden." 

"  To  dye  the  butter  I  jalouse !"  grinned  Effie, 
who  had  a  deadly  rivalry  both  in  love  and  dairj' 
produce,  with  this  frugal  matron  of  Hungeremout. 
1 
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^'O!  delIftd<mbt,"rq>liedFrisd,stiUiiiiloMliiig 
Usstores.  ^^Anee  to  Mr.  Gideon,  said  ye?  Hell 
nerer  look  the  gate  die  sits.  Think  ye,  EfBe, 
what  she  ofiered  me  Utft  wed^  when  I  trailed  her 
ksme  some  sosserie  o^  treacle,  to  make  pksh  o* 
muf  drink  for  the  senrants,— it  gaed  against  the 
Homadi  o^  my  conscience  to  be  the  bearer  a 
dainty  laggie  fii*  o^  plotted  whey  !  I  could  lia*e 
dnown  it  in  the  she-NabaTs  face.  How  does  she 
ddnk  man^s  nature  is  to  be  supported  on  jaups  like 
thatr 

^^  But  ye  took  it  though,  Francie.'^ 

^  I  took  it  no  to  aflBront  the  house  o^  Hungerem- 
ont — fiff-aff  friends  o^  our  ain.  The  young  gude- 
man  pays  weel  when  he  has  siller.  I  canna  com- 
pleen. — ^And  the  Misses : — I  ha^'e  brought  them 
fimr  norelles,  and  three  bend-boxes ;  aye  left  in  the 
bam  till  night-fa\  for  fear  o^  the  ^eg  grey  ecu  o*  the 
auld  leddy ; — and  care  come  on  them  they  write  sic 
a  scart  that  Twalmo  Touchthebit,  the  book-man 
m  Rookston,  can  mak^  neither  tap,  tail,  nor  mane 
o^t  However  I  made  him  gi*e  me  something 
about  a  castle  and  a  ghaist ;  and  that  will  keep 
the  lasses  greeting  till  my  next  raik  to  the  burrows- 
toun.     They  scrapit  up  a  groat  amang  them,  poor 

VOL.  I.  I 
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dears, — magged  frae  their  Sabbath  peunies  to  the 
brod,  Fm  thinking." 

And  thu8  proceeded  tlie  tt'hittret,  still  as  £1lw- 
beth  supposed  searching  for  the  contents  of  hia 
valise,  till  he  at  last  eaid  abruptly,  "  And  thi^— 
Ou,  this  it!  just  naething  ava,  Effie.'" 

"  Ay,  but  it  is  just  something  ava,  Froncie ! 
and  a  bonny  like  something  fur  ane  eating  the 
breatl,  and  wearing  the  livcrj-  coat  o*  the  Laird  o' 
Monkshaugh  to  ha'c  about  liim  !  Packing  card* 
wi'  Harletillum,  and  connceving  and  colloguing 
to  encourage  a  headstrong  lad — with  wliom  ye 
are  hand  and  glove  again — in  what  ye  ken  will 
lead  to  his  rank  ruin !  and  I  ha'c  naething  to  say 
again'  the  lassie,  but  that  she  may  gang  wode  the 
night  afore  the  morn,  like  her  puur  daft  father,  and 
is  no  worth  a  plack-a-bawbie,  had  she  the  wisdom 
o'  Solomon  and  Sheba.  Ye  ken  weel — nane  bel- 
ter— that  sic  a  match  wad  loose  Harletillum  on  our 
Laird,  to  rend  and  spuilzie  our  gnind ;  for  it's  been 
lang  thought  he  has  an  ee  to  Captain  ^VoIfe  for 
his  Flanders-baby  o'  a  maiden ;  and  tholes  vi"  us» 
and  ffi'es  us  the  lang  day  allcnarly  for  this.  But 
the  Laird  is  as  blind  as  a  beetle,  and  as  proud  u 
a  Brissel  cock." 
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ill  till  the  place  o"  the  worthy  gudewife  o'  Sour- 
holes,  now — praised  be  the  Lord  for  all  things ! — 
in  Abraham's  bosom." 

"  Weel — behave,  Effie,  and  ye  may  Boon  be  in 
as  gude  a  fallow's.     Keep  counsel  woman ; — 


ip  your  hnrt  my  bong  Iih, 


rang  the  Wbittret  in  affected  glee. 

"Na,  the  gudewives  o'  the  congregation  thought 
her  but  a  doin'Iess  boddie,  to  make  so  short  out* 
come  o'  a  stipend  o'  thirty  English  pounds — ^there's 
a  soom ! — ^forbye  an  allowance  for  communion 
yelements  o'  as  many  shillings  sterling ! — no  oui 
Bcrimpit  Scots  money,  Francie." 

While  visions  of  conjugal  splendour  and  feli- 
city sparkled  before  Effie's  grey  eye,  and  dimly 
floated  before  her  white  one,  Frisel  expressed  cor- 
dial sJ^npathy. — ''  Weel,  lass  .'  he'll  fa'  on  his  feet 
at  last — thanks  to  liis  weel-wishers '.  So  get  us 
something  comfortable — d'ye  mark  me  ? — and  say 
nae  mwr.  Gosh,  Effie,  how  caidgie  he'll  look !" 
And  seizing  the  dun  maiden  by  both  hands  be 
dragged  her  round  the  floor,  and  capered  round 
hei  like  a  monkey  setting  to  a  bear,  singing  aloud— ' 


FAMILY  GOSSIP.  138 

•'  The  carle  be  cane  own  tW  craft, 

Wi*  kit  beard  nev  ebavca  ; 
He  kwkcd  aod  kp  ■■  be*d  bees  (kft ; 

The  eark  tnnra  tbat  I  vad  ba*e  bim" — 

till  he  fairly  swung  her  into  the  kitchen,  and  tak- 
ing the  liberty  to  turn  the  key  outside,  speeded 
round  into  the  garden.  There  stood  Elixabeth^ 
pale  and  agitated,  rooted  to  the  spot  where  she 
had  overheard  the  above  gratifying  dialogue. 

^^  My  father !  my  father  T  was  her  agoniiii^ 
thought.  ^^  This  malady  of  our  blood!  This 
dreadful  visitation  !  Is  our  calamity  then  a  com- 
mon speech — a  cause  of  alarm,  horror  and  exclu- 
sion, a  gulph  that  divides  us  from  all  hope  ?  And 
have  I  then  rashly  plunged  into  it-^and  dragged 
into  its  abyss — him  f — She  buried  her  face  in  her 
hands  in  utter  agony ;  and  the  letters  for  which 
she  had  so  earnestly  longed,  and  which  at  another 
season  would  have  filled  her  bosom  with  transport, 
were  received  with  an  unnatiu^l  deadness  of  heart, 
such  as  she  had  never  before  experienced. 

The  trusty  messenger  presented  his  despatches 
with  as  much  outward  shew  of  respect  as  was  at 
all  compatible  with  his  familiar  habits;  and  ex« 
pressed  his  entire  devotion  to  her  service  with  seal 
that  atoned  for  his  late  indiscretion.  On  that  topic 
be  observed  a  prudent  silence,  merely  saying— 
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"  This  is  frao  a  friend,  Lady  'Lizbeth,  who 
counselled  me  to  say,  that  in  ony  strait  or  dilemmy 
I  was  as  trusty  a  hand  at  a  message  as  e'er  a  he 
throughout  the  bounds  o'  braid  Scotland — by 
night  or  by  day — wi'  a  spice  o"  contrivance  at  a 
pinch  that  is  no  the  gift  o'  ilka  auld  trooper.  A 
nod  or  a  wink  will  bring  me  to  your  leddyship's  ' 
whistle,  be  I  at  kirk  or  fair,  mill  or  smiddy : — 
I'm  aye  gatm  about  like  the  ill  bawbie,  and  will 
come  to  your  leddyship's  hand  at  ony  time,  like 
the  bowl  o"  a  pint  Btoup." 

With  a  scrape  of  one  foot,  and  a  shuffle  of  both, 
tlie  Whittret  withdrew  to  release  his  prisoner. 

This  letter  was  of  costly  postage. — Elizabeth 
paid  it  with  both  tears  and  blushes  ;  but  now,  seal- 
ed with  "  a  double  kiss,"  it  was  placed  in  her  bosom 
that  she  might  read  it  in  the  silence  and  solitude  of 
her  own  chamber.  And  never  had  the  tedious  in- 
anity and  pribble-prabble  of  the  Laird  appeared 
so  tiresome  as  on  this  night.  From  the  brood 
goose  to  the  Lady  Tamtallan — from  his  "  ever 
honoured  mother's"  recipe  for  "  white  quality 
cakes,"  to  "  certain  clauses  of  the  entail,"  his  mind 
wandered  through  all  its  favourite  regions  of 
thought;  and  a  farewell  buzz  was  in  Elizabeth's 
ears  about  new  fringing  the  yellow  Turk-upon- 
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Turk  bed  before  Wolfe  returned,  and  new 
ping  the  pink  lining  of  the  toilet4able  corer  in 
the  ^  guests^  chamber,^  shout  which  the  came 
under  some  promise,  which  could  scarcely  be 
binding  on  her  conscience,  so  totally  absent  was 
her  mind. 
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CHAP      [t  vrr. 
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WhFn  frum  the  busy  vorld  Kt  &ee, 

Aod  muK  in  ailcnt  [bought  on  Iber. 
And  Oh '.  how  <w«t  to  know  that  itill. 
Though  vrered  fnm  thn  widely  bj. 
Out  hart*  the  teU-tuae  thought  mtj  fi] 
Our  c]«(  yet  ank  the  Kltwme  ■tor. 


The  weariest  day  baa  its  close. — ^At  last  Eli- 
sabeth was  enabled  to  lock,  and  double  lock  ha 
door,  and  enjoy  undisturbed  the  throbbing  delif^t 
of  a  first  hasty  perusal  of  her  letter ;  and  then  in 
more  luxutious  leisure  every  fond  nothing,  ereiy 
phrase  of  endeannent,  every  tender  expression  was 
dwdt  upon  and  scatmed.  And  last  of  all,  with 
what  flutter  and  softness  of  heart  were  her  first 
attempts  made  to  reply  to  this  efiusion  of  affec- 
tion. 
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*^  Could  you  guesB,^  she  said,  among  nuuiy  other 
desultory  things,  **  how  cordial  and  soothing  ta 
me  is  this  single  little  letter,  you  would  not  mist 
every  day  to  tell  me  how  it  fiured  with  you,  and 
that  you  stiU  held  in  remembrance  the  forlorn  cme 
whose  yearning  heart  clings  around  you  in  tender- 
ness, deeper,  though  more  sorrowful,  than  erer  blest 
the  most  rapturous  moments  of  our  past  intercourse. 
How  often,  while  by  your  side,  have  I  fimcied  it 
impossible  that  the  blest  and  enviable  creature 
whom  you  loved,  and  who  durst  call  you  hers, 
could  ever  know  the  touch  of  sorrow !  I  am  not 
sorrowful,  dearest  Wolfe,  still  less  complaining; 
yet  I  feel  that  every  day  takes  you  farther  from 
me,  that  every  day  is  a  day  almost  lost  to  affec- 
tion, which  time  can  never  repay  to  us,  that  every 
passing  hour  increases  that  anxiety  inexplicably 
interwoven  with  our  fondest  hopes— sent  perhaps 
to  temper  and  chastise  them.  Is  it  so  ?  There  is 
a  fearful  mystery,  from  which  my  coward  spirit 
ever  shrinks,  in  what  good  people  tell  us  of  the 
permitted  degree  of  human  attachments — as  if  it 
were  sin  to  love  as  I  do— with  the  unreserved,  en- 
tire, warm  surrender  of  the  whole  burning  heart 
— with  the  devotion  of  the  whole  spirit.  If  it  be 
not  idolatry— 4md  I  will  not  think  so-^t  b  at 


ELIZABETH    UE    BKITCE. 


times  I  fear  nearly  allied  to  misery ;  and  yet  how 


unspeakably  sweet  is  it  to  me  to  have  you  thus 
my  own,  to  care  about,  and  even  to  weep  for. 

"  But  I  must  now  give  you  news  of  me.  I 
have  obeyed  your  wishes.  I  am  in  Monkshaugh, 
under  your  own  roof,  the  tenant  of  the  little  arched 
room  over  the  hall,  on  which,  when  it  was  yours, 
I  have  so  often  gazed  through  tears.  Do  you  re- 
member the  feverisli  attack  which  you  had  in  the 
last  spring? — ^buc  you  never  do  remember  any 
thing  about  yourself  half  so  well  as  I  do — when  I 
used  to  wander  all  day  long  in  the  Pcchs'  Path, 
that,  by  the  opening  and  closing  nf  the  curtains, 
1  might  judge  how  it  fared  with  iiim  whom  I 
durst  not  approach,  while  my  agonizing  thoughts 
liovered  round  his  bed-side  continually.  Oh  I 
when  will  the  time  come  that  I  may  hold  up  my 
head  iu  any  presence,  and  look  as  if  I  loved  you ! 
Will  it  ever  come  ?  Now  that  you  are  far  away, 
every  unmeaning  look — every  chance-dropt  word 
overwhelms  me. 


"  Vou  remind  me  of  our  old  fond  disputes  about 
the  difTereiU  characters  of  man's  and  woman's  love. 
My  idle  reveries  often  wander  into  thti  old  track ; 
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break  oft'  to  repeat  the  long,  lingering,  melting 
farewell,  so  hard  to  be  said  to  the  beloved  even 
in  writing.  Before  this  final,  and  to  her  painful 
ceremony,  she  took  a  tranquillizing  walk  across 
the  chamber,  and  opened  the  window  shutters 
upon  a  atiU,  sweet  morning,  unclosing  its  dewy 
lids  as  softly  as  an  infant  waked  by  a  mother's 
kiss — "  creeping  on  with  stealthy  pace — not  aa  it 
wont  to  come,"  wrote  Elizabeth,  "  flushed  with 
haste,  tearing  you  from  me  in  our  past  happy 
days  yonder  in  our  own  valley.  Will  they  ever— 
ever  come  ^ainP  And  do  you  still  keep  the 
promise  made  to  me  there — so  often  renewed  from 
mere  delight  in  its  repetition — to  give  to  your 
God  and  to  me  the  last  remembrance  of  your 
waking  hours — the  first  fresh  feeling  of  the  return- 
ing morning— one  little  minute  spatched  from 
the  turmoil  of  vulgar  hours,  consecrated  to  our 
fond  recollections,  and  our  yet  fonder  hopes — 
mingling  in  one  sentiment  faith,  and  homage, 
and  love.  Are  you  awake  yet,  love  P  Are  you 
thus  engaged  now  t  How  I  trifle  with  you  !  and 
with  what  a  gush  of  overwhelming  tenderness  do 
I  now  again  say — God  bless  you!  my  own  and 

ever  dearest 

"  Good  night — Good  night  T 
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And  poOT  Elizabeth  soon  fimnd  more  tubsUntial 
reaaon  for  indulging  in  those  womanly  or  lorer- 
like  apprehensions,  which  are  ever  inseparable  fixmi 
a  high  and  imaginative  tone  of  passion ;  tor  who 
erer  loved  as  she  loved  without  experiencing  in- 
tense and,  perhaps,  foolish  anxiety,  about  the 
strength  of  the  sentiment  which  they  inspire ! 

True  to  her  own  feelings,  nightly  did  affection 
repeat  its  orisons,  and  melancholy  enough  they  at 
last  became.  From  Ayr  Elizabeth  got  another 
letter,  and  yet  another  from  Carrickfergus,  at 
which  garrison,  instead  of  keeping  the  regular  ferry, 
vessels  at  that  disturbed  period  were  compelled  to 
land.  Monkshaugh  received,  even  after  this,  one 
brief  epistle  from  his  young  kinsman,  who  merely 
mentioned  that  he  had  had  some  singular  adven- 
tures on  his  journey  to  Dublin,  but  was  now  with 
his  regiment.  This  last  rmy  brief  letter  Eliza- 
beth contrived  to  secret  for  a  night  She  had  in- 
deed read  it,  and  heard  it  read  three  times  before ; 
but  it  might  contain  some  expression,  some  allu- 
sion, some  trace  which  ingenious  affection,  willing 
to  be  deceived,  might  construe  into  a  reference  to 
herself.     Not  one  was  found. 

*'^  Ungenerous  and  cruel  !^  she  exclaimed,  throw- 
ing down  the  letter,  while  floods  of  burning  tears 
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buret  furth.  "  Common  humanity — gentlemanly 
feeling,  might  have  spared  me  torture  like  this. 
It  is  thus  I  expiate  my  foUy. — Forgotten  already!" 
Elizabeth  was  now  to  feel  the  inefTable  bitterness 
of  that  moment  when  the  withering  heart  first  feiuv 
that  the  human  hope  on  which  it  has  reposed,  in  joy 
and  trust,  may  be  but  a  dream,  and  a  mockery.  But 
these  vagrant  surmises,  so  mortifying  to  the  pride 
of  her  sex,  so  wounding  to  the  tenderness  of  her 
affection,  were  as  indignantly  dismissed.  The  let- 
ters already  received  were  again  and  again  perused, 
every  proof  of  recollected  love  was  dwelt  on,  clung 
to  now  with  fond  tenacity ;  and  confidence  and 
spirit  woiUd  revive  together,  again  to  waver,  flag, 
and  sink  into  yet  deeper  despondency.  Bitterly 
then  would  she  reproach  herself  for  wlint  was  past, 
sometimes  feeling  in  her  humiliation  as  if  she 
were  unworthy  the  affection  slie  claimed — as  if  she 
almost  grudged  it  to  herself.  At  these  seasons  of 
cruel  depression,  that  enthusiastic  tone  of  passim 
which  ever  sees  in  the  beloved  being  "  a  bright 
peculiar  star"  to  be  admired  and  worshipped,  led 
her  to  wonder,  while  she  grieved,  that  she  could 
have  been  so  blinded  as  to  believe  that  one  so  de- 
solate, so  unregarded  as  she  was,  could  become 
the  object  of  a  permanent  attachment  to  him  wIkmc 


caught  the  word  Ireland,  was  become  the  daily 
life  of  the  once  happy  Elizabeth.  Privileged  grief, 
with  its  pains,  has  its  pomps  and  indulgences; 
how  much  more  bitter  may  be  the  stifled  agony 
which  passes  unmarked  over  that  spirit  to  which 
complaining  is  denied,  by  which  complaining  is 
disdained — the  cold  curdling  anguish  which  gathers 
around  the  desolate  breaking  heart.  The  deepest 
griefs  of  the  drama  of  life  were  never  wept  aloud — 
never  known  to  exist.  Elizabeth  hoped  that  her 
distress  might  pass  unnoticed.  The  energy  or  the 
pride  of  her  spirit  nerved  her  to  bear  up  nobly, 
when  the  cold  or  curious  eye  of  the  petty  neigh- 
bouring world  was  upon  her ;  for  though  averse  to 
society  no  one,  to  a  superficial  observer,  seemed 
more  gay  when  engaged  in  its  amusements ;  and, 
at  all  times  externally  serene,  she  went  about  the 
ordinary  details  of  life,  feeling  that  she  awaited  her 
fate. 

As  a  petty  aggravation  of  her  own  personal 
uneasiness,  she  was  now  made  the  confidant  of 
all  Monkshaugh's  distresses,  angers,  and  hopes. 
Wolfe  Grahame  would  willingly  have  taken  such 
measures  as  might  have  enabled  his  uncle  at  once 
to  extricate  himself  ftom  the  toils  of  Hutchen  ; 
but  the  Laird,  with  the  natural  feeling  of  an  amia- 
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in  the  nubility  of  hi»  nature  never  once  wavered. 
She  waK  spared  the  pong,  to  a  generous  mind 
more  bitter  than  death,  of  having  lavished  her 
whole  heart  on  one  who  could  be  base  as  well  u 
wayward,  sordid  as  well  as  fickle.  It  was  not  in 
thia  view  that  Elizabeth  ever  once  imagined  cause 
of  regret  in  her  secret  tics.  "  I  have  given  him  all 
tiiat  woman  can  bestow,"  was  her  proud  thought, — 
"  all  that  affection  looks  for — faith,  truth,  and 
love — love  how  unbounded — how  idolizing — how 
exclusive — how  sinftil  perhaps  in  its  wild  excess!" 
And  thus  along  with  Monkshaugh's  irksome  prat- 
tle, and  vague  Iiopes  of  rich  alliances,  came  old 
Gideon's  theories,  and  stern  denunciation — '"Curs- 
ed is  man  that  trusteth  in  man,  and  makcth  flesh 
his  armour" — sounding  to  her  heart  like  the  death- 
watch  in  the  ear  of  superstition. 

Elisabeth  had  rested  a  lingering  Iiope  on  the 
return  of  Mr.  Haliburton.  But  that  reverend 
person  came  back  to  tiis  grumbling  flock  as  igno- 
rant of  the  late  movements  of  Wolfe  Grahame  aa 
even  the  inmates  of  Moukshaugh.  His  mission, 
so  far  as  regarded  the  mystery  connected  with 
Elisabeth's  infancy,  had  been  a  complete  failure. 
No  trace  could  be  obtained  of  the  daughter 
old  landlady,  Mrs.  Metcalf  the  midwife. 


Iter  of  his      ] 
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Gideon'*8  return  was  annoimced  on  a  Saiurdqr 
DMHiiing  by  Frisel ;  and  when  the  day  paased  and 
he  came  not,  with  the  restleameM  inaeparaUe  fron 
the  unhappy,  Elisabeth,  thooj^  the  coold  not  riait 
his  cottage,  wandered  forth  in  the  hope  of  perhaps 
somewhere  ^  meeting  the  minister.'*'  The  Lourd 
who  always  imagined  that  he  had  a  double  portioB 
of  househdd  duty  to  perform  on  Saturdays,  was 
deeply  ei^;aged  in  pantry-bunness  with  Effie,  and 
nerer  missrd  her.  She  stole  through  the  now  me> 
landioly  garden  and  orchard  down  to  the  rirer. 

The  spirit  of  the  year  had  waned  like  the 
hopes  of  Elisabeth.  The  sear  tinge  of  autumn 
was  on  the  woods— the  hoarse  voice  of  autumn 
was  in  the  streams— the  pale  cold  sun  no  longer 
drank  up  the  dews,  which  hung  all  day  on  the 
blade,  like  the  icy  moiiture  in  a  dead  man's  eyo-» 
red  leaves  were  swirling  in  eddies  from  the  path 
down  into  the  brown  river ;  and  the  brilliant,  the 
overpowering  chorus  of  the  summer  birds  was 
bushed  into  one  broken  feeble  wail — the  bw  sob> 
bing  moan  of  exptrii^  nature.  It  was  a  chill,  grey 
day,  the  duU  sky  sympathising  with  the  saddened 
earth.  But  to  Elizabeth  even  the  rigour  of  the 
Mast  was  welcome.     Its  wing  neemed  to  ruffle  that 


leaden  dullness — tliat  heavy  stagnation  of  spirit 
whii-Ii  was  creeping  over  her,  from  tlie  constraint 
perpetually  imposed  upon  her  feelings,  as  the  fresh- 
ening hreeze  is  said  to  relieve  the  mariner  from 
the  distempered  visions  produced  I»y  a  dead  calm. 
There  never  yet,  however,  was  a  day  in  which 
the  genuine  lover  of  nature,  if  once  fairly  driven 
into  her  bosom,  could  not  perceive  something  to 
waken  his  sympathies.  Elizabeth,her  frame  braced, 
and  her  spirits  rising  with  exercise,  held  on  her 
way  to  those  upland  moors  across  the  fords,  where 
she  had  last  seen  Wolfe  Grahame,  almost  certain 
that  in  a  distant  horseman  she  discovered  Mr.  Gi- 
deon mounted  on  tlie  renowned  Jenny  Geddes  j 
"  Surely  he  can  tell  me  something,"  said  she ;  fuid-4 
in  the  strength  of  this  hope  she  began  to  feel  some- 
what of  her  wonted  enjoyment  in  marking  every 
surrounding  object  of  natural  beauty.     The  clus- 
ters of  coral  beiries  glittering  in  the  holly  buahesa 
— the  mosses  more  vividly  green  in  winter  thaufl 
when  the  hot  sun  looks  upon  their  beauty- 
sweet  churm  of  that  little  favourite  bird  "  whldl  I 
ever  in  the  haunch  of  winter  sings," — the  lonwf 
whistle  of  the  grey  plover  on  the  distant  moor»— •€ 
all  brought  a  sober,  chastened  dehght,  as  she  BtroU<4 
ed  onward. 
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From  the  hamlet  of  Castleburn,  a  deep  scooped 
ptth  called  the  ^  Cadger's  Loan,^  led  to  the  fords 
of  Oraii^  so  o&en  mentioned  in  this  story.     It  was 
one   of  the  many  how  roads  which  abounded  in 
Scotland  at  that  period,  formed  on  the  very  reverse 
of  Macadam's  plan,  and  as  abhorrent  to  the  own- 
en  of  postJiorses  as  delightful  to  the  tasteful  pe* 
destrian.     In  winter  those  steep  hollow  paths  or 
trenches  resembled  more  the  channel  of  a  stream 
than  a  rqpilar  road.     In  &ct  this  how  road  was 
the  channel  of  innumerable  tiny  rills,  which  stream- 
ing over  high  incumbent  banks  of  mingled  rock  and 
verdure,  trickled  sofUy  away  over  mosses,  plants, 
and  pebbles,  wandering,  and  turning,  and  twisting 
at    will,    though  here    and    there,    where    they 
threatened  to  take  the  passenger  fairly  over  the 
shoes  in  their  clear  waters,  a  few  stepping  stones 
had  been  strewed   about,   which  diverted  rather 
than  impeded  the  course  of  the  brooklets. 

• 

Elizabeth  was  making  her  way  bounding  over 
these  stones,  when  a  young  gentleman  on  horse- 
back, followed  by  a  servant  abo  mounted,  and  se- 
veral sporting  dogs,  dashed  so  suddenly  upon  the 
path  that  had  he  not  dexterously  reined  in  his 
horse  she  must  have  been  exposed  to  alarm,  if  not 
to  actual  danger,  from  the  encounter. 
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While  lie  drew  up  at  one  side  to  permit  the  lady 
to  pass,  the  hounds  recognized  an  old  ti-iend,  and 
with  one  accord  sprung  upon  Elizabeth  with  cla- 
morouB  joy  and  obstreperous  caresses.  The  long 
green  cloak  in  which  ahe  was  wrapped  wa§  ia  a 
second  pulled  from  her  shoulders ;  and  there  she 
stood  *'  red  as  rose,"  with  a  gentle  hand  smilingly 
beating  down  these  importunate  admirers,  and  with 
a  voice  as  gentle  chiding  them  off.  In  one  instant 
the  stranger  was  at  her  side ;  and  his  servant  also 
dismounted,  and  at  the  expense  of  sumo  blows  and 
cuffe  restored  order. 

"  Don't  hurt  them" — cried  Elizabeth. 

"  Don't  hick  the  dogs,  sir" — cried  the  stranger 
to  bis  active  groom,  though  he  as  actively  interfer- 
ed with  his  hand  to  restore  order  as  the  servant 
(hd. 

Ehzabetb  was  pleased  with  this  little  trait.  It 
was  humanity — it  was  true  good-breeding.  She 
Wked  up  and  saw  a  young  man  of  very  pleasing 
person,  fashionably  attired,  and  with  a  decided  air 
of  fashion  and  refinement,  who  made  many  apolo- 
gies for  his  dogs  while  he  assisted  her  in  recover- 
ing her  cloak.  The  offenders  meanwhile  whined 
and  slunk  into  the  rear ;  all  save  one — old  Dcrmid 
maintained  his  post  at  Elizabeth's  knee. 
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^'  I  perceive,'*^  said  the  young  num,  ^  thai  Mr. 
Hutchen^s  dogs,  more  fortunale  than  hk  guesu, 
are  entitled  to  cUim  the  priTilege  of  oM  aoqnaint- 
ancc.*^ 

'<  We  hare  met  before,"'  said  she.  ^  Poor  oM 
Dennid — ^*ti8  hard  that  /  should  reject  your  kuid-> 
M88  C*  and  caressing  the  old  hound  for  an  instant, 
while  he  arched  his  neck  as  if  proudly  conscioas 
that  fiur  hands  and  ^  bright  eyes  were  opon  him  C* 
she  bowed  slightly  to  the  stranger  and  passed  on« 

The  gentleman  begged  that  he  or  his  servant 
m^t  be  allowed  to  carry  home  the  wet  cloak, 
which  she  had  thrown  down  on  the  bank ;  but  she 
declined  the  service,  saying  that  it  would  lie  quile 
safely  till  she  sent  for  it.  He  bowed  and  slowly 
mounted  his  horse,  looked  back  and  bowed  agab  t 
and  the  high  banks  intervened. 

About  this  same  hour  the  Whittret  from  kind- 
ness, alloyed  it  might  be  by  some  mixture  of  cu- 
riosity, and  a  distant  vision  of  one  of  Elitabeth^s 
^^  splendid  shillings,^  had  set  forth  to  the  hamlet 
of  Sourfaoles,  to  glean  from  the  presiding  apostle 
of  that  place  crumbs  of  comfort,  which  might  well 
merit  the  reward  of  perhaps  a  half-crown. 

On  the  late  journey  Wolfe  Grahamc,  by  con- 
cert with  Elizabeth,  had  acquainted  Mr.  Halibur- 
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ton  with  tile  position  in  which  they  stood ;  and 
though  the  lionest  man  groaned  fearfully  over  theii 
rashness,  and  more  deeply  still  over  the  enormity 
of  their  passionate  attachment,  his  feelings  were 
greatly  interested  in  whatever  m^ht  befal  Eliza- 
betli.  His  previous  knowledge  prepared  him  for 
Frisel's  address,  who,  after  the  first  greetings, 
said — 

"  If  yc  have  not  gude  tidings  o'  Captain  Wolfe, 
I'll  flee  tile  country.  Flesh  and  blude  cannot 
thole  the  white  lips  and  sunken  een  o"  that  gentle 
leddy — and  nae  soul  to  make  her  moan  to  but  my^ 
sel'  about  our  toun. — If  she  wad  but  gi"e  hersel"  the 
comfort  of  speaking  out  to  me." 

Gideon  in  silence  doffed  his  extraordinary  in- 
door costume,  in  whicli  he  looked,  Frisel  said, 
like  the  giant  of  all  potato-bogles  ;  and,  new- 
diod  and  wigged,  wended  forth  to  comfort  Eliza- 
beth. 

"  I  thought  to  ha'e  put  aff  this  visit  till  the 
Sabbath's  darg  was  owre  ^  but,  Francic,  we  are 
tauld  not  to  let  the  sun  go  down  upon  our  wrath 
—we  should  not  let  it  go  down  on  our  love 
either;  for  oh !  my  wee  man,  how  soon  do 
thoughts  o'  kindness  cool  in  human  hearts  I" 

*'  Then  ye'U  be  for  hitting  wi'  Effic  while  the 
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agony.  "  You  have  licard — you  know  something 
— some  dreadful  thing  !     Tell  me — tell  me  all !" 

A  little  alarmed  by  her  agitation,  and  the  dead- 
ly hue  wbieh  overspread  her  face,  Gideon  hasteti- 
ed  to  say  that  he  knew  nothing.  "  But  unswer 
the  question  I  ha'e  propounded  to  ye,  my  bairn. 
The  physician  maun  look  down  into  the  npirit's 
ails — ^yea  probe  them  to  the  quick  before  he  can 
minister  the  remedy." 

Elisabeth  saw  he  was  playing  the  divine — a 
game  which  oven  Gideon  could  not  always  resist 
— and  replied,  "  Mr.  Haliburton,  you  arc  a  good 
man,  but  why  torture  me  thus  ?  I  cannot — 1 
cannot  —  'tia  beyond  human  power  —  woman's 
power  what  you  require.  God  forbid  such  effort 
were  required  of  me.  Heaven  does  not  try  me  so 
severely, — why  will  you .'''" 

*'  Because  I  would  have  you  cultivate  the  frame 
of  spirit  which  holds  at  nought  husband  and  baim. 
bouse  and  land,"  said  he  stoutly. 

*'  I  hold  house  and  land  at  as  small  value  as 
you  can  do,  Mr.  Haliburton,"  said  Elizabeth, 
proudly, 

"  Ay,  there  it  is !  but  the  human  idol — the 
clayey  image  ! — that  caunnt  he  renounced.  I 
ha'e  remarked,  'Lizbcth,  in  the  course  o^  my  sms' 
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experience,  that  the  lore  o^  nimn  often  proves  the 
Enemy'^s  maist  tempting  bait  wT  joni^  professin^ 
Christian  gentlewomen— them  that  wad  ha^e  de- 
spised gowd  ear-rings,  and  gaoK  mutches,  and 
gsods  and  tojs,  and  farayelj  resisted  the  allure- 
menta  d"  the  singii^  men,  and  the  singing  women, 
sod  held  at  nought  the  hist  of  the  eye  and  the 
pride  of  life— I  ha'e  seen  them  e^en  the  readiest 
to  slide  into  this  oumingly  derised  snare ;  fell 
sway  tram  their  first  lore,  and  their  high  respect 
for  gospd  ministers,  about  the  days  o^  courtship ; 
snd,  after  marriage,  grow  as  careless,  thowles^, 
csuldrife  Christians  as  ye  wad  wish  to  see.     The 
Uackest  ill  that  can  befid  a  young  Christian  wo- 
man^—«nd  Gideon  raised  his  voice    **  is  lo  be 
joined  to  what  she  calls  the  man  6*  her  hear^— 
pair,  deluded,  blinded  worm,  seeking  her  heaven 
on  the  earth— ae  potsherd  o^  the  dust  felling  down 
to  worship  anither.  It^s  lamentable,  "Lixbetb,  to  see 
the  kindest  and  gentlest  o'  the  womenkind  the 
maist  prone  to  this  deadly,  souUkilling,  creature- 
worship— even  yourseF,  Xixbeth ;  and  if  it  should 
pfease  Him  to  rebuke  and  lead  back  your  wander- 
ing heart,  what  should  signify  to  you  the  fleeting 
aflfections  of  a  frail  thing  o'  the  dust,  whose  breath 
is  in  his  nosthrils  ?'' 


156  ELIZABETH   DM.  BKLTCE. 

At  another  season — in  another  person's  c&se, 
Elizabeth  would  have  understood  all  this  precise- 
ly as  it  deserved  to  be  understood.  But  now  it 
looked  like  the  vcrj'  painting  of  her  fears. 

"  You  wish  to  bid  me  read  my  sin  in  my  pun- 
ishment," said  she  in  a  voice  of  deep  emotion  ; 
and  her  head  sunk  on  her  bosom — "  to  tell  me 
that  I  am  forgotten — cast  off  already  !"  This  was 
wnrag  forth  in  very  bitterness  of  spirit;  and  her 
heart-struck  tone,  and  despairing  attitude,  at  once 
affected  and  alarmed  her  ghostly  monitor. 

"  Forgotten !  na,  Qa,  my  baim,  ye  were  no 
made  to  be  forgotten.  Possess  your  spirit  in  pa- 
tience, 'Lizbeth. — Forgotten  !"  Gideon  looked  as 
if  he  could  have  knocked  down  any  one  who  durst 
foi^t  her. 

"  Oh  I  I  can  tell  myself  of  patience.  Speak  to 
me  of  comfort,  of  cheer.  Tell  me,  think  you  u 
Ae  well.     Does  he  remember  Ernescraig  ?" 

^'  Mair  it's  to  be  feared  tlian  he  remembers  his 
Maker,"  groaned  forth  Gideon.  "  Oh,  the  deadly 
snare  fond  young  creatures  prove  to  ilk  ither '. 
Xizbeth,  there  was  a  lass  ance" —  And  Gideon 
in  his  zeal  was  about  to  reveal,  as  a  warning  to 
his  pupil,  some  of  the  wanderings  of  his  own  ima- 
gination in  the   days  of  his  vanity— the  sinful 
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Teamiiigs  md  fond  idolatrj  into  wludi  ercn  be 
bid  been  led  by  hunun  love,  bat  he  checked  the 
impalse,  and  went  on — **  If  that  should  pleasuie 
jty  which  oi^it,  were  je  to  take  a  right  view 
of  it,  rather  to  gnerey  be  ye  satisfied — that  his 
baoM,  brave  sfHrit  keeps  pace  in  this  wild  gallop 
e  en  wT  your  ain  fond  silly  one.  Pair  fend 
dm^  !  Bat  the  LorJs  gode  tinK  wiD  cone  wT 
jebatdi.'" 

^  I  trust  that  no  time  will  come  in  which  we 
shall  not  be  to  each  other  the  most  behnrcd  of 
kutman  beings,'^  tboogfat  Elisabeth  ;  bat  the 
kept  the  sentiment  to  herself. 

^  Forget  ye  T  continued  Gideon,  ruminating — 
^  Na,  na !  that  wad  na  do  neither.  The  natu- 
ral man,  which  I  thoi^t  Wed  subdued,  was 
stirring  in  my  ain  auld  breast  at  the  distren  o* 
that  pair  blinded  youth  eren  while — as  became  me 
as  a:  fiithful  minnter  of  God*8  word — I  laid  be- 
ftpre  him  the  iniquity — the  grierous  sdf-willed 
flin  of  placing  his  affections  on  sic  a  fraO  perish- 
able commodity  as  yourseP— of  a  comely  coante- 
nance  as  ye  be,  Burd  ''Lisbeth.*' 

^  Ton  my  word  I  scarce  know  how  to  thank  you 
Mr.  Halibarton,  finr  this  good  senrioe^  said  Eli- 
sabeth, now  laughing ;  while  the  thought  of  her 
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secret,  quick-beating,  raptured  heart,  was — "  lie 
loves  me !  he  loves  me !  I  am  not  forgotten, — Oh, 
how  could  my  base  fears — ray  baser  suspicions— 
thus  wrong  the  truth  to  which  even  prejudice  does 
jusuce !" 

Whatever  salutary  impressions  might  have  been 
made  on  Elizabeth's  mind  by  Gideon's  denuncia- 
tions, or  her  own  apprehensions,  it  is  to  be  feared 
they  all  faded  away  like  the  morning  dew  from  the 
grass,  before  the  delight^  conviction  that  she 
was  fondly  remembered  still ;  and  her  heart  yearn- 
ing with  deeper  tenderness  to  him  whom  all  tilings 
tended  to  endear,  she  walked  on,  giving,  it  must 
be  owned,  a  very  distracted  attention  to  Gideon's 
somewhat  involved  and  obscure  definition  of  the 
misty  boundaries  wlitcfa,  according  to  him,  sepa- 
rate a  permitted,  from  a  sinful  degree  of  mortid 
attachment. 

Though  human  charities  held  so  low  a  place  in 
Mr.  Haliburton's  creed,  they  possessed  a  very  ex- 
tended dominion  over  Ids  sympathies.  In  the 
midst  of  his  harangue,  turning  to  the  abstracted 
Elizabeth,  and  probably  having  a  key  in  his  own 
early  recollections  of  the  '"  lass  that  was  ancc,"  to 
the  language  of  the  sigh  which  just  swelled  her 
bosom,  just  parted  her  rich  lip,  he  turned  away 
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vtth  a  gnai  flMie  of  bhimI  dttndcr,  Mottcfagu 
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ed  to  abate  nothing  of  his  real  consequence  when 
among  strangers.  She  said  she  would  he  patient 
a  little  longer. 

While  the  plan  was  discussing  the  guest  of 
Harletillum  once  more  came  in  sight,  checked  the 
fijjeed  of  his  horse,  aud  again  in  passing  bowed 
to  Elizabeth,  while  he  vouchsafed  a  rather  asto- 
nished side-glance  at  her  companion. 

*'  Thae  sparks  o'  Haretillum's  are  blawn  about 
this  haill  country-side.  Come,  'Lizbeth,  I  maun 
see  you  through  the  loanings."  Gideon  talked  of 
Grahame,  and  she  listened,  cheered  Iier  with  good 
hopes  of  early  accounts  from  Ireland,  and  she 
waa  cheered ;  assured  her  that  there  was,  he  dread- 
ed, no  Bear  prospect  of  Wolfe  seeing  the  sinful 
enormity  of  his  "  creature-worship,"— *and,  not- 
withstanding  her  aeute  perception  of  the  ludicrous, 
she  smiled  as  much  in  joy  as  in  mirth ;  finally, 
for  what  strange  messengers  will  not  Cupid  some- 
times press  into  his  service,  Gideon,  without  a  word, 
pushed  something  into  her  hand,  as  if  ashamed  of 
being  the  conveyancer  of  "  toys'"  and  prohibited 
wares,  and  with  a  hurried  benediction  took  his 
leave. 

The  midnight  hour  and  the  two  chimes  that 
sounded  next,  found  Elizabeth  still  lingering  over 
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Gideon's  oddly  delhrered  packet  It  was  the  pie- 
tore  of  her  kirer.  The  arts  hare  made  rapid 
strides  in  ScotUnd  since  that  period ;  but  this  min- 
is^ire  was  not  eren  of  the  first  order  of  eoBtcm- 
porary  exodlence.  It  had  howerer  been  sent  by 
kim — it  was  intended  to  resemble  him.  Eli». 
beth  stroTe,  in  ipite  of  her  better  taste,  to  admire  it 
as  an  exquisite  specimen  of  art  It  was  a  sponl»- 
neoQs  feeling  to  prise  it  as  the  most  rahied  gift  of 
affection,  to  address  to  it  a  thousand  fond  marmurs, 
to  bestow  on  it  a  hundred  kisses,  notwithstand 
ing  the  disapprobation  of  a  taste  which,  perhaps 
after  aU,  might  be  fastidious  and  exacting;  for  not 
even  Raphael  could  have  painted  this  resemblance 
so  as  to  fill  the  imagination  of  Efisabeth.  The 
heart'^s  first  objection — ^^Tis  like  him— and  not  he^ 
— ^what  effort  of  art  could  remore  that  !«-*^  I  must 
not  blame  the  artist's  skill,""  thought  she.  ^<  Cold 
and  serious  he  looks  on  me — the  expression  nerer 
changing — the  eye-beam  nerer  mingling  with  mine 
— nerer  compelling  mine  to  bow  down  before  its 
burning  ^ance  in  sweet  and  willing  subjection. 
But  who  save  myself  can  divine  all  which  that 
passionate  countenance  may  convey.  They  may 
give  me  those  brown  curls — ^  the  open  forehead 
lull  of  bounty  brave ;"  but  the  lip»— the  eyes  with 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 


THE  JOUKNEY. 


No  word  of  Goodaun  Doll  yet?*' 


SHAEtrSAKC 

The  reader  cannot  be  supposed,  on  so  slight 
an  acquaintance,  to  feel  much  interest  in  the  for- 
tunes of  the  young  soldier,  who,  some  time  back 
in  this  narrative,  went  forth  to  do  battle  with  the 
rebels  of  Ireland.  There  is,  however,  a  principle 
of  sympathy  very  useful  to  the  young  adTenturer 
in  life,  an  interest  taken  in  his  prosperity,  for  the 
sake  of  those  to  whom  he  is  dear,  which  he  has 
had  no  personal  opportunity  of  exciting  in  his  own 
behalf;  and  on  this  we  presume  in  now  fer  a  little 
changing  the  course  of  the  narradve. 

With  more  management  than  was  perhaps  ne- 
cessary in  a  country  where  there  was  little  chance 
of  miaconstruing  the  nature  of  their  connexion, 
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Captain  Wolfe  Grahame  contrived  to  pilot  him- 
self and  his  companion  through  the  various  towns 
on  their  route,  till  on  the  fourth  day  they  reached 
"  Auld  Ayr."  They  did  not,  however,  at  all 
times  travel  in  company — for  Gideon  almost  every 
night  diverged  into  the  moors,  where  some  little 
thatched  building,  without  chimneys,  constructed 
on  the  model  of  a  farmer's  salt-bucliet,  shewed  a 
Cameronian  place  of  worship,  and  gave  hope  of  a 
neighbouring  cottage  equally  modest  in  appear- 
ance, inhabited  by  some  one  of  his  truly  apostolic 
lirethren.  It  suited  alike  ill  with  Gideon's  devo- 
tional  and  parsimonious  habits  to  sojourn  in  even 
the  humblest  places  of  public  entertainment,  and 
would,  besides,  have  been  a  breach  of  the  customs 
of  his  order.  When  either  ecclesiastical  or  secu- 
lar business  led  them  irom  home  they  had  their 
regular  stage-houses ;  and  never  was  lying  palmer, 
or  bare-foot  friar  more  welcome  at  even-tide  to  the 
chimney -comer  of  franklin  or  yeoman,  than  was  the 
wandering  Cameronian  minister  to  the  ingle-neuk 
of  the  primitive  farmers  in  the  hill-country  of  the 
south-west  of  Scotland.  The  residences  of  the 
regular  preachers  were  necessarily  few  and  far  a- 
part ;  but  lay  members  were,  at  that  time,  scattered 
throughout  all  those  pastoral  districts  at  easy  dis- 
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tances  ;  and  some  pious  and  hospitable  widow,  or 
wealthy  childless  couple,  had  both  a  comfortable 
spence  for  the  man  of  God,  and  a  6am  for  the 
wandering  beggar,  or  humble  travelling  merchant. 
Even  in  families  less  able  to  exercise  hospitality, 
there  was  often  some  ^*  Prophet^s  Chamber,"^  curi- 
ously dove-tailed  into  a  labyrinth  of  wooden-walled 
beds,  which  seldom  wanted  an  occasional  occupant. 
A  shed  and  a  little  coarse  fodder  were  more  grudg- 
ingly bestowed  upon  Jenny  Geddes  and  steeds  of 
her  d^ree,  which,  in  those  times,  were  as  well 
known  on  the  old  drove-roads  in  the  southern 
counties,  as  are  the  short-lived  horses  which  draw 
his  Majesty^s  mail  from  St.  Alban'^s  to  London  at 
the  present  day. 

On  this  kindly  footing,  Mr.  Gideon  was  spend- 
ing an  evening  in  a  muirland  farm-house  ^^  behind 
the  hills  where  Stinchar  flows,^  with  a  grey-headed 
elder  of  his  sect ;  and  when  he  next  day,  by  ap- 
pointment, met  Captain  Wolfe  Grahame  on  the 
coast,  it  was  so  late  that  they  entertained  some  ap- 
prehension of  reaching  their  next  resting  place. 
There  was  sickness  in  the  family  which  Gideon  had 
visited,  and  dissensions  among  the  scattered  flock; 
and  when  the  minister  let  it  be  understood,  that 
he  had  been  detained  by  sympathy  for  the  sick  and 


.  ,»««*■ 


e  s""" 


„«»"' 


*«» 


otW 


Iiott  » 


tfiai 


,  *e  ' 


,  «e'» 


wWM 


« 


J,ie»> 


otW 


iW" 


IVe 


([lent 


h.i"" 


*W' 


„b"V" 


,.«"" 


iOlC! 


^*«'"'"w^M 


*e  » 


,eas« 


«»"' 


M^ 


w^S 


,o\sJ" 


.«!- 


«i« 


fol 


lives- 


tbc 


o»\S' 


«"'°''^;'°m*8« 


..*« 


yoTl- 


■?»'^'.=Vvat4'^^' 


sian*^ 


AiVe 


t\\e 


THE  JovmNxr.  10J 

It  was  a  timome  day^s  jouraey  to  flrahimr ; 
for  Jenny  Greddes  was  a  lady  too  much  accustom* 
ed  to  hare  ber  own  way,  at  all  timet,  to  be  easily 
put  off  it  now;  and  though  he  sometimes  gaTe  her 
a  smadL  or  a  poke,  which  made  her  throw  up  her 
hind  legs  to  theevident  discomposure  of  her  rider, 
she  soon  fell  back  into  her  accustomed  jog-trot. 
So,  by  way  of  pastime,  whenerer  a  piece  of  lefel 
ground  was  met,  Grahame,  and  his  good  steed  8*- 
ladin,  todk  a  youthful  scamper  for  a  mile  or  two  a- 
head,  and  either  waited  for  their  friends,  or  returned, 
welcomed  by  Jenny'^s  amorous  neigh,  lo  announce 
their  mutual  discoveries.  The  last  discoTery 
which  Wolfe  made  before  night-foil  was  unplei^ 
sant  enough— «  skiff  in  the  offing  trimming  her 
sails  to  meet  the  gale,  and  exhibiting  marks  of 
fistreas  and  alarm. 

^  We  are  like  to  have  a  wild  night,  Mr.  Gi- 
deon,*"  said  the  young  soldier,  who  had  rode  baok 
to  join  his  friend.  ^^  I  wish  to  goodness  we  were 
at  that  Crossgates  of  Caberax,  or  whatever  you 
call  it.  I  will  insist  on  your  remaining  there  all 
night  with  me,  notwithstanding  those  hospitable 
friends  all  along  who  entertain  you  every  night  I 
think.     You  must  stay  with  me  indeed.     I  am 
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set  a  man  to  mend  the  theek,  and  have  it  made 
wann  and  water-tight  aboon  the  bed — in  summer 
the  holes  in  the  roof  were  airy  and  pleasant 
enough,)  the  kail-yard,  and  the  gang  o^  the  com- 
mon muhr  for  Jenny,  I  cannot  call  the  liring  o^ 
the  Sourholes  muckle  waur,  communibus  annU^ 
put  the  head  o^  the  sow  to  the  tail  o'  the  grice, 
than  fiye-and-thretty  English  punds.*^ 

This  was  whispered — a  pause  between  every 
emphatic  word-^  a  quite  confidential  style,  Gi- 
deon advancing  his  mouth  to  the  young  man^s 
ear,  and  Jenny  kindly  laying  her  long  dewy  nose 
on  the  proud  neck  of  Saladin,  a  freedom  which  he 
scarcely  appeared  to  reUsh. 

I  have  a  kind  people,*^  continued  Gideon. — 

The  gudewives  have  been  on  me  to  take  a  drop 
tea-water  in  my  loneliness.  Burd*  Xisbeth  has 
given  me  the  trick  o^  that  too— and  to  be  sure  I 
can  weel  aflbrd  it ;  but  for  a  man  like  me.  Cap- 
tain Wolfe,  to  be  pettling  himseP  up  with  delicates, 
while  mony  a  precious  saint  and  puir  thing  want 
a  meltith  o^  bare  porridge,  is  no  to  be  thought  of 
— Make  me  worthy  o^  a^  this  kindness  !  and  forbid 
that  riches  prove  a  snare  to  me  a  second  time  r 

•  Burd — A  lady,  a  damtet 
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"  No  fear  of  that,  sir — I  shall  be  yout  gua- 
rantee," said  Grahame. 

"  I  kenna,  Captain  Wolfe.  Let  him  that 
tliinks  he  standeth  tak'  heed.  I  was  laid  under 
aore  and  dark  temptation  this  very  time  twal- 
nionth,  in  the  shape  of  what  ye  call  a  dmihle  Joe. 
I  had  never  seen  coined  money  o'  the  splendour 
and  value.  It  was  paid  me  in  the  Martlemas 
half-year'tf  stipend.  So  I  laid  by  my  golden  idol 
r  the  kist  coffer,  in  a  horn  snuif-mull ;  and  in  the 
very  watches  of  the  night,  even  upon  my  quiet 
bed,  the  demon  o'  covelousneBs,  Mammon  him- 
seP,  would  put  in  my  head  my  golden  Johannes, 
and  how  I  could  best  put  it  out  to  usury,  and  lay 
anither  and  anither  till't :  but  I  wrestled,  and,  wi' 
the  help  o'  the  Mighty,  prevailed.  I  trust  my 
bank  and  coffer  will  be  my  breek  pouch,  or  some 
puir  widow  wife's  meal  ark  in  a'  time  coming.  I'll 
ha'e  nae  mair  locking  o'  coffers — nae  Tubal-Csia 
wark  in  my  tents." 

The  good  man  shut  his  grey  eyes,  and  appear- 
ed engaged  for  a  minute  in  ejaculatory  thanks^v- 
ing,  for  this  signal  deliverance  from  the  snare  of 
riches,  and  the  power  of  covetousncss.  A  smile 
rose  on  Grahame's  lip — a  half-heaved  sigh  chased 
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it  vmmj  as  be  i<wtrMlfJ  \m  ova  iDibhhim,  aad 
the  knowledge  of  piod  and  erfl  nlmJMil  Vf  eat. 
b^  the  Utter  applet  of  expeiieyee,  with  thepri- 
BiitiTe  sfanplicitj  of  Gideoa. 

With  jom  knora  hoapitaihTr  ind  WoMe, 

I  ooohl  not  ha^e  eoMciYed  joa  yrrrf  rich— «a 
joQ  aniit  indeed  aUov  ne  — > 

^  Hoopitafitj !  little  ID  hrag  o*  in  that  war,  wtf 
Jad  To  gie  a  BMal  of  hiflj  iMnt,  or  a  brat  •* 
aold  dodt  to  a  needr  feikiw-creatnie  that  frib  m 
Bj  war,  in  die  name  of  Him  who  bat  given  ne  oa 
largehr  to  enjor,  is  but  a  sma*  matter.  Captain 
Wolfe.  To  be  sore  msj  aold  gainienu  are«  as  je 
lar,  nae  great  shakes.^— And  be  cast  bis  ere  on  a 
coat  coi^  of  which  erenr  thread  might  be  counted 
withoot  die  aid  of  a  weaTer  s  magmfjii^  gisss 
*^  Bat  this  is  m  j  Idrk  and  caosey  dothes^'^ 

"^  NaT,  I  rather  diink  I  bare  sometimes  seen 
them  Tenr  great  duUses^  said  Grahame,  langb- 

Bat  a  pan,  bowerer  bad  or  good,  fefl  alike  in- 
aocnoas  on  honest  Gideon,  who  nerer  had  die 
most  ^immering  perception  of  a  doable  meaning 
in  any  thii^  be  bad  ever  beard  in  bis  Ufe:  to  the 
joai^  man  weirt  on — ^  I  am  sore  if  joa  9n  not 
hospitable,  I  dan*t  know  who  is — I  have  known 
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you  keep  daft  fulk,  and  Inmiters,  and  beggars, 
about  the  Sourholes  for  weeks  and  months  toge- 
ther— our  friend  Miss  Jacky  Pingle,  for  instance." 

"  Small  thanks  to  me  for  that,  lad ;  wc  were 
auld  stair  neighbours,  as  I  have  aften  tauld  you  ; 
and,  when  her  brain  is  no  a'  the  higher,  she  has 
a  sleight  wi'  her  thimble  and  her  shears  that's 
just  wonderfu'  the  women-folk  and  the  Laird  tell 
mc — for  I'm  an  ignoramus  in  needlework.  In  that 
six  weeks  she  last  sojourned  at  the  Sourholes,  she 
did  as  much  white  seam,  and  embroidery  upon  the 
heels  0'  my  rig-snd-fiir  stockings,  as  would  have 
cost  mc  twenty-pence  sterbng  to  the  school-mis- 
tress o'  Castlehum ;  so  let  us  ne'er  reckon  that 
turn  hospitality- — Wo  are  ready  enough  to  be 
vain-glorious  without  calling  the  keeping  of  puir 
Jacky  Pingle,  (whom  never  a  one  would  take  off 
my  hands  neither,)  by  the  name  of  a  grace  of  dee- 
vine  injunction,  whereby  some  have  entertained 
angels." 

"  I  certainly  do  not  mistake  your  keeping  poor 
Mies  Jacky  for  entertaining  an  angel,"  said  Gr»- 
hame,  laughing  again ;  "  but  I  am  sure,  as  I  eud, 
if  you  are  not  hospitable  I  don't  know  who  is.  By 
the  way,  I  know  of  no  word  in  the  English  language 
more   abused,   or   of  more   ambiguous    meaning 
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than  this  same. — One  hears  of  the  hospitality  of 
the  feudal  chieftain.  I  b^  to  place  it  exactly  on 
the  same  level  with  that  of  the  modern  hospitality 
of  the  candidate  for  parliament ;— so  much  beef 
and  ale, — so  many  balls  and  feasts, — for  so  much 
reputation  to  be  maintained,  or  service  done  or  ex- 
pected.— ^  The  hospitalities  of  the  Whirn^^  (Mr. 
Hutcheon'^s  mansion)  and  such  sort  of  places,  which 
we  sometimes  hear  of,  are  another  spurious  spedet 
of  this  kindly  virtue:— «plendid  entertainments, 
a  sacrifice  to  personal  vanity,  given  in  ostentation, 
and  received,  as  they  deserve  to  be,  with  indiffer- 
ence or  scorn,  by  persons  who  neither  need  nor 
crave  kindness  nor  countenance,  though  they  may 
lack  amusement.  In  a  lower  rank,  the  same  feel- 
ing of  vanity  leads  another  class  of  persons  tofiie 
aU  sorts  of  people,  ardsts,  travellers,  recruiting- 
officers,  players,  and  so  forth — the  wonderful — the 
wild  !  and  this,  forsooth,  must  be  hospitality  !  This 
unfortunate  grace  has  much  to  answer  for,  which 
ought,  in  all  conscience,  to  be  laid  elsewhere.  No 
man,  Mr.  Gideon,  was  ever  yet  a  martjrr  to  this  vir- 
tue, if  exercised  in  its  pure  and  simple  sense.  The 
entertainer  of  the  desolate  and  the  widow,  the  sick, 
the  maimed,  the  blind,  he  who  leads  the  bashful 
unfriended  stranger  to  his  modest  feast,  will  never 
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I  venture  to  predict,  ruin  himself  by  hospitali- 
ty, a  virtue  which,  according  to  some  folks,  fiUs 
half  the  liankrupt  list." 

"  Verily,  there  is  a  smack  of  rationaUty  in  what 
you  say,  Captain  Wolfe." 

"  I  am  sure  hospitality,  if  it  has  a  home  on 
earth,  still  lingers  in  Strathoran  with  you  and  my 
uncle,"  said  Wolfe-  "  I  vow  there  is  more  genu- 
ine kindness  in  the  dinner  he  eo  often  gives  to 
these  poor  devils,  the  Rookston  peripatetic  sur- 
geon, scouring  our  country-side  on  sijcpenny  bleed- 
ings and  shilling  blisters,  and  our  nonjuring  cu- 
rate, with  his  triple  duty  and  quarter  pay,  than  in 
twenty  Lord  Mayors'  banquets,  or  letter-of-intro- 
duction  dinners.  I  leave  him  in  evil  times,  Mr. 
Haliburton :  but  I  trust  a  blessing  will  remain 
on  the  kind  old  soul  that  never  once  sent  a  hun- 
gry heart  from  Iiis  gate.  I  am  sure  if  I  am  not 
a  better  man  as  long  as  I  live  for  having  known 
you  both,  I  deserve  to  be  hanged." 

Upon  hearing  this  suspicious  doctrine,  savour- 
ing indeed  of  ramping  prelacy,  Gideon  girded  up 
his  loins  for  the  polemic  combat,  and  was  about, 
at  some  length,  to  correct  the  young  soldier's  hete- 
rodox notions  of  charity,  mercy,  and  hospitality, 
when  the  youth  called  his  attention  to  the  Btrug- 
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^ag  ti^  yjitk  *  comutmifmg  feimi  at  dtt  nmi 
mm  emMtA  dMM  to  mc  cIimIj.  TIw  ^  cyil 
whoA  had  aD  ^  k^  hoedtd  tke  hfaca, 
loDed  £Ht  down  iqpaa  their  path.  Cape,  aad 
aMi  praMOtarT,  vUdi  had  aU  ^ 

blotted  out;  and  wImm  the  iMUMiea  Hwded the 
dieiteriiig«agie«f  a  tcrecB  of  locksy  thcjvcieat 
OBoe  cipoied  to  ue  wwiiiiggied  fivy  of  the 
pest,  idncfa  one  wOdlj  mahb^  fitm  the 
nhilring  driiiftng  Tspounfipom  tti  wingt,  at  thej 
flqipcd  agaiBtf  the  splintered  difi,  at  whose  base 
the  fbU  tide  was  boiling  awl  lashing.  The  fall 
moatk  was  drifting  on  in  the  heaTcns  thiaqgh  dna 
and  yellow  doiids,  as  if  she  too  had  gone  artray, 
andhadtoHMintain  the  same  straggle  above  which 
the  little  vessel  held  in  the  weltcrimr  tide.-— Ako- 
gEibfa^  the  prospect  was  comfixtless  and  painfiiL 

"^  We  will  have  a  fool  nigh^  Mr  Halibimon. 
The  wind  has  ercr  sone  misrhiff  in  its  head, 
when  it  whistles  liOibakro  at  its  destructire  work 
in  that  way.     Can  you  see  those  poor  souls  yet  T 

Gideon  groaned — ^  Alack  no !  Those  who  go 
down  to  die  sea  in  diips,  and  tee  the  wondert  of 
the  great  deep,  hare  mndi  to  thole  at  well  at  to 
see.  Captain  Wolfe.     Let  as  commit  them  to  Him 
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who  eittcth  on  the  floods,  and  holdeth  the  winds  in 
the  hollow  of  his  hand ;  who  makcth  the  cloud 
their  tabernacle  ! — and  push  on  Jenny  to  Moss- 
brettles  to  Jolin  Fennick's.  He  wones  in  a  slack 
nearby  the  seaside;  and  we  can  hing  out  his  lantern 
to  giude  the  boat  offa  wanchancy  bit  down  there, 
that  has  smashed  many  a  goodly  vessel.  Profane 
folk  name  it  the  De'il's  Saut-backet ;  and  in  very 
deed  I  never  heard  it  get  another  name — so  what 
can  I  ctC  it." 

"  And  very  well  named  too,  sir ;  but  as  I  trust 

these  poor  de that  is  souls,  will  not  be  laid  in 

his  Black  Majesty's  pickle  to-night,  I  shall  push 
on  and  do  what  I  can  with  your  friends ;  and  you 
may  come  up  at  your  leisure  with  Jenny." 

Mightily  did  Gideon  spur  not  to  be  left  behind 
in  the  race  of  humanity,  and  often  did  he  a|x)»;tro- 
phize  Jenny  Geddes ;  but  before  he  reached  the 
Caberax,  a  (ire  was  blazing  on  the  low  point,  and 
Grahame  stood  there  directing  a  group  of  young 
fellows,  all  ready  and  willing  to  obey  his  orders, 
or  from  their  superior  knowledge  of  the  coast  to 
surest  better  expedients. 
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CHAPTER  VIII 


THE  FAEMEE^S  Ha\ 


Teatelling  apostles,  as  well  as  every  other 
description  of  traveller,  are  often,  we  think,  fuUy  as 
miidi  indebted  to  the  fair,  as  to  the  stem  sex,  for 
the  comfort  and  kindness  of  their  reception. 

"  TW  bst  «r  tbe  botrd,  and  tlw  ttat  bj  tlw  ftrt,  *  * 

had  in  Scotland,  time  immemorial,  been  the  pre- 
scriptive right  of  the  ^  Haly-wark  folk  T  End,  no- 
thing  slackened  in  hospitality,  David  Fennick  and 
his  wife  cordiaUy  welcomed  ^^  the  man  of  God  C 
and,  as  he  was  cold  and  wet,  and  could  be  of  no 
nse  whatever  on  the  shore,  laid  hands  of  violent 
possession  upon  him  as  soon  as  he  proposed  going 
Vol.  I.  M 


lyS  ELIZABETH  DE  BRUCF. 

to  join  the  young  men.  Bo  his  clothes  were  changed 
for  dry  and  warm  gannents,  and  he  sat  him  snugly 
down  in  the  chimney-nook. 

If  the  evening  was  rough  without,  its  discomfort 
served  to  enhance  the  cheer^  couthineBS  of  the 
Fanner's  Ha'.  This  kitchen  and  hall — for  it  was 
the  common  room  of  the  numerous  family,  and 
served  for  all  domestic  purposes — was  a  large 
apartment  with  strong,  rough,  stone  walls,  arched 
by  shining  smoky  rafters,  and  furnished  with  a 
wide  canopied  open  chimney.  Through  its  pictur- 
esque intricacies  a  blazing  fire  filling  the  cradle- 
chimney,  liberally  fed  from  the  neighbouring  bog, 
diffused  a  ruddy  lustre,  richer  and  warmer  than  the 
costhest  blaze  ever  yet  shed  through  halls  of  pride, 
by  wax  candles  or  oil  gas.  A  brasen  sconce,  a  few 
bright  copper  utensils,  and  a  iink  well  filled  with 
pewter,  did  more  for  the  apartment  in  the  way  of 
appropriate  decoration  than  mirrors  or  pictures 
could  have  done.  But  the  Ha'  wanted  not  its 
pictures.  In  an  antique,  carved,  oaken  settle  below 
the  chimney  canopy,  discouring  with  his  guest,  sat 
the  grey-haired  patriarch,  clad  in  homespun  muir- 
land  grey,  with  a  softened  bearing  between  the 
stem  old  Covenanter  and  the  "  monarch  of  a 
shed,"  regarding,  with  looks  of  sober  kindness,  his 
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weU-disciplmed  subjects  busy  on  all  sides  of  him 
with  their  aocustomed  tasks  and  duties.  Next  lo 
him  but  lower  in  place,  on  a  tripod  sat  a  little  de- 
cent matron,  (a  maiden  by  the  way,)  his  wife^s 
aont,  carding  wool  to  supply  the  spinning  thrift  of 
David's  blooming  woman-grown  daughter,  who 
merrily  turned  her  wheel,  with  that  subdued  hum 
which  was  the  nearest  approach  she  durst 
make  to  profime  ainging  in  her  finther^s  honoured 
presence.  Sometimes  she  involuntarily  cast  back- 
wards a  quick  and  bashful  gtance  if  a  ttrl  was  heard 
at  the  door  pin,  a  movement  which  as  constantly 
drew  upon  her  the  arch  eye  of  a  boy,  her  younger 
hrother,  who  was  stretched  before  the  fire  conning 
his  Latin  lesson  for  the  next  day.  A  ploughman 
neariy  as  old  and  grey  as  his  master,  was  drivii^ 
hob-nails  into  a  clouted  shoe ;  and  a  little  in  the 
back  ground  the  herd-boy  was  twisting  a  birda 
cage  of  twigs— a  little  boy,  the  Benjamin  of  David's 
old  age,  looking  on  as  the  wonderful  frame  grew 
beneath  the  cunning  right  hand  of  Jock.  A  squab, 
firar-comered,  ruddy,  serving  wench  pounded  away 
in  another  comer,  mashii^  a  pot  of  potatoes  for  the 
common  su]qper  of  the  family,  an  allowance  which 
might  have  fied  a  whole  hfll-side  congregation ; 
and  the  gudewife,  a  comely  well-thriven  matron, 
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many  years  younger  than  her  lord,  ihougli  on  hos- 
pitable thoughts  intent,  superintended  the  whole 
establishment.  A  goodly  and  gracious  show  of 
black  puddings,  hung  to  be  smoked  in  the  chim- 
ney, showed  that  good  things  were  going  ;  for  the 
Mart  was  killed.  And  while  Gideon  and  his  host 
seated  apart — 

reasoMd  bigb 
Of  Providmee,  loie-kiiinrledgc,  will,  ind  bM, 
Fufdfiite— 

the  fate  of  an  eirack  was  sealed,  perhaps  in  honour 
of  Captain  Grahame. 

"  My  worthy  father — ^ye'U  mind  hira  weel,  Mr. 
Gideon,"  said  the  dame — "  had  aye  a  joke,  that 
there  was  a  natural  friendship  and  couthiness  be- 
tween a  black  coat  and  a  black  puddin' ;  and  ye'se 
have  one  to  relish  the  potatoes  this  night  if  it  were 
my  last."  And  she  cast  an  eye  of  pride  over  her 
plentiftil  stores.  This  was  said  in  the  absence  of 
David,  who  had  gone  forth  to  sec  that  the  cattle 
were  propwly  foddered. 

David  was  a  good  deal  of  the  Milton  in  his  do- 
mestic circle.  Except  towards  the  darling  Benja- 
min he  was  indeed  a  very  strict  disciplinarian  with 
all  his  household.  Few  external  marks  of  mirth 
durst  be  shown  in  his  presence;  but  when  he  with- 
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drew  to  his  private  out-door  devotions,  or  to  his 
wooden-walled  dormitory,  there  came  aahour  of  jit- 
▼enile  relazation  to  the  fiunily,  at  which  David 
winked  hard,  as  every  sensible  ab8<dute  monardi 
should  do  who  wishes  to  avoid  open  revolt  among 
his  subjects.  But  peace,  and  plenty,  and  goodness 
were  about  him ;  and  the  whispered  gibe  of  the 
boys  to  their  sister  or  to  the  maid-servant,  and  the 
matron'^s  frequent  whispered  rebuke  of — **  WiU  ye 
no  be  quiet  ? — the  gudeman  will  just  fell  ye  !^ 
shewed  that  genuine  gaiety  of  heart  was  here,  its 
native  spring  uninjured  though  its  expressicm 
might  be  subdued 

While  David  was  occupied  in  littering  hb  cat- 
tle, grumbling  a  little  at  the  protracted  absence  of 
his  son  and  the  younger  fiurm-servants,  who  stiU  fed 
a  bickering  fire  on  the  shore,  Mr.  Gideon  strode 
off  in  that  direction,  guided  by  the  signal  lights. 

The  police  established  along  this  line  of  coast  at 
that  period,  was,  of  necessity,  extremely  vigilant 
and  severe.  The  pernicious  influences  of  that  evil 
time,  which  steeled  the  human  breast  against  its 
kind,  had  even  extended  to  this  region  of  tranquil- 
lity and  comparative  safety ;  and  the  inhabitants 
of  the  Scottish  side  were  disposed  to  view  whatever 
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approached  from  the  opposite  coast,  with  great  diu- 
truBt  and  unreasonable  aversion. 

The  family  of  another  farmer,  wlio,  witli  David, 
was  joint  occupier  of  this  headland  moor,  were  still 
engaged  in  the  latest  harvest-work  of  a  tardy  sea- 
son. During  the  whole  afternoon  of  thi$  tempes- 
tuous day,  this  fanner  had  observed  the  skiif  beating 
about  in  the  bay,  and  conjectured  that  it  had  stolen 
out  &om  some  inlet  on  the  beleaguered  coast  of 
Antrim,  which  perhaps  its  crew  found  more  peril- 
ous than  the  iron-bound  shores  of  the  south-west 
of  Scotland,  and  the  coil  of  waves,  currents,  and 
breakers,  amid  which  they  were  struggling.  The 
£ue  of  the  little  vessel  had  indeed,  for  some  hours 
back,  been  the  object  of  eager  and  agitating  inter- 
est to  the  people  on  the  coast.  Rebels,  murder- 
ers, or  incendiaries  its  crew  might  be — still  they 
were  human,  and  in  this  hour  of  mortal  peril  the 
claim  was  felt  in  all  its  force.  The  presence  and 
exertions  of  Captain  Grahamc  had,  moreover,  by 
this  time  brought  humanity  into  good  fashion ;  and 
though  the  discipline  of  David  FennicVs  house- 
hold did  not  permit  his  womankind  to  roam  abroad, 
there  were  several  females  standing  with  the  group 
which  Gideon  and  David  joined ;  and  their  sympa- 
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thies  were  fully  awakened,  and  had  the  Btnmgctt 
influence  on  those  around  them. 

<<Oh!  if  they  could  leadi  the  Cutter— or  if  the 
Cutter  could  readi  them  T  cried  one  of  the  wo> 
men,  who  watdied  the  labouring  skiff  with  intcnat 
interest^  uttering  stifled  groans  as  the  little  stons- 
tossed  qpeck  was  seen  through  the  opening  spin- 
dnfty  or  swept  finom  riew  by  the  swell  of  the  break- 
ers, and  eqptessing  renewed  hope  as  the  firail 
dung  again  rose  in  sight,  and  gallantly  mounted 
the  ridge  of  the  billow. 

^^  The  Cutter  r  cried  a  man  of  greater  infinr* 
matkm.  ^*  That  would  be  gaun  between  the 
de^il  and  the  deep  sea  wi^  a  witness !  ""Od  they 
may  be  saying  their  neck-yerse  if  the  Cutter  over- 
take them ;  an4  she  has  been  foil  chase  after  them 
since  the  skiff  was  first  seen  aff  the  Scart'^s  Craig. 
It^'s  just-  as  weel  to  be  drowned  I  think,  David, 
at  the  Almighty^s  pleasure,  as  hanged,  drawn,  and 
quartered  by  the  government.^ 

^  Wo  is  me !  wo  is  me  1"^  said  the  female  speak- 
cr— ^  This  is  nae  joking  matter.  Be  they  what 
they  will,  they  are  warm  flesh  and  blood  like  our- 
selves.^ 

**  Ay,  and  soul  and  spirit,  Euphane  r  said  Da- 
vid Fennick — ^^  puir,  sinfo'  perishing  souls  like 
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yourscls,  sirs,  rockiug  and  reriing  on  the  brink 
of  an  eternity,  wliilk  may  be  as  near  to  ua  as  to 
them ;  though  there  appear  to  us  but  a  moment's 
space  and  a  rotten  plank,  between  them  and  the 
fierce  and  fiery  indignation  which  hastens  to  con- 
sume." 

"  Let  us  hope  better  things  for  them,  &iend 
David,"  said  Gideon,  "  baith  for  time  and  for 
eternity.  Is  there  no  balm  in  Gile&d  ?  le  there 
no  Physician  there  ?  1b  there  ilot  hope  for  the 
sinner,  ay,  even  were  the  last  sands  o'  his  glass 
rinniu'  low  ?  How  shall  man,  proud  wonn  !  li- 
mit the  dealing  of  Omnipotence  with  the  immor- 
tal spirits  He  has  called  into  existence  !^ 

Now  to  David's  long  ears  this  sounded  very  like 
false  doctrine;  and  he  delivered  a  pious  speech, 
which  so  stirred  the  "  Old  Adam"  in  the  heart  of 
his  neighbour-tenant  of  the  Moss,  that  he  ex- 
claimed— "  I  wad  rather  hear  the  sugh  o'  the 
south-east  win'  that's  to  blaw  thae  puir  battered 
Irish  deevils  bye  the  De'il's  SauUbacket,  than  a' 
the  peching  and  graining  e'er  was  grained  on  a 
hill-side.^ 

At  this  instant  a  nillian  billow  rushing  m  with 
headlong  fury,  swept  the  little  vessel  on,  till  it  aU 
most  seemed  to  touch  the  &-m  earth  where  our 
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anxious  gnrap  were  MWiblid      The  hUtat  of  the 
fire  danced  and  flaied  on  the  fiMun  j  ciest  of  the 
wave  and  in  the  fiMet  of  the  crew,  ^^"■^H'ny  of 
three  men  and  two  frmalfij  one  of  the  latter— 
strai^  to  sajr ! — hiding  the  bebn.     Wonli  of 
Acer     of  sympathy— of   counsel,  were    eigcrly 
shouted  from  the  hmd  fay  Grahame  and  the  other 
young  men ;  and  ropes  were  actirely  thrown  out ; 
but  the  stme  tremendous  ware  which  had  borne 
the  skiff  onward,  snatched  it  back  in  its  fiearful  re- 
coil, fitf  from  si^t^— for  eror  from  ngfat,  it  was 
feared — and  erery  eye  was  fixed,  and  erery  heart 
shirered,  as  a  ydl  rose  from  some  unseen  drowning 
wretch  orer  whom  the  billows  dosed  for  ercr.  In 
a  few  seconds  the  skiff  rose  once  again  into  new, 
but  with  one  man  short  of  its  original  number. 
Still  the  little  crew  bore  them  gallantly,  with  firm- 
ness and  presence  of  mind,  which  gare  the  specta- 
tors something  of  the  wild  delight  experienced  in 
witnesnng  some  noble  psstime,  in  which  ruffian 
strength  is  matched  against  skill,  conduct,   and 
energy. 

A  signal  gun  was  fired  from  the  sea.  The  flash 
was  seen  distinctly ;  the  report  came  broken  and 
driven  about  by  the  wind. 

''  That's  the  Cutter  still  in  duMe,^  said  Davicrs 
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neighbour.  "  But  the  tempest  will  do  their  busi- 
ncEs.  I  gi'e  them  up.  Come  liame,  lads,  and 
bring  the  ropes  wi'  ye.'' 

*'  O  ye  of  little  faith  !"  shouted  Gideon.  Can 
He  that  let  loose  the  winds  no  stay  them  ?  Is  His 
arm  shortened — is  His  hand  straitened.^  Did 
He  make  the  dry  land  and  not  the  sea  also  ?  Is 
His  time  not  a  good  time .'' — ^is  His  hand  not  8  gra- 
cious hand  ? — Bide  ye  still." 

Another  "  ruilian  billow"  again  tossed  the 
skiff  up  on  its  foamy  mane,  and  then  seemed 
to  gulp  it  down  into  its  tremendous  jaws. 

"  O,  Lord!  of  thy  infinite  mercy  remember 
thy  puir  perishing  creatures !"  cried  Gideon. 
— "  That,  neighbours,  was  a  fearfu'  whomie  !" 

"  Ay  !  that  jaw  gave  e'en  your  faith  a  heisie, 
minister,"  said  David's  profane  neighbour. 

Contrary  to  all  expectation,  a  heavy  shower 
having  somewhat  beat  down  the  fury  of  the  storm, 
the  little  vessel,  once  more  out  at  sea,  was  seen  to 
weather  the  point  round  which  it  had  all  the  af- 
ternoon been  beating.  Grahamc  and  Robert  Feo- 
nick,  an  intelligent  and  active  young  man,  David's 
eldest  son,  and  in  reality  the  most  usefVd  person  of 
the  rural  group,  were  certain  that  they  had  seen, 
in  the  bright  glimpse  of  a  still-wading  moon  the 
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shadcyw  of  itt  little  nunt  ^ureriiig  on  the  water, 
and  that  it  had  gottliioi^  the  fareakcny  and  pan 
the  entrance  of  that  place  which  Gideon  ao  madi 
disliked  to  name.  Otheis  of  the  nnmbcr  at  oonfi- 
dently  predicted  the  inevitable  destination  of  the 
boat  to  be  this  same  DelTt  Sant4iacket. 

WluHrrer  her  fiite  was,  she  was  gone  from  thek 
s^t,  and  the  rain  was  pouring  in  torrents,  so  they 
dispeised,  Mr.  Gideon  going  to  his  friend's  hospi. 
table  hearth,  and  Wdfe  Grahame,  notwithstanding 
David's  kind  if  not  frank  invitation,  to  the  little 
way-side  puUio-honse  where  he  had  left  his  horse. 
David's  dame  had,  in  the  course  of  her  experience, 
often  se«i  a  comfortable  supper  prove  a  very  agree- 
able diversion  of  polemical  discourse.  Not  so  on 
this  evenii^.  The  argument  between  the  learned 
patriarchs  on  the  oaken  settle  in  the  diimney-neuk, 
waxed  hotter  and  hotter,  and  the  black  pudding, 
cMa  and  colder,  to  her  secret  grief  and  open  dis- 
oontcBt.  Monkshaugh  had  often  scornfully  said, 
that  ^  pease  brose  would  please  the  minister  bet- 
ter than  wine  and  wassail  bread,"^  so  that  he  got 
leave  to  ^  preach  owre  his  dish.'" 

Mrs.  Fcnnick,  though  the  bosom  companion  of 
a  self-denying  saint,  had  a  housewife's  natural 
pride  in  her  black,  and  in  her  white  puddings ;  and 
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Gideon  fell  considerably  in  her  good  gracea  from 
this  open  disrespect  to  her  good  things.  Had  he 
sojourned  but  two  days  longer  in  her  frugal  me- 
nage, he  would  probably  have  recovered  this  lost 
ground,  and  gained  the  more  lasting  and  substan- 
tial praise  of  being  "  easily  shot  bye  wi'  his  vic- 
tuals."— As  it  was,  she  cried  "Patience!"  and  turn- 
ed the  puddings. 

The  subject  for  which  her  savoury  messes  were 
on  this  night  permitted  to  freeze,  was  one  which, 
though  foreign  to  our  story,  afterwards  shook  the 
church  of  Sourholcs  to  its  foundation,  and  involv- 
ed the  latter  days  of  its  presiding  apostle  in  much 
trouble  and  turmoil. 

There  was  no  Cameronian  meeting  within  twen- 
ty miles  of  David  Fennick's  dwelling  of  Mossbret- 
tlcs.  The  ancient  adherents  to  this  nommade  faith, 
remained  at  home  on  Sabbaths  and  read  their  bi- 
bles, when  they  could  not  attend  the  public  worship 
of  their  own  sect ;  but  the  younger  members  of 
David's  family,  had,  of  late,  strayed  into  the  neigh- 
bouring parish-church — at  first  covertly,  but  now 
with  less  care  for  concealment.  There  they  had, 
among  other  defilements,  acquired  a  taste  for  a  sort 
of  church-music,  certainly  of  no  very  alluring  kind, 
but  totally  difii;rent  fropi  that  to  which  their  vencr- 
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able  chief  had  been  accustomed.     To  cany  his 
domestic  pUigues  to  the  dimaz,  Orpheus,  assum- 
ing the  disguise  of  a  yeDow  lank  wearer  from  the 
Riccsrtown  of  Kihnamock,  ^^fiwhed  wi*"  a  stamack 
complaint,^  had  rambled  into  the  parish,  and,  in 
widow  Bonalie^s  public,  set  up  an  erening  class 
for  teaching  this  new-fimgled  psalmody.      In  an 
evil  hour  David  was  teased  into  granting  permis- 
sion to  his  children  to  attend ;  and  now,  instead  of 
the  old  reverend  way  of  twanging  out  the  psalm, 
line  by  line,.  ^^  thdr  rants,^  David  said,   **  ran 
straight  on  run-line'" — thus  invading,  in  fact  des- 
tngring  for  ever,  his  immutable  privilege  of  doling 
out  line  by  line,  rather  than  suffer  any  interruption, 
or  suspension  of  theb  own  **  most  sweet  voices."^ 

The  controversy  was  still  novel  to  Gideon ;  and 
we  must  do  him  the  justice  to  say,  that,  notwith- 
standing his  early  prejudices  and  associations  were 
all  on  the  side  of  the  quaint  antique  method  of 
chantii^  the  psalms,  his  naturally  candid  spirit 
and  sincere  understanding  rated  the  subject  at  its 
true  importance;  and  David  found  a  much  less 
sealous  partisan  than  he  had  reckoned  upon. — He 
indeed  took  but  an  indifferent  part  in  the  afflictions 
of  David. 
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"  l8  it  not  written— there  shall  be  line  upon  line  P" 
grinned  David,  the  thin  white  locks  thst  straggled 
over  his  pale  sunken  temples  trembling  in  the  ea- 
gerness of  his  controversial  Keal. — "  What's  your 
opinion  of  that  scripture,  minister  P" 

"  And  is  it  not  written — '  Praise  ye  cojttinunlly 
—make  a  joyful  noise?'"  said  Robert,  the  smiling 
champion  of  St.  Cecilia  and  her  new  lights. 

Gideon  was  smitten  to  the  heart's  core  with  what 
he  boldly  pronounced  this  Pharisaical  wark^ 
"  And  wo  is  mine  !  David,  to  hear  tliis  din  about 
robes  and  phylacteries  taking  place  o  the  weightier 
matters  of  the  law--and  that  in  a  corner  of  the 
vine)'ard  ance  fair  nnd  tlDurishing.  But  I'll  tell 
ye,  gudcmau,  what  has  filled  me  with  shame,  and 
grief,  and  indignation.  In  Glasgow  yonder,  even 
in  kirks  pretending  to  be  reformed,  bands  of  sing- 
ing bairns — they  shame  not  to  call  them  choir»^ 
laddies  and  lassies  lilting  away  at  the  praises  of 
their  Maker, — and  as  if  it  were  an  auld  balland 
or  B  ratt-rhyme ;  and  this  they  call  leading  the 
worship  of  a  Presbyterian  eongregation,  in  the 
most  hallowed  and  heaven-like  exercise  of  praise 
— themselves  a'  dumb  !  If  we  maun  ba'e  a  Po- 
pish preluding,  take  to  the  kist  fu'  o'  whistles  at 
ance,  Robert.     Tinkling  brass  wire,  and  sounding 
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cent,  and  owned  ''  human  Icnr  was  nac  doubt  a 
mean,"  and  melted  into  entire  delight  when  his 
little  favourite  son,  the  rosy,  smiling,  curly-haired 
Davie,  with  a  good  deal  of  kindly  prompting  from 
mother,  sister,  maiden,  and  brother,  in  lisping  ac- 
cents went  through  his  infant  manual,  and  told 
"  Who  made  him,"  and  "  Who  redeemed  him," 
very  correctly. 

"  And  who  was  the  strongest  man,  Davie  ?" 

"  Samson,"  replied  Davie.  "  We  ha'e  a  big 
grey  Samson,  the  cart  aver." 

"  Very  right,  Davie,"  said  Gideon. — "  And 
who  was  the  wisest  man  ?" 

"  Absalom,"  cried  Davie,  undauntedly. 

"  O  fie !"  whispered  the  mother — "  So-Sol-o-" 

"  Solomon,"  shouted  Davie,  triumphantly. 

"  Very  right !" 

"  And  he'll  no  be  four  till  Candlemas  I"  whisper- 
ed the  mother,  aside. 

"  And  who  was  the  meekest  man,  Davie  ?' 

"Job." 

"  Hush,  Davie — fie !"  cried  the  sister. 

"  But  it  was  though — Moses,"  cried  Davie. 
dealing  her  a  playiul  blow,  with  the  petulance  of  a 
spoiled,  lively,  and  clever  child. 
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Old  David  knitted  his  stern  brows  over  this  in- 
fant trick  of  the  carnal  heart  in  his  beloved  child. 

^^  That  was  na  right,  my  little  man,^  said  Gi- 
deon,  in  grave  rebuke ;  and  Davie  looked  alarmed, 
and  with  some  cause.  ^^  But  we  must  make  a  pass- 
over ;  for  puir  Davie  sees  his  fauH.  Think  first 
now — ^what  they  call  the  Gudeman  of  Mossbrettles, 
and  tell  me  ^^  Who  was  the  man  according  to 
God's  own  heart  ?^ 

"  Wee  Davie's  ain  daddy  David,""  cried  the 
cunning  and  affectionate  little  rogue,  throwing 
himself  into  his  father  s  arms ;  and  old  David  in- 
voluntarily kissed  his  brow,  his  grey  eyes  glisten- 
ing, and  after  a  short  fervid  clasp  put  him  hastily 
away,  as  if  ashamed  of  this  emotion  of  natural  af> 
fection. 

^^  Ye  think  me  like  auld  EH,  minister,^  said  he. 
And  he  instantly  walked  forth  to  meditate,  and 
question  of  his  own  relaxed  spirit,  and  screw  up 
his  resolution  to  chastise  wee  Davie. 

The  little  victim  when  invited  to  a  private  con- 
ference in  his  father's  dormitory,  first  had  his  sup- 
per to  eat,  and  then  his  prayers  to  say — and,  finally, 
appealed  to  his  mother,  who,  rebellious  as  her  heart 
was,  durst  not  for  her  life  have  interfered  between 
her  stem  lord  and  his  just  displeasure ;  so  the  poor 
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his  modest  guests  to  chain,  and  stools,  and  tubs 
overturned  to  make  seats,  with  exactly  the  patronis- 
ing feelings  of  a  fine  lady,  who  has  caught  a  fashion- 
able poet  or  singer,  for  the  amusement  of  her  friends 
and  the  eclat  of  her  rout,  and  of  its  celebration- 
paragraph  in  the  Morning  Post  of  the  next  day. 
How  essentially  the  same,  after  all,  aro  the  enjoy* 
ments  of  the  great  human  family,  howerer  their 
external  manifestations  and  their  moral  influences 
may  vary. 

The  seeds  of  poetry  in  Gideon's  character,  were 
not  unfrequently  displayed  in  his  selection  of  a 
portibnof  scripture  to  be  read,  or  of  the  psalm  to  be 
sung.  On  this  night,  from  this  humble  rustic 
group,  a  small  fanner  and  a  few  poor  Scottish  cot- 
ters, from  the  bosom  of  the  barren  moor,  there 
rose  to  heaven,  slowly  chanted  line  by  line,  one  of 
the  most  beautiful  l3rrics  that  ever  was  composed, 
judging  of  it  merely  as  a  literary  composition — 
the  104  Psalm — the  hymn  of  Universal  nature  to 
the  Universal  Creator  !  Far  higher  was  Gideon^s 
standard  of  judging  the  inspired  writings. 

A  simple,  scriptural,  earnest,  and  affectionate 
prayer,  almost  as  comprehensive  as  the  hymn 
which  had  been  sung,  forgetting  no  class  nor 
condition  of  sentient  beings— concluded  the  do- 
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I  mcstic  excrcisi' ;  and   when  the  group  rose  from 

J  their  knees,  Kobert,  David's  ehlest  son,   "  a  noble 

I  peasant,"  grasped  the  minister's  band  and  smd — 

"  Your  ain,  sir,  and  my  father's  auld-fasHoned 

sugbin  out  o'  the  plaintive  Dundee,  and  the  noble 

Martyrs,  dinnel  stronger  on  the  heart-strings  after 

a,'  than  a'  their  crinkum  crankum  new  tunes." 

"  Robert,  my  man,  if  ye  are  led  to  think  sae  it 
vs  weel,"  replied  Gideon.  "  So  grieve  not  the 
grey-haired  man  i'  the  neuk,  whose  soul  has  trav- 
ailed for  the  weal  o^  yours,  ay  wlien  sweet  sleep 
scaled  your  ain  eye-lids.  Keep  ye  by  these  holy 
harmonies,  wi'  wliilk  the  wail  of  the  eurlew  and  the 
plover,  and  the  roar  of  the  linn  ha'e  chimed  in  yon 
brave  day  :  yea,  the  sweet  melodies  that  rose  in 
the  night-watches,  like  myrrh  aud  frankincense 
and  the  rich  spices,  frae  these  very  moss-bags, 
and  coves,  and  cleucha  round  about  us,  whither 
the  red  arm  o'  persecution  had  driven  forth  the 
stout  true  hearts  o'  covenanted  Ayr,  and  favoured 
Gallows' — Ayr,  whose  plants  were  as  an  orchard  \ 
of  pomegranates  with  pleasant  fruits.  Alack !  | 
that  the  canker-worm  should  creep  in — that  they  j 
should  either  dwuie  or  die !""  j 

This  honest  ancestral  eulogy  was  highly  accep- 
table to  every  present  car.  Hut  the  puddings  sinok-     ' 

I A 
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ing  hoc  were  now  scrred  with  the  mashed  poutoe», 
together  with  a  jomm  of  stout,  home-brewed,  har- 
Test  ale,  of  which  Darid  partook  rery  sparingly, 
Robert  and  Mr.  Gideon  with  greater  freedom. — 
Another  hour  passed  in  sober  bat  social  talk  on 
public  and  fiunilj  affiurs.  Gideon  was  {leased  to 
hear  that  his  friend  DaricTs  ^  temporals"  prosper- 
ed, and  that  he  was  willing  and  eager  to  lend  his 
carts,  during  the  winter,  to  drive  stones  for  the 
purpose  of  erecting  a  meeting-house  in  the  ricin- 
ity.  The  honest  man  chose  a  prirate  minute  to 
ccmfess  to  Gideon  his  sinful  yearnings  over  the 
^  bairn,  wee  Davie  C  but  Gideon  slurred  that  of- 
fience  on  the  present  occasion,  and,  in  spite  of  the 
^  carts,"*  rather  warned  his  friend  against  ^  world- 
liness,'^  and  *'*'  coveteousness,**  and  ^*  spiritual 
pride,*"  than  excess  of  natural  tenderness.  From 
these  sins  David  was  certain  that  he  stood  wholly 
clear. 

The  whole  £imilv  now  retired  to  re»t — to  that 
'*  quiet  sleep"    for  which    Gideon  had  prayed — 
that  quiet  sleep  which,  in  the  word»  of  his  petition, 
*  IS  Thy  gift  to  Thy  chosen  ones  !"" 


CHAPTER  IX. 


THE  EXILE. 


Captain  Wolfe  Geahame  declined  the  hos- 
pitality of  MoHsbrettles,  neither  in  aristocratic 
pride  nor  unsocial  feeling,  but  simply  because, 
without  much  vanity,  he  feared  that  he  might  put 
David's  womankind  out  of  their  way,  and  because  he 
was  perhaps  too  modest  to  balance  aright  the  trou- 
ble given  against  the  honour  unparted.  His  hu- 
mility was  rewarded  by  better  quarters  than  the 
external  shows  of  the  wayside  public,  kept  by  the 
Widow  Bonolie  and  her  only  daughter,  warranted 
him  to  expect.  Un  this  evening  they  luckily  had 
no  other  guest.  Over  their  door-post  the  "  ruddy 
lion  ramped  in  gold"  only  for  the  amusement  and 
solace  of  our  friend. 
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Grahame  changed  hia  wet  clothes  for  *^  fitting 
weed  i"  and,  with  the  landlady'^g  cordial  permiMion, 
instead  of  sequestering  himself  in  the  chill  dignity 
of  the  sanded  parlour,  occupied  the  chimney-corn- 
er of  the  kitchen,  which,  in  every  view,  aflfbrded 
metal  more  attractive.  This  apartment  resembled, 
in  most  points,  the  fiunily  room  of  Mossbrettlas, 
except  that  it  was  **  got  up  for  company ."^  Rows 
of  pewter  measuring  pots  of  various  calibre  betok^ 
ened  that  the  vocations  of  the  widow  were  not  whoOy 
agricultural ;  and  a  series  of  rueful  prints,  colour- 
ed in  die  ^^  bold  style,^  illustrative  of  the  ballad 
of  **  Auld  Robin  Gray,^  pinned  round  rough  but 
very  white  walls,  shewed  that  the  feminine  tastes 
of  her  ripe  and  rosy  maiden,  had  not  been  under 
disdipine  so  strict  as  David  Fennick''8.  The  dam- 
sel herself,  occupied  exactly  as  David's  daugh- 
ter had  been,  with  a  brisk  and  merry-going  spin- 
ning-wheel, held,  at  the  same  time,  on  her  knee,  a 
huge  stitched  bunch  of  ballads,  for  which,  we  think, 
the  Roxburgh  Club  would  have  given  their  weight 
in  gold. 

The  jolly  Widow  Bonalie  was  none  of  the 


**  Bigots  of  the  iron  time, 

Who  hdd  the  tuneful  art  a  crime.*' 
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"  Ye'll  he  frae  the  Port,  Captain,"  was  her  ad- 
dress to  Wolfc,  with  whiisc  style  a  landlady's  pecu- 
liar industry  had  made  her  acquainted. — "  Awfii' 
doings  amang  the  croppies  !  they  say;  but  the  Irish 
were  aye  a  wanrestfii'  generation.  Randy  rinthere- 
outs  hawking  this  country — a  perfect  cess  and  har- 
riemcnt  on  a  widow-woman  in  a  public  line. — It's 
but  like  ten  minutes  sin''  the  supervisor  and  twa 
Shirra  maircs  were  here,  booted  and  spurred,  het  fit 
atUr  some  of  thac  clanjamphrey  that  were  whom- 
mcUing  about  in  the  bay  this  aftemuun.  I  daur 
to  Bay  the  de'il  has  gotten  his  ain  out  o'  them  by 
this  time ;  for  this  has  been  a  judgment-like  even- 
ing. 1  mind  scarce  the  like  of  it  since  the  Windy 
Wodensday,  which  tirled  the  roof  aff  this  house — ■ 
and  grand  Irish  gentry  wi'  us  no  twa  days  there- 
after." 

"  That  must  have  been  a  memorable  night  over 
Scotland,"  said  Grahamc ;  and  the  spinning  dam- 
sel, from  some  association,  burst  into  song : 

"  Wild  btcw  the  itiiid  dd  llul  nrii  tiight, 

"  And  wililn  bml  the  riila  ; 
■'  Awl  «tiU  on  its  imun  caiDe  the  dwp,  deep  gcwn 
"  Of  tbit  Udye  iu  her  li«>ut-pun, 

'•  Of  thai  ladje  ill  her  iiomil-pin." 


ind  this  is  one  of  vour  ballads,' 
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cried  Wolfe,  ^nifrlnag  the  boadi  horn  ha  lap  with 
little  ccTcaMMiT. 

^  £b  M,  or  r  cried  the  vidow,  whowM  deep. 
hr  engaged  in  the  i«foun  BTttcfiei  of  the  frji^- 
pm. — **  Jean  learned  that  firae  ane  Besi  Slanay, 
a  Irish  homcr-wife  that  havks  this  cmiatn. — It*t 
iboitt  aome  anld-vaiU  Edinburgh  doings  •*  felk 
nov  ftfacir  caold  grare. — But  hefe*t  a  better 


^  Gudevife:,  je  onefl  veil,"  said  GrahaBe,  try- 
ing to  recorer  hitrlf 

^  At,  and  tacte  better, — 6o  drav  tc  in.  Cap- 
tain,  and  make  a  comfortable  meal  o'  tout  aa 
oountrr  Tivres. — Here's  ham  and  ecjri — nev  laid 
cggi ;  fiir  ve  ken  Christmas  is  docking-maas— and 
that's  no  hat  tS-^^nd  mealr  potatoes  (bikii^  like 
the  honer-comb— and  powdered  batter  and 
ed 


^  Admirable  T  interrupted  Grahame. 

^  Had  I  bat  kenned,  it  should  hare  been  a 
stored,  reekii^  hovtovdie  for  Tour  sake;  far  I 
«nce  6av  jour  unde  Monkshaogh,  riding  the 
Ayr  drcuiu  a  little  gentv  mannie,  wf  cheeks  like 
blush  roses,  and  a«  trim  as  if  he  had  cooie  out  €4 


The  landladT  had  indeed,  in  humble  phrase. 
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put  her  best  foot  foremost ;  and  the  young  soldier 
did  a  traveller's  justice  to  her  genial  cheer.  She 
saw  that  he  appeared  perfectly  satisfied,  and  be- 
gan, as  is  usual  in  those  cases,  to  make  numerous 
apologies.  Self-justification  as  determined,  would 
have  been  inevitable,  had  he  expressed  the  small- 
est discontent  nith  any  part  of  her  arrangements. 

"  With  the  shortest  blink  o'  notice,''  said  she, 
'*  I  could  make  ony  reasonable  gentleman  perfect- 
ly comfortable ;  but  we  seldom  get  a  ca'  here  but 
frae  drovers  and  jockeys,  (though  indeed  the  car- 
riers halt  here,)  and  sic  like  graith,  gaun  to  the 
Ayr  and  Dumfreish  markets.  But  I  ne'er  yet 
saw  a  real-bom  gentleman  ill  to  please,  if  he  saw 
gude  will — I  speak  na  of  the  gentleman  thafs 
made  by  the  tailor  and  the  braid-claith.  Nae 
higgling  wi'  the  real  gentleman  about  an  honest 
widow-woman's  fair  lawin,  or  hingin'  on  for  twa 
or  three  bawbies  o'  change  back  o'  a  sca'ed  crown- 
piece.  To  be  sure  I  ha'e  seen  them  bait  their 
cattle  here — they  ne'er  light  down — gentlemen 
and  noblemen  baith,  ye  wadna  ea'  out  o'  your 
kale-yard.  But  mak'  your  supper  now ;  this  is 
a  real  ewe-milk  kebbuck  :  I  question  if  the  gude- 
wife  o*  Mossbrcttles  has  the  better  o't,  wi'  »'  her 
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The  prondenl  hostess,  miVer  a  good  deal  of  pre^ 
limiiuury  bustle,  next  drew  from  its  place  of  con. 
cedment  in  the  heart  of  an  inunense  suspended 
bundle  of  yam,  a  small  stone  jar  or  graybeard^ 
which  she  pronounced  as  sound,  auld,  pine-apple, 
Jamaica  rum  as  ever  sparkled  to  moonshine. 

^^  It  smells  like  the  clow  gilliflowers  through  the 
hottse,'^  said  she,  snuffing  up  the  <  rich  distilled  per- 
fume/ ^  It's  but  at  Pasdi  and  Yule,  and  hi^ 
times,  this  is  produced.  Captain ;  but  the  best  in 
my  house  is  little  enough  the  night^ 
Nerer  paid  duty,  I  dare  say.**" 
Ye  may  swear  it ! — but  little  comes  our  way. 
The  supervisOT  chield  who  was  here  this  night, 
instead  of  watching  the  Croppies^  landing,  as  he 
should  in  duty  do,  keeps  hounding  his  pack  o' 
riding  offishers  after  the  puir  industrious  boddies 
wha  bring  us  a  drap  fne  Arran,  or  up  frae  the 
Troon,  wi"*  muckle  risk  baith  to  purse  and  person. 
The  goTemment,  I  whiles  think,  is  no  a  hait  better 
than  in  the  persecuting  times.  Troth,  it's  very 
hardr— 

*'*'  That  the  king  won't  allow  his  industrious 
subjects  to  cheat  him  unmolested,"  replied  Wolfe, 
laughing;  and  adding  his  acknowlodgmentfi   for 
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the  manifold  kindness  heaped  upon  him,  to  which 
indeed  there  appeared  no  end. 

"  Do  ye  mix  with  loaf  or  raw.  Captain  ?  The 
supervisor,  he  uses  loaf — but  our  minister  pre- 
fers the  raw,  whilk  he  says  makes  the  malmiest 

Grahame,  from  goodr-natured  attention  to  the 
feelings  of  his  olliciously-kind  landlady,  fell  upon 
the  happy  device  of  making  his  sherbet  with  both 
sorts  of  sugar;  so  that  to  her  dying  hour,  in  ad- 
vising her  customers,  a  liberty  which  she  invaria- 
bly took,  in  addition  to  her  old  preeedents  of  the 
super^'isor  and  the  minister,  she  added,  or  "  Cap- 
tain Grahame  de  Bruce's  way — he  aye,  in  this 
house,  drank  half-and-half-" 

The  jolly  beverage  being  comjKiunded  to  the 
taste  of  all  parties  interested,  the  ladies  accepted 
their  modest  share,  and,  with  a  pledge  to  herself, 
Wolfe  Grahame  drank  "  a  good  husband  to  the 
landlady's  bonnie  dochter." 

Jean  stooped  her  head,  and  wet  her  flax  with  a 
pouting  lip,  the  matron  hemmed:  and  an  agreeable 
atfectatiun  of  dcmureness  struggled  with  the  smile 
which  naturally  overspread  both  their  faces. 

"  It's  lang.  Captain,  to  the  saddling  o'  a  foal," 
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quoth  the  landlady.  **'  Time  eneuch  for  Jean  to 
think  6"  that  daft  nonsense — to  be  sure  her  looks 
are  no  her  warst  fau^t.  But  as  I  tell  her  often, 
^  Beauty^s  but  skin-deep,  vertu  goes  to  the  bone/ 
Nae  doubt  the  great  folk  o^  Mossbrettles  wad 
think  their  rantin  Robin  thrown  away  on  a  host- 
ler-wife''s  dochter.  Set  up  the  gudewife''s  bit  pride 
because  her  brither^s  a  placed  Burgher  minister  ! 
Let  them  keep  their  lad,  and  I^ll  mainteen  my  lass. 
If  she  had  her  mither'*s  spunk  she  wad  ne'^er  look 
the  airt  he  gangs — though  I  daur  swear  our 
gudschirs  were  much  of  a  muchness.'" 

"  O,  whisht  now,  mother  !^  implored  Jean. 
Grahame  thought  Robert  Fennick  a  manly,  ac- 
tive, fine-looking    fellow,    and    Jean   Bonalie    a 
comely,  decent,  young  woman  ;  but  he  was  a  most 
unfortunate  person  in  family  quarrels  and  delicate 
arrangements  of  all  kinds ;  so  with  (for  him)  an 
uncommon  degree  of  prudence,  instead  of  running 
headlong  a  tUt  among  the  nonsensical  squabbles 
of  the  Widow  Bonalie  and  her  neighbours,  he 
kept  perfectly  quiet.     He  had  in  rural  neighbour- 
hoods and  Irish  country  quarters,  in  affairs  of  pre- 
cedence, often  given  mortal  offence  through  sheer 
ignorance  ;  and  he  resolved  to  avoid  this  in  future. 
He  however  paid  Robert  the  compliment  to  which 
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)ie  t)iought  Itim  entitled ;  and  Jean  raised  a  mois- 
tened and  grateful  eye.  The  matron  herself  ex- 
pressed no  dissent ;  and  the  conversation  reverted 
to  the  safer  channel  of  public  events,  and  the 
many  tales  of  fire,  murder,  and  rapine,  which  every 
chance  traveller  from  the  opposite  shores  brought 
to  the  CrofiBgates  of  Caberax.  With  such  bloody 
and  tragic  narratives,  the  Lass  of  Loch  Ryan,  and 
a  few  other  ballads,  which  Jean  sang  with  a  decent 
degree  of  rustic  coquetry,  the  hour  passed ;  and 
when  all  failed,  the  widow  had  recourse  to  the  fa- 
mily library,  which  she  fugged  out,  partly  from  the 
window-shelf,  but  principally  from  some  shelves 
hung  within  the  wood-enclosed  family  bed,  accom- 
panied by  a  verbal  catalogue  raisonnc'e. 

"  This  ia  The  Cloud — a  bonnie  cloud  o'  stourc 
it  rises" — and  she  rubbed  the  dusty  volume  upon 
her  apron.  It's  a'  about  bluidy  IMackingie,  and 
Claver'ae,  and  the  persecuting  times ;  and  this  is 
The  Hind  Let  Loose;  and  Pedcn's  Prophecies:  he 
was  a  dreadfu'  divine — my  gudcdame  ance  heard 
htm  preach  at  the  Kens,  but  the  Mossbrettles 
folk  think  we  are  a'  publicans  and  sitmers,  and 
ignoramuses,  but  themselves.  And  this  is  Godly 
'Lizbcth  West's  life — Take  pattern  by  her,  Jean, 
.wham  neither  master  nor  mistress  could  keep  from 
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mTdlii^  the    country  after   ordiiuuiccs!     And 
thiu^s — let  me  see— George  Buchanan,  and  God- 
ly Samuel  RutherfonTs  letters    a  gay  queer  hand ; 
and  that^s  Blind  Harry,  and  Patie  and  Roger — I 
ance  kenned  their  stories  weel;-^ut  my  memory  is 
dean  gone,  sir,  an  it  binna  for  the  score  o^  the 
liquor  when  I  ha>  companies ;  and  this  is  Robbie 
Bum§j  a  fiurii^  nae  doubt  frae  Mossbrettles^  Rob 
to  our  doditer.     But  ye  seem  to  like  that  better  ? 
We  ne^er  could  make  out  that — It^s  a  sealed  book  ! 
It  was  left  by  the  Irish  gentry  in  this  house,  just 
at  the  Windy  Wodensday  time— a  weary  time  it 
was  !     I  was  laid  up  o"  Jean  there — the  roof  was 
aff  the  house    the  gentles  were  in  it — the  gude- 
man  was  camstairy — and  the  cow  was  calving.    Na, 
if  ye  can  make  it  out,  just  put  it  in  your  pouch. 
It  is  useless  to  us,  e^en  though  we  do  get  Rob  Moss- 
brettles  for  our  gudeson.*" 

^  Tuts,  now  mother  r  said  the  girl  once  again. 

It  was  a  beautiftil  small  copy  of  the  **  Jerusalem 
DeUrered,'^  in  the  orignal  Italian,  printed  in  Pa- 
ris, and  bearing  the  name  of  *^  Aileen  O'Connor, 
Castle  Connor,*^  written  in  a  delicate  female  hand. 
This  was  another  gleam  of  that  WillV^he-wisp, 
which  had  from  time  to  time  danced  before  Wolfe 
Grahame. 
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"  If  I  could  exchange  with  you,"  said  Grshame  ; 
and  his  gold  piece  was  tendered,  repulsed,  and  ac- 
cepted ill  dumb  shew ;  for  a  smart  knock  came  to 
the  door,  which  was  promptly  answered  by  the 
dame''s — "  Wha's  there  ?" 

This  produced  the  expected  response  of  "  A 
friend,  gudcwife — open  the  door." 

"  I  open  nae  doors  to  friends  that  travel  bo  late 
at  e'en," 

"  But  we  have  lost  the  road." 

"  Weel  ye  maun  just  Hnd  it  again." 

"  There's  a  lady  and  a  gentleman  both  dropping 
wet. — There's  a  good  wife — open  the  dure. — We'll 
pay  ye  handsomely  and  not  trouble  ye  long.  We're 
for  Mossbrettles,  and  want  a  lantern  and  direc- 
tion." 

"  Oh,  open  mother !"  implored  -lean. 

"  Haud  your  whisht! — If  there  be  a  lady  let 
her  speak : — what  ken  I  how  mony's  o'  your  randy 
gang?" 

A  low  muttering  consultation  was  heard  with- 
out.    "  She's    a  dumb  lady — dafc  and  dumb." 

"  Deaf  and  dumb ! — There  comes  nae  dumb  led- 

dies  here.     If  ye're  for  Mossbrettles  haud  round 

the  snout  o"  the  Gallows^-hill — I  daur  say  you 

have  rubbed   shouthers   wi'   it  afore  now — then 

1 
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through  the  slack,  and  that  will  take  you  to  Kil- 
whonnel — and  sjrne  keep  straoght  fbret,  and^ — 

^  Open  the  dure,  ye  baste,^  was  again  shouted 
fiirth  in  the  angry  accents  of  Kerry.  ^^  Shure  we 
could  with  one  keek  lay  it  on  its  broad  bade,  and 
newer  a  thanks  to  ye.  Is  this  a  night  to  lare 
Christians  bawling  without,  taking  the  cowld  in 
their  mouths  .^ 

^*  Had  you  not  better  afford  these  poor  trar- 
ellers  shelter.  The  night  has  indeed  been  horri- 
ble", said  Wolfe. 

The  dame,  who  appeared  to  enjoy  the  parley, 
nodded,  as  if  to  say,  **  Leave  me  to  manage"— and 
screamed—"  Christians  !  Donaghadee  Christians, 
nae  doubt  P" — 

"  From  Newton-Stewart  then  in  truth — and 
never  a  word  of  a  lie :  little  good  it  would  do  me 
with  one  so  ^cute  as  yourself.  Mistress  Bonalie. — 
So  open  the  dure  like  a  raisonable  Christian  sowl. 
Shure  you  know  me,  Bess  Slattery.  Many  is  the 
mug  and  pan  I  sowld  ye,  and  ballad  and  boddice- 
Isce  for  your  purty  girl ;  and  always  found  ye  a 
raisonable  landlady." 

The  name    of  Bess   Slattery    operated   like 
^  Open  Sesame"  upon  our  hostess,  who  at  once 
reoogniied  that  "  wandering  voice "    The  door 
Vol.  I.  o 
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cautiously  gave  way,  and  forward  stalked  the  speak- 
er, a  tali,  termagant,  weather-beaten  harridan,  in  x 
ted  cloak,  and  a  ruaty,  crumpled,  black  silk,  Elouch- 
ed  bonnet  tied  down  under  her  chin  with  a  red 
chequered  handkerchief.  She  was  followed  by  a 
squab,  truculent  looking  fellow,  on  whose  ann 
another  gigantic  female  leaned,  though,  to  say 
truth,  she  appeared  to  have  small  need  of  socb 
support. 

"  Have  ye  company  ?"   cried  the  first  BpeakCT, 
starting  back  on  seeing  Grahamc.     The  persons 
behind  instantly  shrunk  back  into  the  shadow  ofthe 
door ;   and  the  dumb  female  hastily  adjusted  her 
mantle  in  raufflmg  folds  about  the  lower  part  of 
her  face.     Already  had  Grahamc  recogniied  the 
helms-woman,  who,  in  the  midst  of  danger  and 
alann,  had  so  dauntlessly  steered  the  little  skiff 
These  were  the  fiigitives  from  Ireland ;  and  with 
a  strong  feeling  of  compassion,  which  he  took  u 
time  to  analyze,  he  stepped  forward,  and  begged  ^1 
the  dripping  strangers  to  approach  tlic  fire ;  and  u 
detailing  the  brief  history  of  the  night,  tacitly  cmd-  *« 
municatcd  the  extent  of  what  he  supposed  tlidr**!^*'  * 
danger.  ^«^^ 

The  dumb  person,  as  if  feeling  confidence  from ''  *    •* 
the  frank  courtesy  of  the  stranger,  stepped  forward,  ^*  ^"^ 
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serve's  and  keep  U8 ! — but  she  has  an  ee  in  her 
head,  as  dark  and  Iiow  as  the  vizzying  hole  in  an 
auld  castle  postern  door. — She  surely  does  nae 
hew  me  ?" 

•'  One  of  my  poor  uncle's  tang  Irish  madams" — 
thought  Wolfe,  with  a  smile — "How  the  good  soul 
would  stare  !"  and  he  b^an  to  feel  some  anxiety 
for  the  whole  group  taking  their  departure,  as  he 
was  at  no  loss  to  perceive  that  the  dumb  gentle- 
woman had  ears  quick  enough,  and  arms  befitting. 
— The  raised  anxious  look,  the  start  on  the  slight- 
est movement,  tlie  instinctive  clutch,  as  if  at  a  fa- 
miliar weapon,  all  told  one  tale  of  alarm,  danger, 
flight,  and  guilt.  "  Shure,  and  shure,  I  tould 
ye  the  lady  was  dumb,"  said  Rouge-mantle,  sullen- 
ly, in  reply  to  Widow  Bonalie's  query. — "  Lend 
me  a  blast  o'  the  cuttie-pipe ;  and  get  us  a  morsel  of 
supper,  and  well  be  oft'  for  Mossbrettles. — Those 
who  ask  no  questions  will  be  told  no  lies.  In  the 
meanwhile  have  you  ne'er  a  dhrop  o'  brandy  ?— 
Fill  it  up — a  pint  would  not  touch  lier  when  ibe 
blood  is  up." 

Both  females  swallowed  a  goodly  portion  of  the 
ardent  fluid,  and  Rouge-mantle  made  her  reveren- 
ces to  Grahame ;  and,  in  doing  so,  gave  a  sudden 
start,  which  might  have  made  another  spill  the 
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liquor.  It,  however,  only  impelled  it  more  rapidly 
over  her  throat ;  and  then,  with  eager  gesticulation 
and  muttered  Irish  speech,  she  drew  her  dumb 
companion  into  the  inner  room. 

^  I  ken  na  what  to  mak'  o'  thae  cattle** — ^whia- 
pered  the  widow  to  her  first  and  fiivourite  guest. 
^^  Bess  though  a  ramping  wild  limmer,  has  some 
good  about  her ;  and  I  wad  na  be  fain  to  tarry  on 
this  road-side  and  thraw  her  humour.  On  the 
other  hand,  the  supervisor  is  so  sharp  about  whom 
we  harbour,  as  if  poor  victuallers  wha  have  to  pay 
stent  and  rent,  tax  and  burden,  can  be  chary  o^ 
wha  are  their  customers."" 

*'  Perhaps  this  is  just  a  dumb  woman,^  said 
Grahame.     "  They  have  always  a  wild  look."* 

**  Conscience !  she  is  a  gnisome  ane ! — But  the 
want  o^  the  tongue  must,  to  a  woman  body,  be  a 
sore  bereavement.  It  is  an  unruly  member  no 
doubt ;  but  if  I  wanted  my  whirligig,  I  might 
lock  the  door  and  throw  away  the  key — for  irae 
mom  to  night  I  find  use  for  it. — But  whisht  !^ — 

"  It  is  he,  I  tell  you — I  know  him  well.  I 
have  known  him  since  he  was  cock-bird  height,^ 
Rouge-mantle  was  heard  to  say,  in  that  clear  au- 
dible whisper,  which  is  more  distinctly  heard  at  a 
disunce  than  the  loudest  tones  of  ordinary  speech. 
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Some  muttering  in  Irish  followed,  and  Bess,  re- 
turning to  the  kitchen,  told  the  young  girl,  that 
the  dumb  lady  wished  to  tell  her  her  fortune,  and 
the  Captain  his  fortune,  whichever  chose  to  attend 
her  first. 

"  Let  the  Captain  tak'  the  first  turn,"  said  Jean, 
withafrightened  giggle;  and  in  one  minute  Wolfe 
was  in  the  inner  apartment  alone,  by  the  side  of 
the  stranger. 

The  fugitive  silently  locked  the  door,  and  ap- 
proaching him,  said  in  an  energetic  voice,  and  with 
impassioned  gesture.  **  You  know  me — you  know 
that  I  am — an  Irishman — a  fugitive — on  whose 
head  a  price  is  set — proscribed,  hunted,  guilty,  or 
so  called.  You  are  the  kinsman  of  John  de  Bruce : 
— he  was  my  friend  ! — I  am  in  your  power.  Is  it 
your  wish  to  spare  what  the  sword  and  the  tem- 
pest have  spared — the  life  which  misery  makes 
worthless  ? — or  to  give  me  up  to  the  blood-suck- 
ers ? — Think  of  it  well.  She  who  has  lain  in  your 
lK>som — my  blood  is  blushing  in  her  cheeks !" 

Wolfe  was  too  much  overcome  by  the  tumult 
of  his  feelings  to  reply,  save  by  a  broken  exclama- 
tion of  wonder  and  doubt. 

"  You  doubt  my  truth,  then  !"  cried  the  stran- 
ger, impatiently  stamping,  his  lip  quivering  in  pas- 
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sion. — ^^  Your  doubu  are  destructioii.  Hark  I  I 
hear  the  tread  of  their  retumiiig  horset! — Let  me  at 
least  die  as  I  have  lived — a  man  r  With  a  small 
dagger  or  stiletto,  which  had  been  concealed  aboat 
his  breast,  he  cut  away  the  female  weeds  which  dis- 
guised him,  tore  off  his  muffling  frontlet  and 
head-gear,  and  stood  forth  in  the  close-fitting  green 
vestments  which  were  then  the  uniform,  the  badge 
of  rebellion — a  man  in  very  deed ! 

^^  Ay,  a  man  every  inch  of  him  r*  said  Rouge- 
mantle,  who  claimed  admission  to  announce,  in 
eager  whispers,  the  trampling  of  the  horses,  which 
his  own  quick  ear  had  heard  a  second  or  two  ear* 
lier.  Her  dark  eyes  flashed  with  momentary  de- 
list as  she  saw  her  companion  restored  to  himself. 
''  What  am  I  to  believe  ?^  said  Wolfe. 
"  Believe  what  you  please,  sir,''  returned  the 
stranger,  haughtily. 

^^  Your  tale  is  wild  and  improbable ;  but  it  is  as 
certain  that  your  personal  danger  is  great  and  im- 
minent.— Tell  me  what  I  can  do  consistently  with 
my  honour  as  a  man  and  a  soldier,  and  command 
me." 

^^  Lend  me  your  military  great-coat  to  cover 
this  unhappy  garb." 
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"  Then  don't  call  it  so. — God  bless  the  merry 
green!"  said  Rouge-mantle,  with  enthusiasm. 

"  Pass  me,  if  needful,  for  your  friend  travelling 
to,  and  not  flying  from  Ireland.  Yes,  I  will  return. 
The  lion  should  fall  by  the  mouth  of  Ills  den — 
nobly  at  bay — not  skulking  and  doubling  like  the 
felon  fox  only  to  secure  his  own  wretched  life." 

"  Impossible !"  replied  Grahame.  "  But  take  my 
coat, — my  purse, — my  horse. — Here  is  a  way" — 
and  he  pulled  up,  by  main  strength,  the  rusty  bolt 
which  held  to  a  small  lattice.  "  I  pledge  myself 
to  hold  the  door  against  a  hundred  till  you  gain 
the  open  moors ;  and  there  is  room  enough  iu  Scot- 
land." 

"Thenyau  shall  go,  O'Connor,"  said  Rouge- 
mantle. — "  Have  I  not  purchased  the  right  of 
speaking  to  you  ?" 

"  If  you  wish  to  prove  your  truth,"  said  Wolfe, 
"  tiy  to  wait  for  me  near  the  rude  obelisk,  whence 
a  path  strikes  from  the  high-way  down  to  the  shore ; 
and  assuredly,  within  llie  hour,  I  will  be  with  you 
for  good  or  for  evil. — Let  me  hope  for  good." 

The  trampling  sounded  faster  and  nearer :  Gra- 
hame rushed  to  the  house-door,  and,  in  a  whisper, 
intimated  to  the  landlady,  the  danger  and  impro- 
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priety  of  the  dumb  person  being  disoovered  on  her 
ffnsmiaes.  Meanwhile  he  locked  the  door  inside, 
and  put  the  key  in  his  pocket  The  butt  end  of  a 
riding-whip  thumped  hollow  against  the  door. 

^  Keep  them  in  parley,"^  whispered  Grahjune, 
and  flew  back  to  the  stranger. 

^  A  barley  there  !*"  shouted  the  widow,  taking  her 
cue  at  once.  ^^  Irish  scoundrels !  knocking  on  an 
honest  widow-woman^s  door,  as  if  ye  wad  drire 
down  the  house. — If  I  see  the  blessed  morning  the 
supervisor  shall  hear  o'  this  assault  and  blattery.*^ 

Wolfe  found  the  fugitive  already  gone.  Mis- 
tress SUttery  was  probably  trained  to  rapid  toil- 
ettes,  for,  in  an  inconceivably  short  space  of  time, 
she  luid  thrown  off  her  mantle  and  head-gear, 
torn  a  cap  of  the  landlady's  from  a  curtain,  flung 
all  her  fugitive  firiend's  discarded  weeds  about  her 
own  person,  and,  tucking  this  aggregation  of  wet 
drapery  under  her,  squatted  down  in  the  chimney* 
comer,  seized  her  labouring  oar,  smoked  her  pipe, 
and  alternately  sung  that  elegant  and  loyal  ditty*- 

''  Ye  croppic*  of  Dablin  Ibidjt  take  care. 

For  je're  rery  wdl  known  bjr  the  cut  of  yoar  bair.** 

The  man  who  appeared  much  less  au  fait  to  such 
movements,  she  ordered  asleep  at  once. 
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"  Be  about  us ! — and  was  it  you  a'  the  time, 
supervisor  ?"  cried  the  widow,  with  well  affected 
astonishment,  opening  her  door. — "  To  keep  you 
cooling  your  cutes  at  my  door  ! — But  what  will  ye 
tak'  ?  This  is  Captain  de  Bruce  Grahame,  boune 
for  Ireland  to  quell  the  croppies,  and  ^veus  peace 
o'  them." 

The  gentlemen  exchanged  salutations. 

"  A  damned  scamjier,  Captain,  I  have  had  after 
the  rebel  rascals  along  shore  there.  I  have  had 
up  all  the  household  of  Kilwhonnel  and  Mossbret- 
ties  for  examination." 

"  Od,  ye  was  right  to  gar  auld  David  say  his 
carritch,"  rejoined  the  widow,  laughing.  "  He 
likes  weel  to  targe  ither  folk  on  theirs." 

"  There  can  be  no  doubt  but  their  boat  has  gone 
to  flinders.  The  herring-pond  has  saved  govern- 
ment a  half-crown  tow.  I  must  have  acted  valet 
to  this  scoundrel  myself  had  we  nibbed  him, — It 
would  have  been  a  special-commission  job." 

Grahame  could  not,  at  this  instant,  summon  for- 
titude to  make  the  inquiries  which  trembled  on 
his  tongue ;  scarcely  could  he  compose  his  coun- 
tenance to  a  decent  show  of  indiffcrcnce- 

"  Eh  ! — What — ^how  is  this .?  Surely  your 
lamb's  blond  is  still  lying  near  your  heart,  Luckie, 
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if  yoQ.  keep  jcvr  imiImu 

tfe  oCccr  wfandcd  as  he  bnfcrf 
HiHiii  iiwiily ;  aad  ■  fw Wd  the 
fiMi  the 
joa  there !     ShsqTs  the 

^  The  reek— ifae  weaij  reek,*  aid  the 
^  It  wiD  Boc  lesre  sd  ee  in  bt  head  md 
■T  hits  o*  firailim  as  jeDw  at  a  gale's  ic     Ye 

I  vQl  hare  that  hna  head  hwkcd  at.* 
^  O  !    is  that  it  ?     Well,  let  us  fee  what  Toe 
hare  got  tor  us  after  our  cool  ride.     What  do  joa 
prcfier.  Captain  Grahame  ? — What  has  this 
broo^it  Ton  in  his  creels* — touching  the 
sleeper  with  the  end  of  his  whip,  and  profaahhr  tak. 

ing  him  tar  a  ***"gg^^ 

^  I  hare  afaeadj  ended  bt  potations,  sir,"  said 
Grahame,  rather  hanghtihr. 

M  O  !     ao    and  in  odd  company  enough  too." 

^  I  nHiiin  here  fiir  this  night,  aaad  sit  in 
apartment — because  it  best  suits  my  con 
ience,"  eontinaed  Grahame,  still  in  ah. 

"^O!  nodoubi— ajoDjlaadladj— «ida 
dochtcr!  Eh,  Luckie— ha!  ha!  haT 

^  Na,  jere  just  the  anld,  daft,  rantin*  doug 
penrisor,  wT  pardon. — For  I  kenned  the  superri- 
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sor  last  year.  Captain,  when  he  was  but  a  simple 
gauger,— Ye  may  thank  the  Black-nebs  for  pro- 
motion— but  let  merit  mount,  say  I  1  Shall  it  be 
a  bottle  o'  plottie,  or  a  jug  o'  the  auld  Jamaica  ? 
The  Captain  he  drinks  half-and-half: — And  gang 
ye  butt  the  house,  honest  folk ;  gentlemen  like 
nae  strange  een  upon  them  owre  their  liquor." 

Rouge-mantle  poked  her  sleeping  friend,  who 
enacted  sundry  well-executed  awakening  grunts, 
stretched  his  limbs,  and  growling  curses  followed 
her  out. 

Grahame,  though  not  much  enamoured  of  hia 
chance- associate,  upon  second  thoughts  fancied 
it  best  to  accept  of  the  second  proffer  of  civility ; 
and  by  way  of  balancing  accounts,  ordered  in  a 
supply  of  liquor  for  the  supervisor's  attendants,  for 
whom  a  table  was  set  out  by  the  zealous  widow  in 
another  corner  of  the  apartment. 

Gladly  would  Wolfe,  in  the  confusion  of  his 
fermenting  thoughts,  have  escaped  the  many  tales 
and  accounts  of  detections,  suspicions,  and  arrests, 
with  which  this  zealous  partizan  plied  him  during 
the  discussion  of  their  rum  punch — yet  every  mi- 
nute pansed  appearedlike  one  gained  to  the  fugitive, 
who  would,  he  concluded,  make  a  better  use  of 
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his  time  than  in  daUying  on  the  seashore,  merely  to 
affind  himself  an  explanation  of  enigmatical  words. 

A  few  minutes  of  conversation  tended  to  recon- 
cile the  young  man  to  the  sealous  ofiicial,  against 
whom  his  proud  heart  had  at  first  sight  risen.  He 
sppeared  more  a  sycophant  than  sordid,  more  a 
partisan  than  a  knave,  staunch  rather  than  disho- 
nest ;  and,  though  there  was  about  him  a  vulgar 
overbearing  bustle,  sufficiently  offensive  to  our 
young  man'^s  taste,  he  felt  that  this  officer  was  only 
doing  his  duty,  in  his  own  disagreeable  way,  at  a 
period  of  great  public  agitation  and  peril. 

The  supervisor  could  give  no  precise  informa- 
tion as  to  the  rank  or  real  name  of  the  person  sup- 
posed to  have  escaped  firom  the  Antrim  coast, 
but  that  he  was  a  rebel  leader — **'  a  d— — -d  re- 
bel." 

^^  How  many  unhappy  gentlemen  were  there  in 
the  same  situation  in  our  own  country  but  a  few 
years  back,*"  said  Wolfe,  ^^  whose  personal  ho- 
nour no  one  durst  attaint — the  friends  of  the  ex- 
iled Stuarts  !  How  many  bitter  enemies  were  there 
among  honest  Scotsmen  to  our  own  national  Union 
— noble  true-hearted  fellows,  that  would  neverthe- 
less have  fought  against  it  over  boots  in  blood !  I 
hope   government  is  strong  enough  to  give  the 
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mad  Irish  time  to  come  to  their  senses  ;  or  to 
clap  a  strait  waistcoat  on  th^tn,  if  gentler  means 
won't  do,  till  the  paroxysm  is  over.  In  a  better  or 
a  wiser  cause,  the  enthusiasm,  enei^,  and  gene- 
rosity displayed  by  some  of  these  reckless  parti- 
tians,  would  have  immortalized  them  as  martyrs  of 
freedom  and  religion ;  for,  after  all,  a  Papist's  f^th 
may  be  as  dear  to  iiim  as  a  Protestant's  is  to  us." 

This  WHS  too  general  a  view  of  the  subject  for 
the  loyal  supervisor ;  his  official  dignity  fell,  and 
his  zeal  rose  as  the  punch  ebbed  apace.  He  replied 
by  a  succession  of  bumpers,  and  a  volley  of  toasts 
of  denunciation  and  execration,  which  he  ordered 
all  around  him  to  drink ;  and,  save  Grahame,  no 
one  refused  a  test  swallowed  in  so  palatable  a  me- 
dium. "Coup  it  up,  boys,"  exclaimed  he.  "  We 
are  on  the  public  service ;  and  the  King — God 
bloGS  him ! — pays  for  all." 

"Goodnight!"  was  at  last  exchanged  between  the 
compotators;  the  reckoning  was  discharged,  and  the 
horses  were  led  forth.  The  shcrilf-oflicerB  mounted 
and  followed  their  warlike  leader,  now  in  tolerable 
glee.  The  landlady  bent  her  ear  till  the  tramp- 
ling of  the  steed£  was  heard  no  longer  ;  but  even 
then  it  was  in  a  whisper  she  addressed  Grahame. 

"  It's  me  and  mine  that's  beholden  to  you,  Cap- 
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tain.  I  would  hsre  lost  m  j  licenae  bul  for  jam 
fiiendlj  tarn  in  getting  aff  the  dnmb  qneniy  and 
making  a  goimd  o^  Btm  tan  the  is  a  noted  one.* 
^  You  hare  a  tolenUe  ready  wit  jounelf  at  a 
pinch,  godewifie.     That  reek  came  not  aaum.'" 

^  Then,  Captain,  it  must  surelj  be  auld  Clootie 
himsd"  diat  hdps  a  simple  body  out  at  a  pinch ; 
fiir  Fm  but  an  mnocent  dniSe  till  Fm  diiteu  to  an 
extremity ;  and  then  a  dty  o*  refuge  wiU  open  in 
the  mist  in  a  really  wonderfu^  ^'J-^ 

^Or  in  the  reek  r  said  Grahame,kngfaing.  ^But 
had  this  fiuled  now,  what  would  you  haTC  done  ?** 

^  Ou !  just  beflummed  the  gauger,  snd  thoi^it 
little  sin,  in  some  ither  way.  I'*m  sure  I  could 
not  at  this  prccecsc  ssoment  tell  ye  an  put  my  een 
in  pridu ;  but  providence  aye  opens  a  door  or 
twa  o^  deliverance  to  a  straitened  woman.— I^m 
only  at  a  loss  sometimes  whilk  to  flee  by.*^ 

«"  True,"  said  Wcdfe,  smilmg.  "*  And  Red- 
mantle  is  off  too  I  presume.  She  also  feels 
that, 

^  Tbe  memm  flat  bM  but  ooe  poor  kole. 
Cte't  be  «  mmm  of  My  mbL** 

^^  The  rampler  quean  is  aff,  and  made  mc  give 
her  a  lapful  of  bread  and  meat,  a  big  whang  o^ 
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cheese,  and  weel  on  to  a  bottle  of  brandy,  (iaying, 
the  bold  hussey,  that  you,  Captain,  had  ordered 
her  supper,  and  would  pay  a.^  charges,  for  getting 
your  fortune  spaed  ;  but  I'm  not  going  to  extor- 
tion you." 

Wolfe  understood  this  delicate  hint  as  it  was 
meant,  and  carelessly  replied — "  Put  it  all  in  the 
bill,  gudcwife.  You  know  the  good  King  pays  for 
all  Then  eokbers  and  gaugers  travel." 

"  Now  if  I  thought  that  I  would  make  small 
scruple — that  eases  my  conscience  clean.  It's  no 
little  I  gi'e  him — so  it's  but  gif-gaf,  which  keeps 
lang  gude  friends." 

"  Bui  whither  has  Red-mantle  gone  'f" 
"  Let  her  see  to  that — She  darkens  na  my  door 
again.  She's  thought  little  better — let  me  heark 
in  your  lug — than  a  spy  atween  the  wild  United 
Croppies  and  the  Glasgow  Black-nebs .'  I  was  a 
bit  o"  a  democraw  myseF  last  year,  and  so  was 
auld  David  Mossbrettles, — he,  for  the  auld  cause 
of  Kirk  and  Ciirenant — me,  for  cheap  tea  and 
tobacco,  AVhile  the  Black-nebs  wanted  only  the 
tea  and  sugar  cheap,  and  a  drap  brandy  at  a  rea- 
sonable rate,  I  was  hand  in  glove  wi'  them ;  and 
ga"e  them  ben  the  house  to  meet  in.  free  o'  n 
charge — save  the  natural  corkage." 
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And  what  did  the  supcrrisor  My  to  this  ?^ 
Wolfe^  who  perceived  that  another  hour 
must  eUpae  befiiie  he  eould  with  safety  keep  his 
appointment,  and  eaied  not  how  time  went. 

^The  supervisor !— When  thae  gentry  clink 
me  down  in  their  hmg  parchment  books  I  waver 
whiles  yet  in  my  princi|de.  To  think  o^  taxing  the 
very  blessed  lig^t,  whilk  the  Almighty  sends  down 
free  frae  His.  heavens  through  a  puir  widow^s  win- 
dow boleT 

^*  When  I  get  into  Parliament  we  shall  have  all 
this  redressed,'"  said  Wolfe,  laughing. 

^^  Lord's  sake !  do  so  then ;  for  it's  taxes  makes 
democraws.  They  tax  the  tea-pot,  and  they  tax 
the  cuttie-pipe,  and  they  tax  the  washing-tub,  and 
they  tax  the  window  bole ;  and  if  I  steek  up  the 
Ixde,  they  say,  *  Luckie,  ye  maun  steek  up  your 
lum;*"  and  if  I  steek  up  my  luro,  they'll  say, 
^  Luckie,  ye  maunna.'  "^ — But  here  the  honest  wo- 
man  pre-supposed  a  case  so  extreme,  that  her 
blushing  daughter  interfered  with  another— 

"  Houts,  mother  r 

^^  Ay  !  muckle  need  o'  you  and  the  like  o'  you 
m  the  Parliament,  Captain.  Johnnie  Clydesdale, 
the  weaver,  telled  me — and  he  was  within  one  o' 
being  constitute  a  Deput  to  the  British  Convention 

VOL.  I.  P 
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— that  under  a  sound  form  of  Government,  folk 
might  drink  three  times  as  muckle  ale — and  o"  twice 
the  straik  o'  maut." 

"  I  think  you  almost  qualified  for  a  member  of 
that  sapient  body  yourself,  gudewife." 

"  Hout  awa',  Captain  !"  rejoined  the  dame,  with 
that  equivocal  smile,  which  pretending  to  hover  be- 
tween jest  and  earnest,  manifestly  inclines  to  the 
latter.  "  If  the  women-folks  had  the  beard  and 
the  breeks,  the^brain  might  be  forthcoming.  But 
I  was  juaC  gi'ving  you  my  ideas  of  (Joverament 
anent  taxation.  With  their  universal  sufferings 
and  annual  ParUaments   I   meddle  not  nor  make 


And  these  ideas  we  have  recorded,  literally  as 
they  were  given,  for  the  benefit  of  Chancellors  of 
the  Exchequer  yet  unborn. 

"  I  see  by  your  drumlie  een,  Captain,  that  ye 
are  thinking  mair  on  your  bed  than  of  poleeticts. 
i  tnaun  get  ye  a  candle — and  that's  taxed  and 
gauged  too ; — a  sore  matter  that  I  cannot  kill  a 
wether,  and  make  twa  or  three  moulds  and  dips 
out  o'  the  tallow,  without  a  ganger  at  my  lug  ! 
Mind  ye  that  too  in  I'arliament.  But  Vm  nae 
bluidy  Black-neb  for  a'  that.  Captain,  When 
they  took  to  speak  o"  burning  houses,  and  cut- 
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ting  throats,  and  dividing  laink'  lands,  I  was 
done  o**  the  bhurkguardt.  And  indeed  I  neV  was 
for  pulling  down  auld  Geordie. — Take  care  o^ 
the  anker  there  f  the  trance,^  said  she,  piloting 
the  way  to  Wolfe^'s  chamber. — ^^  No,  no— a  Bang 
is  a  mensefii''  thing  in  a  country — he  is  like  the 
gudeman  in  a  house.  You  see  how  ilka  loon 
puts  upon  a  lone  widow-woman.  Captain.  Had  it 
been  the  Almighty'^s  will  to  clothe  me  with  a  bua- 
band,  as  the  blessed  Apostle  says,  woidd  these 
Irish  rapparees  have  ventured  to  spuilaie  on  me 
as  they  did  this  night ;  and  so  fares  o*  a  countr}' 
without  a  King."^ 

^^  Well,  I  am  glad  to  hear  that  you  are  loyal  at 
least,*"  said  Grahame,  fancying  himself;— and  with 
some  reason — indebted  to  the  supervisor^'s  rum 
punch  for  Mrs.  Qonalie^s  '*  Declaration  of  rights, 
and  statement  of  grievances.'" — ^^  Leave  my  boots, 
if  you  please, — I  shall  perhaps  go  off  very  early ; 
and  the  first  time  that  I  have  the  honour  of  seeing 
his  Majesty,  I  will  surely  tell  him  what  a  faithful 
and  loyal  subject  he  has  in  my  kind  hostess  of  the 
Crossgates  of  Caberax."^ 

^^  LonTs  sake  !  Captain,  do  sae,  just  for  the 
joke  ye  ken,^  replied  the  Widow  with  glee.  "  I 
can  say  ony  thing  to  Balquham,— ^ut  the  King 
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we  ne'er  saw.  Now  tell  him  Tin  for  setting  him 
free  d'  Billy  Pitt,  and  the  Bute  that  hung  sae  lang 
at  his  nose — I  saw  the  pictiu'e  o'  that  in  Balqu- 
ham — and  bringing  him  down  to  Holyrood  wi'  the 
Queen  and  their  bonnie  family,  where  we  could 
keep  them  for  half  the  expenae,  and  have  some- 
thing to  look  at  for  our  siller.  But  a  sound  sleep 
to  ye ; — have  ye  plenty  o'  claes  ?  And  for  ony 
sake,  dinna  think  o^  travelling  on  an  empty  stom- 
ach." 

In  a  half  hour  afterwards,  all  in  and  about  the 
little  inn  was  ae  still  as  a  churchyard  at  midnight, 
in  the  days  when  there  were  plenty  of  ghosts,  but 
few  resurrection  men ;  and  Wolfe  glided  through 
the  same  diamond-paned  window  which  had  served 
for  the  escape  of  the  exile,  about  three  hours  be- 
fore. 

It  was  two  hours  beyond  midnight  when  Wolfe 
walked  forth  to  keep  his  mysterious  trj-st,  scarcely 
expecting  to  find  the  stranger  awaiting  him,  bis 
mind  tossed  in  a  sea  of  doubt,  and  conjecture,  and 
vague  distracting  thought.  "  Could  the  fugitive 
be  the  father  of  Elizabeth  ?  Could  he  even  be 
her  near  relative — or  was  this  alleged  only  to  in- 
fluence his  feelings  and  sympathies  i^  Again — 
who  could  know  of  his  marriage  save  through  the 
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of  the  oM  woman,  Monica  Doran;  or 
through  ha  who  had  sanctioned,  and  indeed  en- 
joined the  alliance?  Could  he  whose  bearing 
and  language  bore  the  irresistible  impress  of  truth, 
seek  to  decetre  finr  the  merely  selfish  object  of  per- 
sonal safety  ?  Was  he  waiting  now— or  had  he 
fled  ?  Such  were  some  of  the  drifting  thoughts 
that  floated  uppermost  on  the  current  of  the  young 
man''s  mind.  There  were  others  of  deeper  import 
firann  which  at  first  he  shrunk ;  but,  forced  upon 
their  consideration,  his  feelings  were  such  as  be- 
came his  own  heart,  and  did  right  to  her  to  whom 
that  heart  was  pledged. 

*^  Not  less  dear  to  me,  my  own  noble  Elisabeth, 
as  the  child  of  this  unhappy  outlaw,  than  if  the 
daughter  of  de  Bruce,  my  kinsman !  Ay,  per- 
chance, more  dear-^  that  were  possible,^  was  his 
thought ;  and  he  walked  forward  more  firmly,  and 
in  a  few  minutes,  from  behind  the  rude  obelisk, 
commemoratiye  of  some  local  skirmish  between 
Galw^ian  clans,  beheld  Rouge-mantle  step  out, 
snd  beckon  him  to  follow  her  track. 

The  winds  having  raged  their  fiU,  had  now 
sobbed  themselves  into  the  deepest  peace.  A 
breathless  calm  lay  on  the  sleeping  face  of  nature, 
on  which  nothing  seemed  alive  save  the  tall  figure. 
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and  the  taller  fantatitic  shadow  of  his  guide  cross- 
ing the  moonlight.  Though  the  tempest  was 
lulled,  the  heavy  rolling  sea,  like  some  savage 
beast  beaten  back  from  its  prey  and  growling  in 
its  retreat,  still  moaned  in  its  internal  agitation, 
uttering  those  heavy,  monotonous,  muffled  sounds 
which  for  hours  and  days  follow  a  furious  storm. 
This  muffled  growling  became  louder.  "  Whither 
do  you  lead  ?'"  inquired  Grahame  of  his  athletic 
guide.  She  pointed  to  the  shore,  and  pushed  on- 
ward. After  breasting  a  considerable  green  accent, 
they  plunged  down  sheer  upon  the  beach,  where 
the  rocky  angle  of  a  small  creek  or  inlet,  of  only  a 
few  yards  in  width,  formed  the  boundary  of  a  rustic 
cemetery,  hanging  upon  the  seaward  slope,  from 
the  headland  down  to  the  ocean's  margin.  The 
broken  surface  of  this  neglected  place  of  sepulture, 
was  composed  of  turfy  knolls  intermixe<l  with  grey 
stones,  weather-stained  and  covered  witli  lichens, 
which  had  once  probably  been  part  of  the  neigh- 
bouring chapel  of  St.  Bride,  of  whicli  little  other 
vestige  now  remained.  A  line  of  firm  silversand 
formed  the  lower  boundary ;  low  ridges  of  rock 
tasselled  with  sea-weed  shut  in  the  sides ;  and  cat- 
tle might  be  excluded  by  a  natiu-al  fence  of  wither- 
ed brackens  and  brambles  which  waved  on  the 
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summit ;  wliere  a  few  hennit  biishes  of  sloe-tbom, 
hoary  and  ahaUeied,  intenningkd  their  old  grey 
limbs  and  tough  roots  with  the  evanescent  shoou 
of  a  mote  epbemenJ  vq^etation.  A  mariner  who 
had  eseaped  a  watery  grave,  might  have  chosen  to 
be  laid  here.  A  few  mouldering  tomb-stones,  half 
sunk  in  the  tur^  and  heaved  up  and  swaying  firom 
thdr  level,  and  a  nide  weather-tanned  stone  cross, 
were  the  chief  mementoes  of  mortality  : — the  little 
green  heiqps  had  fidlen  in  as  the  human  dust 
had  shrunk  which  lay  beneath  them. 

On  cme  of  those  weather-stained  tomb-stones, 
under  the  shadow  of  a  huge  insulated  mass  of 
rock,  Wolfe  perceived  the  fugitive.  He  sat  with 
his  head  resting  on  his  hand,  his  elbow  supported 
on  his  knee,  in  an  attitude  of  melancholy  contem- 
plation, gazing  out  vacantly  upon  the  crisp  waves 
all  glistering  in  the  moonlight,  and  flowing  on- 
ward to  the  sandy  beach  in  a  state  as  different 
from  their  late  furious  agitation,  as  was  his  calm 
and  stem  mood  firom  the  ecstacy  of  excitement  in 
which  Grrahame  had  so  lately  beheld  him. 

Wolfe  bowed  as  he  approached,  and  the  female 
drew  bad(,  having  fulfilled  her  mission. 

^^  But  a  few  hours  back,^  said  the  stranger, 
^  and  you  beheld  me  struggling,  and  all  but  gulph- 
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ed  amid  the  coil  of  waves  which  are  now  rolhng 
on  so  atilly,  the  slave  of  that  wretched  human  in- 
stinct which  compels  us  to  struggle  for  the  worthless 
life  that  has  long  been  but  as  a  sick  dream — 
which,  preserved  with  difficulty,  already  preBses 
upon  the  heart  like  a  dead  cold  load,  wltich  I  could 
be  glad  to  throw  down  forever — even  here — and 
now.     But  what  is  all  this  to  you  ?" 

"  Pardon  me,  sir,"  said  Wolfe.  "  If  it  be,  as 
you  have  given  me  reason  to  believe,  that  you  are 
closely  related  to  one,  so  tenderly,  so  justly  dear  to 
me — can  I  be  less  than  deeply  interested  in  your 
fate,  dark  and  perilous  as  it  may  be  ?" 

"  '  If  it  be  ?' — But  this  too  must  be  borne.  I 
am,  young  gentleman,  the  brother  of  your  wife's 
unhappy  mother.  I  am  in  deadly  jeopardy — that 
is  nothing — I  have  plunged  hundreds  of  fiuthiul 
devoted  wretches  into  peril  as  imminent.  I  have 
been  betrayed  by  treachery — and  /  have  betrayed 
many  by  my  mad  folly  into  a  wild  enterprise" — 

"If  you  already  80  clearly  perceive  the  folly  and 
injustice  of  your  attempt,"  interrupted  Wolfe — 

"  Injustice  ! — By  heavens  !  my  purpose  was  as 
holy  and  as  just,  as  right  and  wrong  could  make  it ! 
—right  shamefully  withheld — wrong  cruelly  inflict- 
ed— oppression,  contumely,  scorn,  poured  not  on 
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me  alone,  but  on  all  I  ought  to  cherah !      I  were 
a  beast  not  to  bave  felt^— a  coward  not  to  have  re- 
sisted !    But  whidier  has  the  spirit  of  vengeance 
led  me.!— On  yon  miserable  shore— 4>lood—aj, 
fidtfafbl^  generous,  young  blood,  has  already  flowed 
to  secure  a  way  of  escape  for  me.     God  !— God  ! 
that  it  should  be  thus  r  and  he  denched  his  hands 
in  an  agony  of  despair.     The  female  stef^wd  finr- 
ward  with  an  anxious  gesture,  and  again  drew  back 
in  awe  or  fear ;  and  in  a  calmer  voice  he  proceed- 
ed— ^  I  have  stiU  something  to  live  for— and  I 
must  not  cast  away  what  has  been  so  dearly  pur- 
chased.   You  know  the  temper  of  this  land.-— Gire 
me  brief  counsel  how  to  reach  the  spot  inhabited 
by  Elizabeth— that  place  in  which  I  once  hoped  to 
liave  seen  in  joy  my  poor  sister.  A  friend  expects  me 
there— ayVteml  /—and  from  thence  I  hope  to  pass 
to  Hamburgh :— bop»— why  do  men  continue  to  be 
duped  by  the  cheat  ?    But  tell  me,  how,  with  safe- 
ty to  that  poor  woman  who  has  sworn  to  guide  me 
aright  or  perish,  I  may  reach  this  Emescraig  P**^ 

Wolfe  appeared  to  hesitate,  really  from  inabili- 
ty to  give  instant  counsel ;  and,  with  a  start  of 
passionate  impatience,  the  fugitive  cried  aloud— 
'^  Have  I  then,  in  throwing  myself  upon  your  hon- 
our, made  a  rash  confidence  ?     It  boots  not.    Life 
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to  me  ia  a  thing  too  worthless  to  repay  withering 
suspicion,  or  cold-blooded  calculations  of  man''B 
faith  or  generosity.  I  may  still  cope  with  an  open 
enemy,  but  I  cannot  stoop  cither  to  supplicate  or 
to  circumvent  those  whom  I  should  find  friends." 

"  My  conduct  has  not  merited  this,^  said  Gra- 
hame,  with  pride  and  feeling,  "  even  while  I  held 
you  a  fugitive  stranger,  obnoxious,  and  perhaps 
justly  HO,  to  the  prince  whose  sword  I  wear." 

"  You  are  right,  young  gentleman ;  bear  witli 
one  whom  suffering,  even  bodily  suffering,  has 
nearly  driven  mad.  I  have  been  skulking — yes, 
that  is  the  very  word — skulking  on  the  shores  of 
Antrim  for  six  days,  almost  without  sleep,  or  food, 
or  shelter.  But  why  do  T  say  so,  that  poor  woman 
has  endured  even  more  for  me." 

"  Never  mind  the  likes  of  me,  O'Connor,"  wid 
the  female  thus  alluded  to,  very  coolly.  "  Shure 
I'm  used  to  the  road  night  or  day ;  and  you  will 
both  ate  and  dhrink  now  ere  you  say  another  word. 
The  young  gentleman  is  true  metal,  I'll  come 
bound.  King  him  and  try  him  ;  or  if  he  should 
not.  there's  in  Connaught,  and  nearer,  will  let  him 
hear  of  it  agcn." 

While  this  expostulation  was  in  progress, 
Rouge-mantle  spread  one  of  Widow  Bonidie's 
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fliow-white  towds  upon  a  tomb-stone,  and  on  this 
strmnge  board  ftmngedho'pilljige.  She  then  urged 
the  uufiirtunate  gentleman  to  eat,  while  ahe  drew 
back  Grahame  with  something  approaching  to  ddi- 
cacy  and  gentleness. 

^  Lare  him  alone  then. — Oh,  Mother  of  g^ory  ! 
to  see  a  Scotdi  berrin-yard  your  hall,  and  a  grare 
stone  your  board,  O'^Connor  !-^and  he  a  prince  in 
the  land  I— -You  saw  him  in  the  waters  to-day— 
the  fires  had  gone  over  him  before  then.  **  He 
did  not  break  his  fast  or  dose  his  eye  for  three 
days.  May  the  black  curse  and  the  burning,  light 
upon,  and  hang  about  kim  and  kU  that  driv  him 
to  this ! — and  that  is  your  own  lady'^s"^  She 

checked  her  communicatiTe  vein ;  and  again  step- 
ped forward,  and  pressed  her  services  upon  the 
fugitiTe,  who  tried  to  swallow  a  crust  of  bread,  and 
seemed  to  choke  upon  it 

**  Try  the  brandy  first,  O'Connor,''  said  the 
guide,  coaxingly.  ^^  I  have  some  experience— bless 
you." 

**  She  says  truly,  sir,''  said  Wolfe.  «  After 
your  sufferings,  privations,  and  incredible  exer- 
tions, warmth  and  rest  must  be  more  grateful, 
and  even  more  necessary  than  food.  Would  you 
trust  your  safety  for  a  day  to  the  hospitality  of 
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the  neighbouring  farmer, — my  neck  should  be  your 
guarantee." 

"  No,  No  ! — It  cannot  be.  My  blighting  pre- 
sence shall  never  again  carry  misery  and  death  into 
any  poor  man's  dwelling.'" 

"  He  speaks  of  the  boy — and  would  we  not  have 
pven  up  ten  boys  for  you,  O'Connor  ?  Your  own 
nurse's  childcr  ?" 

Grahsme  respected  the  exile's  generous  motive 
too  much,  to  dissuade  him  Jrom  his  own  fixed 
purpose  of  entering  no  private  dwelling. 

"  I  have  gone  too  far  already,"  said  he,  "  in  en- 
gaging your  sympathy  for  a  fate  which  it  is  be- 
come perilous  even  to  guess  at.  Perhaps  I  may 
see  my  neice.  I  have  credentials  from  her  mother 
— her  mother !  till  the  last  week,  I  had  not  for 
nineteen  years  beheld  Aileen ;  and  she  was  as  the 
light  of  my  eyes  !  Just  Heaven ! — if  Heaven 
there  be  that  regards  the  doings  of  man— how, 
and  when  shall  I  learn  to  reverence  your  deal- 
ings.»" 

Wolfe  had  never  in  his  brief  life  witnessed  sor- 
row so  bitter. 

"  We  arraign  the  decrees  of  Heaven,  and  for- 
iget  our  own  deservings" — was  his  quiet  reply. 

"  But  Aileen  ? — de  Bruce  ? — the  young — the 
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happy-^-tbe  innocent !  What  had  they  done  to 
become  the  yictims  of  a  yisitation  so  dark-— «o 
wrathful— -flo  relentless  r"  He  sunk  into  thought ; 
and  wnqyping  Wolfe^s  military  doak  around  him, 
leaned  his  uncovered  head  against  the  rock,  in  an 
attitude  strongly  expressive  of  natural  grace  and 
dignity. 

^^  Is  he  not  purty  and  gentale  now  ?^  whispered 
Rouge-mantle,  who  assumed  much  more  freedom 
widi  the  young  man,  than  with  her  own  proud  ally. 
^^  Six  feet  two  in  his  shoes— and  they  were  seven 
boys  of  them,  sones  of  the  ould  OTonnor ;  and 
Aileen  the  youngest,  and  the  fairest,  and  the  flower, 
and  the  curse:— and  the  sea  got  its  part,  and 
the  swoord  got  its  part,  and  the  grief  as  ever,  had 
its  own  double  portion.  But  did  I  not  guide  him 
well  .^— Ay,  and  the  blood  will  flow  deeper,  ere  the 
axe  which  Fitxmaurice  is  whetting,  fall  on  the 
proud  neck  of  O^Connor  r 

This  new  riddle  was  whispered  through  clench- 
ed teeth,  in  a  tone  of  almost  insane  energy ;  and 
before  Wolfe  could  reply,  Rouge-mantle  was 
clambering  over  the  grave-stones  and  rocks,  on 
her  way  to  the  little  inn,  for  such  spoils  from 
Grahame^s  portmanteau  as  might  be  substituted 
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for  the  ill-boding  green  garb  worn  by  the  fugi- 
tive. 

She  returned  in  an  incredibly  short  time ;  and 
the  exile  changed  his  garb  under  the  shelter  of  the 
block  of  rock,  Rouge-mantle,  at  the  same  tune,  bid- 
ding him,  "  never  make  uo  bones  about  her,  as 
she  would  just  turn  her  head  seaward  and  take  a 
blast  o'  the  'baco  pipe." 

In  this  attitude,  something  like  common-sense 
appeared  to  have  dawned  upon  her  mind  ;  for  she 
turned  round  saying — "  The  boy  is  o'  the  right, 
O'Connor : — I  must  part  yez.  I  am — hless  the 
mark .' — as  well  known  on  the  road  as  the  Port 
Dilly  ;  and  for  as  little  good  may  be." 

"  Slie  is  quite  right  in  this,  sir,  AVith  tlua 
change  of  dress,  and  my  horse,  were  you  alone 
you  may  proceed  unchallenged  whither  you  will. 
To  her  who  is  dear  to  us  both,  you  may  make 
those  disclosures  which  neither  time  nor  perhaps 
inclination  permits  you  to  make  to  me.  I  am, 
indeed,  more  desirous  to  see  you  gone  ere  the  day 
dawn,  than  for  the  gratification  of  my  own  anxious 
curiosity.  I  dare  not  even  in  writing  allude  to  our 
rencontre.  But  tell  her,  that  if  I  ever  seemed  to 
listen  with  coldnegs  to  any  one,  whose  life  is  fed 
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▼ith  a  pomon  of  blood  kindred  to  hen,  to  blame 
my  condition  and  acquit  my  beart.^ 

Grahame  walked  about  to  reoorer  bis  oompo- 
foie.  Rouge-mantle  addressed  a  few  words  in 
Irisb  to  OTonnor,  and  tossed  bis  green  garb  tu  into 
tbe  sea,  tbongb  witb  erident  reluctance.  He  gave 
ber  some  money,  and  replied  to  ber  in  tbe  language 
she  bad  used;  and  witb  many  courtesies  of  ber  own 
peculiar  kind,  sbe  went  on  ber  way. 

The  moon  bad  almost  sunk,  tbe  stars  gleamed  less 
Tividly,  and  a  fiunt  pale  streak  of  dawn  was  visible 
in  tbe  direction  of  tbe  Antrim  mountains.  The 
fugitive  gazed  darkly  in  tbe  direction  of  his  coun- 
try, witb  that  yearning  hopeless  gase  of  which  only 
tbe  exile  knows  all  the  bitterness  ;  and  stretched 
out  bis  longing  arms  as  if  to  clasp  it  to  his  heart. 

^  This  is  folly ,^  said  he,  assuming  a  lighter  tone 
than  be  bad  yet  used.  ^^  I  could  play  the  woman 
here  :^  be  slipped  his  arm  through  Grabame's. 
**  Poor  country  ! — a  sadder  heart  never  left  thee, — 
a  darker  shadow  never  lowered  over  thee,  since  the 
hour  when  thy  glorious  green  head  first  rose  in 
pride  above  tbe  waters,  and  thy  God  blessed  thee, 
and  saw  that  his  work  was  good ! — ^You  think  me  a 
very  fool,  de  Bruce,  but  that  poor  Ireland  is  my 
country.      In  this  hour  it  is  more— tbe  birthplace 
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and  the  grave  of  uoble  hopes  ;  and,  in  tlie  narrow 
spaec  between  them,  what  of  toil,  and  suffering, 
and  grief,  and  remorse,  are  huddled ! — I  cannot  tell 
you  my  story  to-night  but  I  wish  it  were  your 
destiny  to  carry  your  arms  elsewhere." 

As  he  talked,  the  sullen  roll  of  a  single  cannon- 
shot  swung  over  the  waters  of  the  channel.  He  made 
a  slight  agitated  movement,  the  nervous  movement 
of  one  who  has  been  long  hunted,  but  is  at  last 
under  no  necessity  of  exercising  self-command. 

""Tis  the  Carrickfergus  signal-gun,^  said  Wolfe. 
"  On  a  still  night  the  booming  of  the  evening  gun 
may  be  heard  on  this  coast." 

"  'Tis  to  me  the  last  voice  of  Ireland !"  said 
the  exile. 

Wolfe  saddled  his  good  steed  himself;  and  a 
load  seemed  taken  off  his  heart  when  the  fugitive 
disappeared  in  the  curves  and  bends  of  the  road 
leading  towards  Ayr,  just  as  day  wa,s  hreaking- 

"  Ye  are  a  brave  riser  at  night.  Captain,"  were 
the  words  with  which  Gideon  saluted  our  young 
man's  ears  nest  day,  an  hour  after  Widow  Bonalie 
had  arranged  and  re-arranged  her  guest's  breakfast 
table.  The  sun  was  high  in  the  heavens — Wolfe 
sprung  up,  and  his  first  tliougbt  was — "  He  must 
be  twenty  miles  hence." 
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A  few  half-crowiiB,  judiciously  Administered, 
eCfectually  stopped  sundry  gsps,  which  the  disap- 
pearance  of  Saladin  and  certain  other  drcumstan- 
oes,  bad  made  in  the  Widow  Bonalie^s  organ  of  in- 
quisioreness ;  and  she  not  only  procured  a  hack- 
horse  for  Pcvt-Patrick,  but  sent  some  of  herfrienda 
forward  with  WoUe^s  luggage,  while  he  still  dal- 
lied with  Gideon  over  his  breakfost  In  requital 
of  these  drilities,  he  pledged  himself,  in  set  terms, 
nerer  to  pass  her  door ;  and  she,  as  a  balance  of 
courtesy,  for  the  most  ^  honourable  day^  she  had 
seen  since  Balquham  and  the  road  trustees  had 
dined  with  her,  implored  that  the  gentlemen  would 
not  stir  till  they  had  tasted  her  ^*  cherub.'^ 

^^  I  see  ye  have  forgotten  me,  Mr.  Haliburton,'^ 
said  the  widow,  *^  and  no  wonder.  I^'m  a  changed 
woman !  Many  is  the  lonely  night  has  crept  owre 
my  head  in  that  care-bed  lair,^  pointing  to  her 
widowed  couch,  ^^  since  the  death  of  Peter  Bo- 
nalie.  Ye  ha'e  forgotten  me — auld  springs  gi^e 
nae  price."" 

"  Umph,"  quoth  Gideon,  as  she  went  off—**  I 
mind  ye  weel  eneuch.  She  was  thought  to  have 
spoken  the  poor  man  to  dead,  Wolfe.  Lingulaia 
— as  we  used  to  say  at  St.  Andrews— 4i  prating, 
davering,  lang-tongued  woman.     But  oh  !  man, 

vol-  I.  Q 
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this  is  dour  wark — this  leave-taking.  -What  am 
I  to  say  to  comfort  poor  Burd  Xizbelh  ?" 

While  Grahame  profoundly  cogitated  whether 
the  hospitable  intention  of  the  widow,  regarding  a 
taste  of  lier  "  cherub,"  had  any  special  reference  to 
the  rosy  lips  of  Jean ;  and  with  more  of  the  senti- 
ment and  delicacy  of  a  lover  than  the  gallantry  of 
his  profesaion,  demurred  to  parting  with  Elizabeth's 
last  fond  kiss  on  such  alight  grounds,  or  indeed 
on  any  grounds,  the  matron  allayed  his  terrors  by 
re-appearing  with  a  fluted  Dutch  botcle,  as  long- 
necked  as  a  heron,  filled  with  home-made  shrub. 

In  Ehort  there  was  no  end  to  mutual  civilities  ; 
but  as  "  the  best  of  iriends,'"  says  the  adage, 
"  must  part,"  Wolfe,  with  an  abrupt  adieu  to 
fais  old  friend,  sprung  into  the  saddle  and  gallopped 
off. 

"  A  fair  gude-day,  and  a  brave  journey,  Cap- 
tain— and  Lord's  sake  have  a  care  o'  the  Crop- 
pies !"  bawled  the  Widow  Bonolie. 

Gideon  and  Jenny  Geddes  turned  their  rueliil 
heeds  silently  and  sorrowfully  homeward ;  but  on 
the  summit  of  the  first  knoll  they  stood,  as  if  trans- 
fixed, while  the  young  man  remained  in  sight,  and 
for  some  time  afterwards. 

"  If  it  be  Thy  will,  cover  the  young  rash  head 
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in  the  day  of  battle :  And  O  !  strengthen  and 
spare  the  soft  heart  that  is  hanging  upon  him— ay, 
e^en  but  owre  fondly ."" 

Gideon  and  Jenny  again  moved  slowly  on— 
and,  as  has  already  been  related,  in  due  time 
readied  the  douce  hamlet  of  the  Sourholes  in  the 
fiur  strath  of  Oran. 
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CHAPTER  XI. 


A  COONTBY  SUNDAY  EVENING. 


I'll  gin  tbf  hup  bmHC  Ihtmc, 
And  Winn  iber  irith  ■  noble  num 
Pout  forlh  tht  glorin  of  the  Oril 
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The  garnish  of  Frisel's  conversation  had  been 
duly  served  up  in  the  parlour  of  Monkshaugh, 
as  B  desert,  almost  every  day,  for  the  last  fifteen 
years,  from  the  time  that  he  acted  as  "  gabby- 
post,"  till  now  that  he  was  chief  butler.  On  the 
day  following  Elizabeth's  interview  with  Gideon, 
this  innocent  relish — the  olives  which  gave  zest, 
or  the  walnuts  which  gave  race  and  richness,  to 
Monkshaugh's  moderate  hebdomadal  glass  of  old 
claret — was  not  forgotten.     Not  that  Frisel  wm 
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to  Stand  still  and  diiooune  to 
master — fiur  firom  it — bot  there  was  a  oooTentional 
understanding — the  fire  was  to  be  made  op— the 
hearth  was  to  be  swept — the  beaufet  was  to  be  set 
in  order ;  and  all  this  duly  performed,  gare  ample 
time  for  table-talk. 

^  I  think  EiBe  and  you  slipped  Dr.  Draunt 
the  day,  Francie. — ^Were  ye  at  the  SourfaoW 
meeting?  Was  Mr.  Haliburton  ^beautifu''  upon 
the  myrrh,^  to-day  ?  Has  he  gotten  Daniel  out 
firom  among  the  lions  yet  P^ 

The  Whittret  screwed  up  his  humorous  shrew- 
mouse  visage  to  an  expression  of  Sabbath  solem- 
nity, which  became  him  about  as  well  as  a  Genera- 
band  would  a  jackanape,  and  replied—**  There 
was  only  nine  Sabbaths  passed  f  the  den— three 
owre  the  mouth ;  four  i"*  the  bottom ;  and  twa 
aprauchlin'*  out  I  remember  when  Captain  Wolfis 
came  home  last  year,  after  being  away — ^was  it 
twa  or  three  years,  Leddy  Xisbeth  ? — ^yell  mind  ? 
he  said  to  me  when  I  held  his  stirrup  at  the  kirk 
sdle— *  Lord,  Francie !  has  Dr.  Draunt  not 
brought  Joseph  out  of  Egypt  yet  ?  He  keeps 
a  better  hold  than  Potiphar^s  wife !  A  party  of 
Abercrombie^s  men  would  haye  had  him  here  in 
the  body  eighteen  months  ago."" 
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"  Put  nane  o'  your  Seceder  gibes  i'  the  mouth 
o'  Captain  Wolfe  Grahame,""  said  the  Laird,  with 
Lilliputian  dignity.  "  But  had  ye  a  throng  con- 
gregation, Francie  ?  Wha  a'  sat  wi'  you  the  day  ? 
The  auJd  Leddy  o'  Hungeremout — did  she  ven- 
ture frae  hame  ?" 

"  O,  ay  !  She  has  gotten  the  auld  cramesye 
mantle  turned  into  a  riding  Joseph,  rather  scrimp 
in  the  tail — bran  and  lang  i*  the  waist  though. 
The  young  gudeman  was  there  too,  wi'  the  amet- 
tie-dyed  breeks  I  brought  hame  the  litt  for  the 
ither  week  ;  and  Miss  Jenny  Jamphrey  o'  the  Aiks 
appeared  wi'  a  red  cockemony  that's  a  stranger  to 
baith  you  and  me.  Laird,  forbye  a'  the  Sourholes 
congregation.     I  kenna  where  she  has  gotten  it." 

"  'Lizbcth,  will  it  be  the  yellow  Devonshire 
slouch  she  brought  frae  the  boarding-school  she 
has  gotten  dyed,  think  ye,  wi'  cudbear  .•■"  said  the 
Laird,  anxiously. 

"  Not  unlikely,"  replied  Elizabeth. 

"  Some  sheeps'  een  casten  between  the  amettie 
netlier-cleeding  and  the  red  cockernouy,  if  I  saw 
right  owrc  auld  ilalwhirlic's  uplifted  banner  6"  a 
psalm  book.  The  mistress  sent  down  Saunders 
the  goadsmsn,  wi'  the  mare  for  him,  to  the 
"  Grahame  Arms,"  yestreen.     He  rode  hame  as 
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blind  fou  as  a  howlec,  hooesi  man ;  but  he  was  aye 
a  donee  kirk-gaim  Christian  on  the  Lord^s  day."" 

In  this  fiwhion  was  rekted  all  the  tittle-tattle 
and  scandal  of  the  parish— what  each  person  wore 
— ^what  changes  gannents  had  undergone,  whether 
of  shape  or  cokmr — who  had  been  *^  proclaimed^ 
—who  ^  rebuked^— whose  child  ^*  christened*"— 
who  stole  dy  peeps  of  eadi  other— who  slept  cov- 
ertly— ^who  snored  alood— who  rode— who  walked ; 
and  how  many,  or  how  few  haUpence  the  circulat- 
ing ladle  had  shamed  from  the  pockets  of  this  pe- 
Borious  congregation. 

^*  Lowrie  Lingle^s  bairn  was  kirsencd  ^  John 
Hutchen'-^'^et  it  up  r  said  Frisel.  The  Laiid 
deigned  no  remark.  '*  Weel  it  set  him  !  I  thought ; 
and  a  gude  wipe  Mr.  Gideon  ga'e  him. — ^  What 
d'ye  ca^  your  baim^s  name,  Lowrie  ?'  he  routed 
aloud.  Lowrie  whispered ;  and  he  routed  again-— 
*  The  baim^s  name,  my  friends,  is  John  Hurch- 
eon  V — but  a  name  has  naething  to  do  with  deerine 
ordinance  of  baptism.^ 

The  Laird  smiled,  but  tried  to  conceal  the  smile. 

^  But  we  had  the  grand  young  gentleman  frae 
the  WJUm^  too.  I  catched  like  the  glint  of  a  half- 
crown  wi^  the  tail  o^  my  ee,  when  Saunders  Thrums 
brought  the  ladle  frae  the  letterin  where  the  younk- 
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er  sat,  round  to  our  seat  for  Effie's  farden. — She 
is  casting  her  bread  upon  the  waters,  canny  lass. — 
I  kenna  what  the  gentleman  might  be  looking  for, 
Leddy  'Lizbeili ;  but  mony  a  gledge  his  ee  ga'e 
round  the  kirk  the  day," 

*'  Fine  Sabbath  cracks  for  the  parlour  o"  Monks- 
haugh  !"  cried  the  Laird,  in  petty  wrath,  "  what 
a  sout«r  ca'ed  his  bairn, — or  how  Mr.  Hurcheon's 
guests  gledge  or  gley  either  i"  the  Sourholes'  meeU 
ing-house.  It  becomes  me,  Francie  Frisel,  as 
your  master,  to  take  rule  o'  you ;  so  ye'U  be  pleas- 
ed to  gi'e  me  the  text,  and  a  note  o'  the  sermon 
such  as  it  was ;  and  ha'e  done  wi'  thae  idle  clavers 
ye  delight  in. — Nonsense  gossip — most  unsuitable 
to  this  day,  and  this  presence." 

"  A  noble  discoorse,"  drawled  Frisel,  reassum- 
ing  his  solemn  face,  in  sober  earnest  however ;  for 
in  his  time  the  form  of  religion  was  indispensable 
in  Scotland— covenanted  Scotland  ! — even  where 
its  power  was  wholly  unfelt. — "  I  wish  yc  had  been 
there.  Laird — on  thac  words  of  Elijah,  second 
Kings,  iv.  and  2&— '  le  it  well  with  the  lad  ?'— 
There  was  na  a  dry  cc  i'  the  congregation,  Leddy 
'Lizbcth.  No  one  could  miss  the  application  to 
our  family.  There  hasna  been  sic  a  day  o'  the 
gospel  in  the  Sourholes,   since   Mr.    Haliburton 
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preached  hiifint  great  ulc/ioft  Sermon.  OurEIEe 
gaed  dean  aff  r  the  eiies.  Saunders  Thnmu  the 
bedral  and  me  had  to  cany  her  out,  head  and  hcela, 
and  Btreek  her  on  the  miniBter^s  caiiff4bed.  A  j^ 
LeddyXizbeth!  there  was  a  comfbrtabk  handling 
o^  doctrine !  And  aye  the  saToury  owrecome  ■ 
the  Prophet^s  answer  to  the  woman  of  Shiinam 
'// sAotf  6e  tretf.' ''—Frisel  mouthed  this  sentence 
in  very  good  styk ;  and  added,  in  his  natural 
htuk  tone,  ^  Ye  were  sair  missed.  Laird.  The 
disooorse,  Mr.  Gideon  said,  naturally  unfolded 

itself  into  seven  heads'" 

^  And  ten  horns  belike,^  cried  Monkshau^ 
with  a  face  of  scarlet,  lus  little  eyes  scintillating 
with  passion.  ^^What  business  had  the  auld 
gowkVhead  o^  him  with  Captain  Wolfe  Grahame 
of  Monkshaugh  ?  Was  it  not  enou^  that  the 
lang-winded  Cameronian  prayed  the  boddom  out 
of  my  silver  skillet,  but  he  must  preach  us  into  a 
Isu^iing-stock  to  the  country-side  ?  Ay,  Xisbeth, 
my  love,  ye  may  weel  look  as  if  ye  knew  not  whe- 
ther to  laugh  or  greet  If  my  Lady  Tamtallan 
should  hear  o\  It^s  no  to  be  borne  !  and  it  shall 
na  be  borne !  And,  Maister  Francis  Frisel,  if 
the  parish  kirk  o'  San  Serf,  or  the  non-juring 
chapel  of  Innervallie,  cannot  serve  Mistress  Fech*^ 
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nie  and  you,  as  they  do  your  master,  ye'll  take 
your  change — I  tell  you  that !  A  bonnie  tale  in 
troth  for  thae  Hurcheoas,  that  a  day  6"  fast  and 
humiliation  was  held  in  the  Sourhole's  meeting, 
for  the  downfalling  house  o'  Monkshaugh." 

"  The  Hurcheons  have  ither  tow  on  their  rock," 
rephed  the  Whittret,  who  well  knew  where  the 
Laird  winced,  and  could,  at  all  times,  rea<hly  re- 
venge himself  for  such  peccadilloes. 

"  What  mean  ye  by  other  tow  to  spin,  sirrah?" 

"  Ither  tow  to  spin  tlian  minding  Monkshaugh 
matters,"  said  Frisel.  "  There's  Lord  Rantle- 
tree  bidden  and  accept  to  a  grand  dinner  for 
the  10th,  when  yoimg  Mr.  John  cornea  of  age ; 
and  the  next  day  comes  my  lady's  feast  sham 
Peter,  and  buU-all-frUky  Y  the  policies  o'  the 
Whim.  A'  the  bits  o'  young  planted  busses  are 
to  haV  can'lc-doups  stuck  on  them,  to  let  them  be 
seen — for  the  Whim  trimmer  is  scarce  major  yet, 
though  Mr,  John  be — and  Leddy  "Lizbeth,  a'  the 
red  paper  in  Touchthebit's  shop  is  clipped  up  into 
red  roses.  What  think  ye  o'  thae  doings,  Laird?" 
And  the  pert  varlet  darted  off,  leaving  his  wasp's 
sting  vibrating  in  his  victim. 

"  Come  back  !  Francie  Frisel — and  snuH'  thae 
candles. — What's  this  ye  tcU  me  ?     The  Right 
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Honourable  the  Eail  of  Ramletree,  hii  gricknit 
Majesty^B  lieutenant  for  this  county.  Knight  o^  the 
Thistle,  and  Hereditary  Spleucbai^-bearer  tar 
Scotland — thouf^  the  Lord  Lyon  questions  the 
rigfat--to  mix  and  mell  T  the  dish  w¥  Meg  Hor- 
dieon^s  great-grandson  P     This  beats  a'  print  !* 

This  was  putting  the  matter  as  strongly  and  as 
fiur  bade  aspossiUe. 

^^  Ye  ha^e  the  tale  as  cheap  as  I  had  it,  Mcmks- 
hangh,^  said  the  respectful  serring-man ;  and  hay- 
ing now  fiilly  glutted  his  Tengeance  for  the  ungra- 
cious manner  in  which  his  ^  Note  of  the  sermon*" 
had  been  receiyed,  he  went  off  to  summon  the 
cow-boy,  the  foot-boy,  and  the  maid-servants,  to 
the  Sunday  evening's  lecture,  while  the  Laird,  in 
no  very  Christian  humour,  mused  on  what  this 
portentous  conjunction  boded,  thought  of  ttuming 
whig,  and  began  to  reckon  on  his  fingers  the  num- 
ber of  votes  which  the  united  houses  of  de  Bruce, 
Monkshaugh,  and  Kippencreery  Wester,  could 
muster  on  an  election  pinch.  The  digits  of  the 
left  hand  made  up  the  sum  total  of  them. 

^  O,  'Lisbeth,  but  I  wish  ye  had  been  a  lad  T 
he  said  at  last,  recovering  in  some  degree  his  com- 
posure—^* and  so  does  our  strong-minded  kins- 
woman, my  Leddy  Tamtallan ;  but  I^ll  no  say 
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that  nur  friend  Wolie,  as  heir-male,  would  just 
have  liked  that." 

"  I  wadna  promise  either !"  whispered  Frisel, 
gravely  placing  the  volume  of  sermons,  from  which 
the  Laird — who  insisted  on  being  priest,  as  well  as 
prophet  and  king  in  his  own  family — was  to  select 
the  lecture  for  the  evening. 

As  a  proper  rebuke  of  Frisers  gossiping  dispo- 
sition, afler  long  search  and  due  deliberation,  he 
handed  to  Elizabeth  Blair's  Sermon  "  On  curiosi- 
ty concerning  the  affairs  of  others.'' 

He  next  led  her  to  a  seat  by  the  blazing  fire, 
and  had  his  own  small  snug  fatiteuil  drawn  up 
opposite.  The  Whittret  placed  a  little  table,  and 
a  footstool  for  the  lady,  snuffed  the  candles  with  a 
flourish,  as  if  just  fresh  from  the  study  of  the  Foot- 
man's Directory,  and  returned  to  where  the  house- 
hold maidens  were  intrenched  behind  a  high  Japan 
screen — a  boundary  which,  in  imitation  of  the  Ran- 
tletree  family  on  those  solemn  occasions  of  Sunday- 
evening  sermon-reading,  divided  the  inner,  from  the 
outer-court  worshippers — the  porcelain  clay — the 
gold  dust — the  pearl  ashes  of  the  earth,  from  its  vul- 
gar, every-day,  clayey  substances—*'  divided  the 
wicked  from  the  ungodly,"  Gideon  was  alleged  to 
have  said  ;   but  many  ill-natured  things  were  laid 
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upon  him,  of  which  be  was  guiltless.  The  Laird 
played  the  aristocrat  only  in  screens. 

About  the  middle  of  the  discourse,  it  might 
haye  been  perceived  by  more  senses  than  one,  that 
neither  the  eloquence  of  Dr.  Blair,  nor  the  Tcnoe 
of  the  charmer,  had  been  able  to  keep  any  of  the 
congrq^ticm  awake,  save  the  ever-restless  Whit- 
tret  He,  though  ostensibly  seated  in  the  outer 
temple,  was  contriving  to  enjoy  both  a  sight  of 
a  cheerful  fire  of  ^^  the  Halbeath  splmt,^  and  to 
have  a  fiill  view  of  all  that  was  going  on  in  the  in- 
terior. 

'  No  one,  we  believe,  ever  yet  pleaded  guilty  to 
the  very  natural  and  innocent  crime  of  snoring-^ 
not  even  when  caught  in  the  act  red-handj  or 
more  properly  wide-mouth.  Monkshaugh,  indeed, 
could  not  be  supposed  ever  to  snore ;  for  he  was 
one  of  those  miserable  or  sublime  persons,  of  whom 
there  are  a  few  in  the  world,  who  never  sleep,  by 
any  diance,  night  nor  day.  Yet,  we  have  said,  the 
whole  congregation,  with  the  exception  of  the 
Whittret  and  the  reader,  were  now  snoring  away, 
each  after  his  kind.  The  nasal  and  guttural  per- 
formance  of  the  dairy  damsel,  was  strong,  high, 
loud,  rumbling,  ever  and  anon  threatening  8ufii>- 
cation  tiU  **  up  the  lofty  diapason  rolled,^  then 
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clearing  off  in  a  really  wondcrfiil  way,  aa  she  ap- 
peared, as  it  were,  quite  at  her  ease  calling  in  the 
cowB.  Effie's  snoie  was  low,  croaking,  and  reedy, 
with  occasional  abrupt  ewells  and  grunts,  as  if  she 
gnintbled  in  her  gizzard,  and  were  leetive  even  in 
her  sleep.  The  Laird's  slumberous  breathing,  gen- 
tle, snuffling,  twitchy,  and  impeded  with  little 
breaks,  was  altogether  a  more  gentlemanly  tiling, 
though  a  perfectly- decided  snore  nevertlieless. 

About  the  middle  fif  the  diEcourse,  we  have  said, 
when  Elizabeth  was  beginning  to  be  both  tired  and 
monilieti  at  her  task,  the  lass  of  the  dairy,  after 
a  long  gullering  sort  of  rollhig  enort,  sunk  into  "  a 
dying  fall."  so  novel  and  intricate  in  its  shakes  and 
quavers,  as  al  once  to  overcome  the  gravity  of  the 
Whittret,  and  startle  the  fair  reader  from  her  pro- 
priety. The  Laird  also  started  awake  at  the  final 
guttural  shake,  which  might  indeed  have  awaken- 
ed the  dead.  It,  in  fact,  aroused  the  scared  snorer 
herself;  who,  as  Friscl  popped  something  into  her 
still-widely-distended  mouth,  forgetful  alike  of  time 
and  place,  exclaimed — "  Eh,  Lord's  sake,  Fran- 


"  It's  a  sore  matter,  Francie  Frisel,"  said  Monks- 
haugh,  in  a  tone  of  mingled  vexation  and  rebuke, 
secure  himself  in  the  impunity  of  the  screen,  "  that 
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ye  cannot  keep  up  your  heavy  bead,  while  your 
betters  are  oondeseending  to  instruct  ye  in  your 
Sabbadi  duties.  Fm  sure  Dr.  Blair^s  discourses 
need  not  weary  onyo' ye:  He  takes  not  king  time 
to  tell  his  mind,  worthy  man.*" 

''  Fuir,  fusionless,  scrimpit  claut  o^  sautless  par- 
ritdi,'"  whispered  Effie.  ^^  I  wish  I  could  sleep 
too,  Frande ;  for  I  cannot  thole  the  ^  legal  twang,* 
as  Mr.  Gideon  calls  it,  that  rins  through  that  man^s 
jweadiing.  Ye  may  e^en  tell  Mr.  Haliburton  I 
said  it.  I  carena  wha  hears  it.""  And  Effie  tossed 
her  head  in  testimony ;  while  Frisel  tipped  her  a 
knowing  wink,  in  a  style  which  she  did  not  above 
half-approve. 

^^  Be  done  with  your  muttering,  there  !*"  cried 
Monkshaugh,  hastily ;  *^  and  go  ye  on  with  the 
lecture,  Xicbeth,  my  love ;  and  pardon  the  dis- 
respect o^  thae  heavy-headed  creatures.  They  are 
BO  like  us  in  their  dull  sleepy  intellectuals.  It 
cannot  be  supposed.— See  ye  keep  your  een  open 
there,  or  ye^se  get  neither  drink  nor  supper  by  ordi- 
nary this  night,*"  said  he,  looking  behind  the  screen, 
and  speaking  in  a  sharp  quick  tone. — ^^  Or  if  ye 
will  sleep  ye  surely  needna  snore.  I  wonder,  Xix- 
beth,  how  folk  can  snore  1"^ 
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"  I  wonder  mair  they  tak'  the  trouble  o'  snor- 
ing wha  never  sleep  at  a',"  said  FriBel^  quietly. 

"  Hold  your  peace  there,  Francie  Frisel !  'Lii- 
beth,  my  love,  go  on — ye'll  soon  get  through  your 
duty." 

Elizabeth,  a  good  deal  scandalized  at  the  whole 
of  this  well-intended  solemnity,  quietly  resumed 
her  iieading  She  read  from  the  volume,  and 
beautiiully  she  read — 

*'  What  is  that  to  ihee,  follow  thou  me.  What 
this  man  or  that  man  does  ;  how  he  employs  his 
time  ;  what  use  he  makes" 

"  Ay,  halt  there,  'Lizbeth,  my  dear.  Ye  hear 
that,  Francie  Frisel,"  said  the  Laird,  turning  his 
head  in  the  direction  of  the  corner  of  the  screen, 
where  Frisel  was  advantageously  posted.  "  What 
is't  to  thee  how  many  halls-alfrisko,  or  fetes-champ 
Peter,  John  Hurcheon's  wife  gi'es.  Verily,  veri- 
ly, it  is  easier,  sirs,  (now  solemnly  addressing  the 
wliole  unseen  congregatloD,)  for  a  camel,  aa  the 
Apostle  James  says,  to  pass  through  the  ej'e  of  a 
needle,  than  for  a  rich  man  to  enter  the  Kingdom  of 
Heaven.  But  these  are  deep  mysteries ;  and  ye 
ha'e  gotten  enough  for  this  night's  diet.  Close  the 
book,  'Liibeth  my  darling. — Make  gude  use,  you 
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ihorey  on,  of  whal  ye  hare  hetnL  EBeyltnuijt 
hftTe  flomechiiig  oomfivtaUe  tar  the  Sabbath  ni^^i 
anpper.  It  was  aye  the  custom  in  Monkthangh, 
^Lisbedi,  after  the  Sabbath  erening*!  duty  waa 
deoendy  owie,  to  gTe  lomething  better  dum  ordi- 
aiy  to  the  domestics. — ^Frande,  fiiuld  by  the  Japan 
screoi  there;  and  Uy  the  sermon  book  where  yell 
easity  find  it  again  next  Sunday. — ^Lisbeth,  my 
love,  did  ye  put  in  a  mark?  Ye  must  take  a  glass 
of  warm  sherry  negus ;  for  Fm  sure  your  throat^s 
sair  wT  such  a  holding  forth.  But  aukL  serious  cua- 
toms  must  now  be  reyived  and  nuuntwied  in  auld 
families.  This  is  no  a  time  to  slacken  in  discipline. 
I  liked  no^  to  talk  before  servants.  I  behoore, 
indeed,  at  all  times,  to  keep  Master  Frisel  at  the 
staff's  end.  He  is  wed  enough  in  his  ain  pboe, 
when  I  keep  in  his  horns — nane  better.  But,  Xia- 
beth,  what  think  y^  o^  Lord  Rantletree,  the  main 
brandi  o^  a^  the  Rantletrees,  skinking  over  and 
banqueting  wT  Meg  Hurcheon^s  grandson  ?^ 

Elizabeth  dexterously  avoided  the  question 
by  replying — ^*  You  never  yet  told  me  the  real 
story  of  this  fiunous  personage— this  witch-wife— 
but  of  course  I  cannot  trouble  you  with  this  on 
Sunday."" 

*^  Muckle  Meg  o'  Monkshaugh  !    Ye  shall  not 
VOL.  I.  a 
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I  long  for  that  etory,  'Liibeth.     Put  mc  in 

umorn.'" 

I  >D  hour  afterwartU,  peace  and  slumber  was 

old  mansion,  from  kitchen  to  garret.    Eli- 

h,  in  her  orisons,  fondly  remembered  him  vho 

;ver  was  absent  from  her  thoughts.     The 

S  dreamed  of  plans  to  mortily  Harleiillum  ; 

,  on  her  pillow,  devised  a  quite  nen  mode 

Mck  upon  the  heart  of  faoncBt  Gideon. 


\ 


MISTAKES  OP  A  KIGIIT.  259 


CHAPTER  XII. 


MISTAKES  OF  A  XIGHT. 


H€  pricked  kit  maggot,  and  lovcked  \am  in  tkt  tcadrr 
tkca  be  broke  <Mt  bitoaTiolcaC  paaiea. 

Tolr  <^a  r«*. 


Next  morning,  when  Elizabeth  entered  the 
breftkfkst  parlour,  she  was  astonished  at  the  Appa- 
litioii  of  Monkdiaugh,  still  in  his  robe-de-chambre, 
seated  at  his  old-fashioned  ebony  writing  desk,  in* 
stead  of  watching  the  silver  tea-pot  at  the  head  of 
the  board — an  affair  that  on  ordinary  occasions  he 
would  not  yield  to  woman,  much  less  to  ^^  man  of 
woman  bom."^  What  short  of  the  death  of  his  ne- 
phew, or  the  demcdition  of  the  ^^  Dresden  Set,^ 
Bif^have  occasioned  this  i^enomenon,  Elisabeth 
could  not  guess. 
The  ceremonial  of  the  liwilrfasi  was  cuitailod  of 
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its  fair  proportions  by  at  least  a  lialf  hour  ;  and 
again  the  Laird  wrote — re-wrote — erased — leaned 
his  head  aside  in  cogitation — smiled  Alatvolio-lilce 
over  a  happy  hit — formed  his  lips  in  curves,  as 
if  tracing  in  imagination  the  characters  of  the 
"  thoughts  that  burned,"  which  his  fingers  were 
forming — in  short,  enacted  the  author  consctoue  of 
his  own  success  as  naturally  as  possible.  Eliza- 
beth knew  of  no  sin  of  this  kind  that  had  ever 
been  charged  on  Atonkshaugh,  save  a  stanza  and 
a  half  added  to  an  old  Jacobite  song. 

Half-laughing  at  her  own  curiosity,  Elizabeth 
said  at  last — "  My  dear  sir,  you  appear  so  de- 
lighted with  your  subject — verse  or  prose  ? — may 
I  inquire?" 

**  Prose,  'Lizbcth,  gude,  plain,  pithy  prose,  that 
will  crack  i"  the  deafest  side  o'  John  Hurcheon's 
head.  But  make  rae  a  clean,  nice-nibbed  pen — 
I  seldomer  wield  the  instrument  than  perhaps  I 
should  do.  I'm  grown  a  lazy  gude-for-naething, 
'Liibeth — and  pick  mc  a  slip  of  the  best  gilt  note 
paper — ^not  card  paper  now.  Ay — that  will  do. 
But  be  ye  patient,  lass — ye  shall  hear.  Fules  and 
bairns,  ye  ken,  should  not  see  half-done  wark — 
though  that's  scarce  a  civil  speech  to  you." 

Elizabeth  perceived  that  though  be  thus  chau 
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ted,  his  mmd  was  absent,  rapt,  absohitdj  in  the 
doiids. 

^  The  gdd  note  seal,  my  dear— wf  the  Grahame 
Anns. 


MQthB 

WadtbBirihiHGril bt 


He  hummed  the  stansa ;  and  then  said,  ^  Ne^er 
ye  marry  a  man  with  a  vulgar  packmanJike  sor. 
name,  Xisbeth — Or  the  note  seal  wT  the  de 
Bruce  crest — how  would  that  motto  do ? — */ui- 
MCis* — We  have  been.  Truly,  ^Lixbeth,  my  dear, 
this  I  fear,  after  a\  may  be  the  most  befitting  our 
present  state.*" 

Thus  delighted  with  himself,  and  havering,  as 
Frisd  said,  without  bounds  or  limits,  Monkshaugh 
maundered  on,  till  a  guest  was  announced  as  un- 
der way  from  the  fords  of  Oran. 

This  was  the  only  dangerous  point  from  which 
the  gentility  of  Monkshaugh  could  be  surprised 
St  unawares ;  and  a  line  of  telegraphs  had  long 
been  established  between  it  and  the  mansion.  The 
ploughman  in  the  distant  fields  shouted  to  the 
thrasher — the  thrasher  communicated  his  in- 
formadon  to  Hughoc  the  cow-boy — the  cow-boy, 
who,  in  good  weather,  took  his  post  on  the  roof  of 
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the  bam,  like  a  warder  on  an  ancient  beacon-hiU, 
legged  down  to  The  Place  to  alarm  Frisel ;  and, 
by  this  good  managemeDt,  the  Laird  was,  at  all 
seasons,  enabled  to  change  his  wig,  examine  the 
larder,  if,  peradventure,  the  coming  visiter  might 
be  entitled  to  the  honours  of  the  sittings,  and  make 
Elizabeth  clear  away  lier  elegant  confusion  of  work, 
books,  and  flowers,  from  her  own  comer,  m  the 
deep  window. 

Before  the  rider  from  the  fords  of  Oran  arriv- 
ed, however,  Mr.  Haliburton  appeared,  splashing 
through  the  miry  loanings.  The  worthy  man,  on  this 
morning,  bad  scarcely  finished  his  wonted  liberal 
allowance  of  oatmeal- porridge  and  butter-milk,  or, 
as  he  more  correctly  termed  it,  sour-milk,  snatch- 
ing, at  a  side  glance,  about  ten  lines  of  "  The 
Marrow"  between  every  tremendous  spoonful,  when 
Mistress  Effie  Fechnie  was  announced  to  him. 

"  Something  the  matter  wi*  the  puir  baim," 
thought  Gideon  in  alarm.  "  I  was  overly  strict 
with  her. — She  is  of  a  gentle  loving  nature,  and 
but  young  yet,  and  will  grow  wiser  in  time  ;"  and, 
under  this  impression,  he  anxiously  interrogated 
Effie. 

"  I  am  laitli  to  xay,"  groaned  that  managing 
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nuudeiiy  ^  that  this  is  a  matter  of  deeper  otmcem- 
■lent  tban  bodfly  aOmente— e^cD  a  souTs  health, 
minister — a  case  I  behoored  to  Uy  before  ye  o^ 
giieToas  pcfsecutkni,  for  it^s  nae  better,  condemii- 
mg  me,  hmg  fed  wT  sappy  and  savoury  Secesrioa 
doetrme,  to  the  legal  blash  o^  an  atild4cirk  eorbie ; 
and  warned  to  flit  my  serrioe  if  I  diua  quit  sit- 
ting  under  your  banner.^  And  EiBe  melted  into 
sndi  tears  **  as  does  an  allegory  on  the  banks  of 
the  Nile.^  ^* Fm  sureFm  ready,  minister,  totake 
up  my  cross,  leave  father  and  mother,  if  I  bad 
them,  and  follow  you — ^yea,  cleave  to  ye,^— and 
there  rose  a  little  sob. 

This  was  attacking  Gideon  on  his  two  weak 
sides,  if  we  may  be  allowed  the  expression— his 
tendcincas  for  the  sex,  his  principles  as  a  Came- 
Ttmian,  and  his  pride  pB  a  spiritual  teacher. 

^'  The  Laird  o^  Monkshaugh  astonishes  myself, 
££Be^— -111  till  him  this  minute,  and  lay  before 
him  what  he  has  to  answer  for,  in  straitening  the 
tender  C^onsdences  that  eat  his  breads— and  Gi- 
deon rose  in  seal. 

^*  Eh,  Gude  sake  na  !^  cried  Effie,  in  a  very 
natural  maimer,  much  alarmed  at  this 
forward  proceeding. 
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■  "  Let  your  yea  be  yea — your  nay,  nay,  Effie," 

IP  said  Gideon,  solemnly. — "  But  here  comes  puir 

'^  Francie— on  the  same  errand  belike." 

"  My  errand  is  to  bid  you  to  dinner  with  the 
Laird  and  the  young  leddy,  Mr.  Gideon. — Hear- 
tily glad  will  baitb  be  of  your  company. — Com- 
plimentB  to  you,  conjunk  and  several ;  and  a  pri- 
vate wordfrae  Leddy 'Lizbcth  that  ye  muKt  come." 
"  And  no  a  word  to  say  o"  your  am  strait,  my 
wee  man,  anent  this  prelatic  cantrap  o'  forcing  ye 
to  gi'e  up  your  kirk." 

Frisel  perceived  in  a  moment  how  the  land  lay, 
and  how  much  EfHc  waH  in  his  power ;  and  man- 
aged to  bear  off  both  Laird  and  lady,  ensuring 
peace  for  this  time  among  all  parties,  and  a  good 
supper  or  two  to  himself  from  the  grateful  fair, 
whose  reputation  lay  so  much  in  his  power. 

"  So  ye  really  think,  Francie,  he  meant  nae- 
thing,^  said  Effie ;  and  while  she  still  zealously 
avouched  her  readiness  to  "  give  up  all,"  she  ex- 
pressed thankfulness  that  she  was  not  yet  called 
on  to  suffer  for  conscience"  sake,  and  went  off  alone, 
after  several  vain  attempts  to  get  Frisel  along 
Fith  her. 

"  I  wish  Effie's  zeal  may  be  altogether  accord- 
ing to  knowledge,"  said  Gideon.    "  But  what  shall 
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we  say — are  not  the  simple  o^  the  earth  like  her, 
<iften  chosen  to  confound  men  of  understanding  K^ 

So  lightly  on  his  throne  sat  Monkshaugh'^s  bo- 
som^s  lord  on  this  morning,  that  it  was  his  own  pro- 
position to  invite  Gideon  over  to  dinner.  ^*  That 
was  a  smart  wipe  he  gave  Lowrie  Lingle  after  all,^ 
said  he  to  Elixabeth.  ^<  And  he  meant  weel  by 
his  discourse  about  Wolfe.*" 

And  when  the  worthy  apostle  arrived,  the  Laird, 
in  high  glee,  quiued  and  joked  on  the  tender  sub- 
ject of  Effie  Fechnie^s  ominous  streeking  on  the 
chaff-bed  on  the  former  day.  Elixabeth  worked, 
and  chatted,  and  smiled ;  and  the  ^^  grand  gen- 
tleman  on  a  horse,"^  whom  Hughoc  had  announced, 
arrived  at  last  in  the  guise  of  a  smart,  good-looking, 
English  groom,  well-mounted,  and  splendidly 
equipped  in  the  Harletillum  livery. 

^^  I  was  expecting  this  arrival,""  said  the  Laird, 
with  the  imposing  air  of  a  highland  seer.  ^^  But 
what  business  has  John  Hurcheon  with  brown 
faced  up  wi**  yellow — ^the  house  o^  Argyle  wear 
brown  and  yellow^-or  wi^  red,  or  blue,  or  grey,  or 
green-— or  what^s  the  use  of  a  Lyon  Office  in  Scot- 
land?" 

^^  The  puir  man  i^fey^  muttered  Gideon. 

^^  Yell  see  that  man  and  horse  be  decently  re- 
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IVeahed,  Francie.  Take  clown  the  siller  tass  full 
o'  braiidy  from  the  beaufet  there.  Ye  nee,  'Liz- 
beth,  my  love,"  continued  Monkshaugh,  softening 
his  exulting  tone  to  the  gravity  and  modesty  fitted 
for  the  denouement  of  the  drama  of  the  morning 
— "  I  foresaw  that  as  Wolfe — poor  fellow,  for  my 
sake  it  was  too — had  patched  up  a  truce  wi'  JtAin 
Hurcheon,  we  must  no  doubt  be  invited,  Mr.  Gi- 
deon, to  swell  their  peacock  train  and  glorification 
i'  the  county,  on  the  10th  proximo.  Now  gs  nay 
laay  habits  since  I  forsook  the  bar" — 

"  The  Laird  has  his  black  advocate's  gown  no 
a  flee  the  waur.  It's  just  a  picture  for  trimmings 
and  purflings,  Mr.  Gideon." 

"  Hold  your  peace,  t'rancie  ! — makes  rac  no  the 
ready  penman  I  have  been.  I  thought  it  best  to 
be  prepared — a-hem  !"  and  clearing  his  throat  he 
read  with  due  emphasis. 

"  Mr.  Robert  Grahame  of  Monkshaugh  and 
Kippencreery  Wester,  and  the  Honourable  Miss 
Elizabeth  de  Bruce,  return  compHmente  toMr.and 
Mrs.  Hurcheon  of  Harletillum — ^for  ilka  carle's 
son  maun  be  Mr.  Something,  of  someplace,  now- 
adays, Mr.  Haliburton;  Esquires,  no  less,  o"  places 
wad  ill  graie  a  goose  and  her  gosling,  as  ye  may 
read    in   the    Caledonian    Mercury — '    Apply    to 
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pgndidcs  whilk,  m  gTe  ye  mj  word  as  a 
BflBy  Mr.  Gideon,  die  braadancs  and  oottcr-bod- 
Aes  that  ate  mj  totAan  Inrerj  ineal,  wadnakaiiv 
piantfd  their  lang  kale  in. — ^And  then  again  ve 
hare,  «i  sodi  a  d^  o^  sndi  a  month — *'  Darii 
Bdldvickay  Esqnirey  Candlrmaker,  married  an 
luaa  Geotg|inay  stcond  docnier  oi  Inr.  Geaqpa 
^lealbane,  Fleshcr*— and  in  doe  scnion  ^  The 
lady  of  David  Baldwicks,  Esqidie,  is,^  nae  danbl, 
'  safdy  ddiyered  of  a  son  f  and,  if  ve  lire  as  lang, 
ve  may  be  sure  to  meet  Darid  again,  honest 
cither  T  the  bankrupt  gasette  or  the  ofaitnary- 
*  Darid  Bakhricks,  Esquire,  sfittor,  justly 
nnccfdy  regretted  by  a  numerous  drde  of  friends.* 
— ^And  ftr  readii^  this  truckering  and  traffickiiy 
between  hides  and  tallow,  a  gentleman  of  birth  and 
name,  Mr.  Haliborton,  must  pay  his  money,  or 
pre  up  the  anldest  finnily  newspaper  in  Scotland. 
As  my  Leddy  Tamtallan  says—'  Ifs  enough  ta 
put  being  bom  and  dying  out  o^  fiwhion"^ 

^  The  puir  man  is  fry,"  thought  Gideon  onee 
again,  as  the  Laird,  waxing  warm  and  witty,  thus 
rerdled  in  parenthesis. 

^  Pray  proceed  with  your  note,*  said  Elisabeth, 
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wlio  anticipated  some  very  absurd  scene,  and  waa 
undecidedly  hovering  between  her  love  for  Monks- 
hsugh  and  her  perception  of  the  ludicrous. 

Again  the  Laird  commenced  with  fresh  glee, 
fresh  breath,  and  fresh  anticipations  of  tiiuniph. 

" '  Mr.  Robert  Grahame  of  Monkshaugh  and 
Kippencreery  Wester,  and  the  Honourable  Miss 
Elizabeth  de  Bruce  of  that  ilk,  return  compli- 
ments'— Now  I  don't  quite  like  the  word  return, 
'Lizbeth — '  to  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Hurcheon  of  Harle- 
tillum,  and  for  reasons  which  it  would  be  unpolite 
in  Mr.  Grahame  to  condescend  upon  more  parti- 
cularly, beg  to  offer  apologies  for  not  being  present 
at  Mr,  Hurcheon's  grand  dinner  of  the  10th  prox- 
imo ;  and  are  sorry  tliat  the  same  causes  must  ope- 
rate against  Mrs.  Hurcheon's  fete  champ  peter' — 
(or  is  it  petre,  'Lizbeth .') — '  and  ball  al  fresco, 
to  be  given  on  the  following  day, 

" '  Monkshaugh  House,  December  4,  I7 — ■' " 

"  Will  that  do,  'Lizbeth  ? — Short  and  pithy — 
a  bit  of  a  tickler,  Mr.  Gideon."  Monkshaugh 
lighted  his  taper,  seized  his  wax,  and  made  a 
strong,  neat,  deep  impression  of  the  Grahame  arms 
on  the  note.  Elizabeth  stole  to  his  side — "  But, 
my  dear  sir,  we  are  not  yet" 

"  Ye  are  for  accepting  then,   Miss  de  Bruce, 
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like  mil  young  ibols  to  whom  a  junkettiiig  it  mair, 
as  my  lady  Tamtallan  says,  than  the  honour  and 
dignity  o^  the  line  o'  de  Bruce.^  The  Laird  spoke 
wratfafiilly.  '<  Ye  maun  taXkm  Lord  Rantktree's 
exaraple-^worship  the  golden  calf  set  up  on  the 
CoaUieogli  moor,  and  do  John  Hurcheon'^s  bid- 
dmg.- 

*^  So  fiur  fiom  accepting,  that  I  trust  no  iuTita- 
tion  win  be  sent  to  me.  /,  at  least,  hare  had  none 
yet.  Time  enough,  you  know  you  wont  to  tdl  me 
ten  years  ago,  in  another  delicate  case,  for  young 
la£e8  to  refuse  when  they  are  asked."" 

Off  went  the  Laird*s  bell,  and  in  rushed  the 
Whittret— ^  Bring  Leddy  'Lisbeth  that  card 
John  Hurcheon'^s  groom  has  brought*" 

^'  No  card,  sir — all  word  o*  mouth. — *  Mrs. 
Hurdieon^s  compliments,  and  would  be  obligated, 
besides  payment,  for  another  poullie  hen,  and  a  few 
more  pairs  of  chickens  and  pigeons,  as  ye  are  fam- 
ous for  your  poultry  ;  and  would  like  the  bill  sent 
over,  that  it  might  be  settled  by  the  housekeeper 
before  the  fiunily  go  to  town."  The  gnmn  chap, 
English  Tom,  is  damning  like  a  dragoon  at  them 
for  sending  him  their  hen-wife  messages. — ^But 
LonTs  sake,  Monkshaugh,  ye  surely  are  no  going 
to  lift  your  hand  to  me  !^ 
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"  BUI ! — send  my  bill! — poullic  hens  and  chick- 
em  1"  shouted  the  Laird. — "  The  impudent  quean, 
as  if  I  were  a  hen-wife,  or  an  egg-cadger  like  her 
grandfather ;  or  a  liuxtry-wife  dealing  in  fat  pou'- 
try  for  my  bread  !  because  I  compelled  Effie 
Fechnie,  my  housekeeper,  against  her  Judgment 
and  will,  to  lend  the  pack  some  fat  fowls  when  they 
Bent  to  borrow  of  us.  This  comes  of  a  neighbour- 
ly deed  done  to  the  ill-bred  be^arly  race  of  them. 
Effie  Fechnie  ! — Effie  Fechnie  T  and  clapping  a 
band  to  each  side  of  his  bead,  as  if  to  prevent  it 
from  bursting  open  at  this  indignity  ;  or.  what 
teemed  more  likely,  to  keep  his  periwig  from  flying 
off,  the  deeply  insulted  Laird  of  Monkehaugh  nn 
to  his  chamber. 

"  I  thought  the  puir  man  was  fey^  "LidKth," 
aaid  Gideon. 

"  You  miglit,  with  equal  justice,  have  thought 
the  woman  ill-bred  and  insolent,"  returned  Elix^ 
beth.  She  threw  the  Laird's  epistolar)'  labours 
into  the  fire  ;  and,  turning  to  Frisel,  ordered  hint 
to  give  the  groom  a  half-crown  and  dismiss  him. 
"  There  was  no  message  from  Mr.  Grahame  to 
Mrs.  Hutchen  of  Harletillum." 

Frisel  was  one  of  those  im^inativc  persons  who 
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nerer  either  carried  a  mesaage  or  told  a  story  rer- 
batiin  in  tlirir  Uvea. 

^*  Tell  your  miatreaa,  English  Tom,  that  Mr. 
Giafaame,  of  Monkshaugh,  says,  he  has  not  begun 
the  cadger^rade  yet ;  though,  in  looking  round 
tins  country,  he  has,  like  Lord  Rantletree,  great 
leaaon  to  think  it  a  thriyii^  calUng.'^ 

Gideon  was  left  to  cool  his  heels  for  a  quarter 
«f  an  hour,  before  Frisel,  alwajrs  excited  when  nua^ 
dnef  was  going  forward,  returned  to  the  parlour. 

''  The  Lairdhasu'en  a  tretd,"*  said  he.  *^  He 
is  a^  in  a  grue^  shaking  like  an  aspen,  puir  bod- 
die."* 

'^  A  weid  ! — help  thee  Frande  !^  returned  Gi- 
deon, smiling  quietly <—^^  It's  only  women  boddies 
that  tak'  weids  when  they  bear  their  bairns."" 

"  O,  de'il-my-care  ! — The  Laird's  in  a  weid,  I 
tell  ye.  Leddy  'Lisbeth  is  drapping  double  brandy 
for  him  on  a  knublock  o'  sugar.  Efiie  is  making 
a  het-drink — and  I  am  sent  to  look  after  you.*" 

*^Undeniably,  my  wee  man,  the  Laird  has  mair  o"  a 
woman's  turn  about  him — I  aye  thought  that— -than 
is  just  common  to  our  gender,''  said  Gideon,  shak- 
ing  his  head,  gravely  and  thoughtfully,  his  medi- 
cal or  physical  doubts  beginning  to  thicken  before 
the  strong  averments  of  the  Whittret.— '^  But  this 
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u  graith  I  cannot  yoke,  Francie,''  he  continued, 
"  Sae  I  had  better  stoyte  hame-owre — ^my  bit 
business  can  stand." 

"  Never  a  fit-  Sit  ye  down,  minister,''  said  the 
Whittret,  equally  prompt  to  do  the  honours  or  dis- 
courtesies of  his  master's  house. — "  Leddy  'Lix- 
beth  will  put  a'  thae  m^rrims  to  the  rout  in  ten 
minutes.  Ye  wadna  leave  Effie  and  us  in  our  ca- 
lamity ;  and  as  gude  a  leg  o'  mutton  on  the  broche 
as  ever  trotted  through  the  Path  o'  Condie  ? — Do 
ye  no  smell  it?  It's  Dr,  Draunt  has  the  keen 
back-scent  where  a  fat  dinner  is  l'  the  wind.  We 
gi'e  him  his  dinner  here  for  ordinary  on  the  Tues- 
day. You  haly-wark  folk  aye  like  your  throats 
oiled,  Mr.  Gideon.  The  Laird  was  for  putting 
off  the  cock-a-lcekic  till  the  morn  for  his  sake,  but 
canny  Efiic  wadna  hear  o"t.  If  the  bye-word 
haulde — '  clever  at  meat,  clever  at  warL' — we 
need  not,  I'm  sure,  complain  o'  him  that  guides  the 
pastoral  crook  n'  this  parish." 

"  If  ye  think  to  pleasure  me  by  decrying  a  min- 
ister of  the  Kirk  o'  Scotland,  e'en  wi'  a"  its  defile- 
ments, as  a  belly-god  and  a  gormandeezer,  Francie 

Frisel,  I  wad  rede  ye  to  know" 

"  Decry  !"  interrupted  the  impudent  varlet. — 
"  Far  frae  it,  Mr.  Haliburton.     If  the  proverb  be 
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true,  tluu  ^  Heayen  sends  meat,  but  the  de'il 
cooks,"  ought  we  not  the  rmther  to  be  thmnkfu"  that 
we  have  an  established  clergy,  rq^ulariy  appointed 
in  every  parish,  to  buflet  wT  the  Enemy,  and 
gainsay  his  unsavoury  purposes  touching  our 
creature-comforts.'^ 

**  Frande — Francie,  ye'*re  a  great  little  loonie  !" 
said  Gideon,  shaking  his  fist  over  the  elfin  man, 
and  grinning  in  recovered  good-humour ;  for  Gi- 
deon, after  all,  was  human — and  a  Cameronian 
preaclier. 

While  Frisel  thus  kept  Gideon  in  play,  Elisa- 
beth, with  gentle  address,  was  soothing  the  wounded 
feelings  and  nifiled  pride  of  Monkshaugh ;  and  she 
at  last  half  succeeded  in  convincing  him,  that  dis- 
missing the  messenger  in  silence  was  much  more 
consistent  with  his  true  dignity,  than  all  those  forms 
and  modes  of  revenging  the  galling  insiilt  which 
his  passion  dictated.  The  poor  old  man  was  at 
length  quite  subdued  by  her  entreaties. 

"  Ye  say  Wolfe  would  do  this,  'Lixbeth  ?  1 
trust  ye  may  be  right.  I'^m  no  the  man  some  of 
the  auld  Monkshaughs  were.  I  was  but  a  weak- 
ly babie ;  and  maybe  a  wee  thought  spoiled  by 
an  owre  fond  mother.  Wolfe  has  had  to  rough  it 
out,  poor  lad ;  and  it  may  be  the  better  for  him. 
Vol.  I.  s 


2^i  KLIZADETII  DF.  BltUCE. 

To  him  it's  left  to  redeem  tlie  name  of  the 
Grahames  of  Monkshaugh.  Fm  hut  draff  and 
sand  to  the  auld  gal) ant  Grahames.  I  ken 
that :  but  I'm  o'  their  blood — and  thae  Hur- 
cheoQB," — and  lie  tossed  himself  back  on  his  pil- 
low. 

"  Forget  them  sir,"  said  Elizabeth,  far  more 
affected  by  this  candour  and  humility,  than  she 
had  ever  been  by  his  vaunts  and  glories. 

"  No  ! — hut  ril  be  clear  o'  them,  if  I  should  go 
round  the  parish  wi'  an  aumoua  pock.  Do  ye 
think  the  gudewivcs  would  be  ony  thing  free  o'  an 
aumous  to  the  puir  auld  Laird  of  Monkshaugh, 
whose  forebears  have  reigned  sac  laug  among 
them  ?" 

Here  was  vanitj'  at  work  again.  Elizabeth 
made  no  reply.  She  was  at  all  times  rather  de- 
ficient, and  perhaps  disdainlul,  of  that  pardonable 
address  which  sooths  the  peevish  mood  of  a  harm- 
less vanity.  Her  compliments  were  not  to  be 
_fiehed  by  either  the  naked  hook  or  alluring  bait. 

"  Go  down  to  Gideon,  my  dear,"  said  the  Laird. 
"  He  is  but  a  rough-spun  Christian — but  he  has 
cast  bis  glamour  over  Wolfe  Grahame ;  and  were 
it  but  a  messan-cur  that  Wolfe  liked,  it  should  be 
welcome  for  his  sake  to  Monkshaugh  house." 
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^^  Then  I  hope  you  will  like  me  alto,  for  his 
sake,*^  said  Eliiabeth,  slif^tly  blushing. 

**  I  like  you  for  your  own,  Xizbeth,  my  dear, 
even  if  ye  were  not  John  de  Bruce^s  child.  To 
be  sure,  Xisbeth,  there  was  once  a  passing  talk  of 
me  taking  a  leddy.  Both  my  ever  honoured 
mother  and  the  Leddy  Tamtallan  thought  o"  Miss 
Nicky  Murra%  as  a  desirable  party ;  but  it  never 
wentfiurther  than  a  tea-drinldng  in  theauld  Coun- 
tess o"  Eglintoiine^s.  I  own,  I  am  something  par- 
ticular in  my  taste  o^  a  fine  woman'^s  shapes.  Now 
Miss  Nicky,  though  a  reigning  toast  and  belle, 
was  what  the  bucks  of  those  days  called  kipper- 
hippet,  and  so^ 

"  Well,  well,"^  interrupted  Elizabeth,  laughing, 
but  reddening  more  deeply  than  before— since  you 
are  resolved  to  crush  all  female  hope,  pray  put 
your  cruelty  to  sleep  for  an  hour  before  dinner."*" 
And  she  arranged  the  pillows  and  coverlet,  closed 
the  window  shutters,  and  departed. 

Mistress  Eifie,  whether  in  requital  of  Mr.  Gi- 
deon'*s  oratorical  exertions  of  the  previous  day,  or 
fnnn  a  determination  to  attack  the  worthy  man 
through  the  stomach  as  well  as  the  heart,  and  thus 
not  leave  him  one  organ  wherewith  to  defend  him- 
self, or  firom  both  motives  combined,  produced  an 
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admirable  dinner.  Monk»haiigli  arose  composed 
in  spirit — Corporal  Fugal  came  down  to  The  Place 
to  inquire  for  his  patron  Wolfe,  and  waa  ordered 
his  dinner.  "  There  was  mirth  in  the  kitchen,  and 
mirth  in  the  hall"  The  cock-a-lcekie  spoke  a 
language  of  which  even  Gideon  understood  the 
spirit.  Some  bottles  of  old  home-brewed  ale, 
briglit  as  amber  and  strong  as  a  giant,  were  quaif- 
ed  to  the  health  of  the  "  young  Captain"  in  the 
kitchen.  A  bottle  of  excellent  old  wine,  though 
rather  thrown  away  on  Mr.  Haliburton,  neverthe- 
less, did  its  gentle  spiriting  in  the  parlour.  There 
was  one  hearty  pledge  to  the  "  lad  over  the  water ;" 
and  the  tempest  of  the  morning  subsided  into  a 
tranquil  evening. 

Seated  between  the  elders,  in  the  glowing  twi- 
light of  the  parlour  fire,  Elizabeth  just  touching 
her  guitar,  as  if  to  keep  herself  in  countenance, 
sung  first  in  order,  "  The  Gallant  Grahames," 
and  afterwards  many  old  lays  of  love  and  Scottish 
chivalry.  She  even  at  lengtli  warmed,  melted, 
and  betrayed  Gideon  into  the  dangerous  heresy  of 
helping  her  out  with  broken  lines,  supplying  verses, 
and  reciting  fragments  which  she  had  never 
before  heard.  Gideon  had  one  mark  of  strong 
poetical  feeling,  a  tenacious  regard  of  that  form  of 
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words  which  had  first  fiwtened  on  his  memory. 
He  could  haye  knocked  down,  or  something  near 
it,  the  author  of  even  an  eyident  emendation  on 
his  eld  fiiTourites.  He  was  quite  as  tenacious  of 
music  as  words ;  and  had  moreover  a  very  true 


At  Gideon'^s  request— for  he  was  the  most  absent 
of  men — ^Elisabeth  chanted  the  fine  old  ballad 
of  '^  Fair  Annie,^  the  deserted  wife— her  heart 
throbbing  violently  as  she  sung— 

''  Pat  ribboot  OB  your  hctd,  Annie, 

Pnt  ro«i  in  yonr  ihoon ; 
And  try  ye  to  look  maide»-like, 

Thoogfa  maiden  ye  be  nane.*' 

**  I  may  pat  ribbons  in  my  bair, 

And  raecein  my  iboon; 
But  bow  can  I  look  maiden-like, 

Wben  maiden  I  am  nane.'* 

''  Ye  are  out  there,  Burd  Xixbeth,''  said  Gi- 
deon, when  she  concluded.  . 

I  have  at  least  good  authority ."" 
I   care  no^   a  fig  for  authority. — Ye  miss 
the  best  verses  i'  the  ditty,*" — and  like  Aubrey ''s 
ghost,  ^^  with  a  most  melodious  twang,^  he  simg 
some  stanzas  quite  new  to  Elizabeth. 

«  Lie  yoni-^lie  yont,  my  new-made 

lie  yont  a  bit  frae  me ; 
I  downa  biear  my  Annie  weep, 

For  a*  tbe  gear  ye  ba'e,*'  &c.  Ac 


4( 

66 


278  lii.izAHE'ru  Di:  buice. 

"  I  shall  nclopt  these  lines,"  said  Elizabeth ;  niii) 
as  he  looked  at  her,  all  at  once  her  j>ecu]iar  situa- 
tion flaulied  on  hia  mind.  Her  deep  blushes,  and 
downcast  eyes,  and  quivering  voice,  shewed  liim 
the  cruelty  oi'  his  request  for  this  ballad. 

"  I  was  bom  an  idiot,  and  I'll  die  an  idiot !" 
he  muttered — and  he  turned  to  Monkehaugh. 
"  Thae  blethers  o'  auld  rhymes  will  stick  by  a 
man  when  the  memory  of  better  things  has  perish- 
ed- When  I  was  a  ladthe  about  my  father's  fire- 
aide  i'  the  Kens  o'  Gallowa',  a  muirlaod  farmer — 
nae  boast  o"  birth,  Monkshaugh,  though  our  fore- 
bears— and  that  is  boast — kenned  baith  how  to 
daur  and  to  suffer  in  Scotland's  evil  day  : — Ay,  and 
to  seal  a  noble  testimony  with  their  precious 
blood." 

"  And  you  acquired  your  store  of  fine  old  bal- 
lads there  f"  said  Elizabeth ;  for  the  conversation 
was  verging  to  a  ticklish  point  underneath  this 
roof,  and  she  wished  to  lead  it  back. 

"  E'en  there,  'Lizbeth.  We  had  a  fashion  o' 
crooning  that  auld-warld  nonsense,  about  the  ingle 
neuk  on  a  winter's  fore-night,  or  on  the  braes  in  a 
suimy  summer  day :  Nonsense  and  waur ;  feeding 
the  vanity  and  corruption  of  the  natural  heart — 
Brave  gallants  coming  branking  down  the  brae,  in 
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disguise,  nae  doubt ;  and  forgatherin'  wi**  lasses  at 
a  buchtin  fauld,  and  marrying  and  making  led- 
dies  o^  them,  or  giving  them  fifty  guineas  to  pay 
their  nourrice  fee.  It  puts  black  mischief  in  in- 
nocent maidens^  heads.  I  kenned  a  lass  ance  thai 
could  have  turned  The  Cowden  Knowes— *  The 
bonnie,  bomiie  broom^ — amaist  as  sweetly  as  your- 
ser,  Burd  'Lisbeth.     That  auld  ditty  o'  hers — 

**  I  ride  Mogle  on  my  nddic, 
SiiiM  ovr  iNrsw  facftwi  m  %*  wod  ttWKff* 

wad  ha'^e  made  the  tears  rap  down  a  mane's  cheek. 
But  I''m  an  auld  fide,  Monkshaugh !  Nae  fules 
like  us  that^s  auld  ftdes,""  cried  Gideon,  blushing 
up  to  the  verge  of  his  wig.  He  drew  his  homy 
hand  across  his  eyes,  and  abruptly  snapped  the 
silver  chord  of  recollection,  which  held  him  to  old 
songs,  early  loves,  and  the  hills  of  Galloway. 

The  Laird  rung  the  bell;  and  lights  were 
brought  in.  How  many  soft  and  lovely  twilight 
visions  have  broad  day-light  and  candle-light  the 
sin  of  banishing !  Gideon  had  been  seduced  into 
looking  back  upon  Sodom,  and  the  fair  cities  of 
the  plain,  and  might,  at  this  hour,  have  whispered 
with  the 


<« 


My  eyct  are  dim  with  childiah  tmn. 
My  heart  u  inly  ttincd  ; 

For  die  tame  toiiBd  is  in  mine  mr% 
Which  in  thow  dayi  I  btaitl"— 
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feeling  anew,  as  it  were,  the  united  blandiabmenU  J 
of  nature,  poett^',  and  the  bomiie  lass  of  Gallo- 
way take  high  posEession  of  his  heart ;  but  tlie 
candles  sent  all  sofl  ideas  a-trooping  to  the  shadea 
and  lab)Tinths  of  metaphysics  and  controversial 
divinity. 

Elizabeth  had  long  known  that  Gideon  poosest- 
cda  genial,  as  well  as  an  honest,  and  a  single  heart  j 
but  sundry  little  stolen  glimpses  at  unawares,  led 
her  to  suspect  that  it  might  once  have  been  a  ten- 
der one  also,  rough  as  was  the  rind.  She  felt  thai 
strong  and  very  common  propensity  of  having  a 
peep  into  that  strange  and  complicated  machine 
the  human  heart,  under  its  softer  manifestations ; 
and  tried,  once  more,  to  lead  back  the  discourse. 
But  the  chord  was,  as  we  have  said,  snapped,  and 
all  her  efforts  were  vain. 

"  How  I  should  like  to  see  your  hills  of  Gallo- 
way !"  she  said,  and  repeated — 


WbeR  buthct  blonmi  and  moof-oock*  at.w. 
Then  dig  my  gnye,  mad  lay  my  buiei 
Anug  tbc  hilb  o'  GiUowk'." 

"  Brave  lines,  Burd  'Liibeth  '.  and  so  at  your 
age  might  I  ha'c  said.  But  now  a  stranger  and  a 
pilgrim,  as  all  our  fathers  were,  what  matters  it  .=■" 
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SO  where  the  auld  bttttered  tnink  falls,  there  let  it 
lie." 

Gideon  rote  to  depart.  EluabeCh  hong  on  hit 
arm  for  an  instant,  and  tried  to  coax  him  to  re- 
main aU  night,  promising  to  sing  to  him  without 
her  simple  instrument ;  for  he  strongly  disliked  all 
instruments  of  music. 

^^  Na,  na,  my  bairn — that's  my  leddy***— look- 
ing at  Monkshaugh,  who  liked  no  sudi  fireedoma 
as  he  used — **  as  godly  Samuel  Rutherford  says, 
^  Ha^  binks  are  sliddery  seats  for  gospel  ministers,^ 
— I  must  gang  back  to  the  auld  black  wa's  yonder. 
I  sometimes  think  my  path  in  the  wilderness  but 
a  lanely  ane ;  but  it's  better  ordered  I  daursay— 
I  daursay  ?  Sinner  that  I  am  what  am  I  saying  ? 
Is  it  no"  in  His  hands  where  all  things  are  weeUor- 
dered  and  sure.'" — He  turned  to  the  Laird  and  said 
quietly — ^^  Monkshaugh,  if  it  wadna  be  trouble- 
some, I  would  like  a  private  word  with  you.*" 

^^  Some  bit  favour  to  ask,  honest  man,""  whis- 
pered Monkshaugh  as  he  passed.  ^^  I  would  be 
laith  to  refuse  him.'" 

Elizabeth's  conscious  heart  throbbed  with  min- 
gled feelings,  as  the  two  elders  retired  together  to 
the  arched  stone  passage,  or  *'*'  pend  ha",''  as  it  was 
called. 
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"  Speak  freely,  Mr.  Haliburton,"  said  Monks- 
haugli,  in  tones  of  gracious  encouragement. — 
"  Though  I  ken  my  place  on  proper  occasion,  I 
have  aye  a  civil  answer  and  a  patient  car,  for  a 
decent  man  like  you." 

Gideon  was  too  much  absorbed  to  obsen^e  a  de- 
gree of  condescension  which  would  probably  have 
exceeded  his  gratitude. — "  I  was  under  great  con- 
cernment yon  morning  to  see  you  take  sae  to  heart 
the  scoutherin'  o'  your  bit  pipkin ;  and  so" — here 
he  fumbled  m  the  abysses  of  his  huge  side  pock- 
ets— ■"  as  I  happened,  in  passing  through  Glenoap, 
to  forgather  wi'  that  runagate  quean  that  was  ance 
Corporal  Fugal's  wife,  I  cofl  this  ;'" — and  he  dis- 
played a  small  tin  vessel,  resplendent  with  scarlet 
lacker  and  metallic  foil,  ornamented  with  some- 
thing courtesy  might  have  called  the  Union  flower, 
an  entwined  thistle  and  rose,  and  over  all,  the 
scroll  and  blazon  "  to  robekt.'" 

"Just  a  wonder  of  art,"  continued  Gideon, 
turning  it  admiringly  round ; — "  and  a  greater 
wonder  I  had  the  sense  to  think  on  it ;  (smiling 
complacently) ;  for  in  matters  of  compliment,  or 
in  what  a  house  needs,  I'm,  I  acknowledge,  but  an 
ignoramuK  to  you  Latrd,  And  to  give  the  quean 
her  due,  tihe  herself  put  it  into  my  thick  head.— 
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*'  There  is  whmt  the  Laird  o"  Monkshaugh  wad  give 
gowld  for,**  quoth  she.  But  I  got  it  for  less  siller, 
Mr.  Grahame,^  whispered  Gideon ;  *^  so  mak^  nae 
scruples  about  accepting  it.*^ 

This  was  a  day  in  which  the  fates  seemed  to 
have  conspired  against  the  dignity  of  the  house  of 
Monkshaugh.     Red  as  a  turkey  cock,  his  distend- 
ed nostrils  blowing  and  sniffling  in  wrath,  the 
Laiid  burst  fintb— ^  Xisbeth  de  Bruce,  d'ye  hear 
this  ? — ^Ye  uncivil  person — ^is  it  under  my  father^s 
roof  ye  offer  me  your  tinkler-tackle,  in  place  of  an 
utensil,  Mr.  Gideon  Haliburton,  that  a'  the  kitch- 
en gear  that  ever  was  amang  the  whigs  o^  Gallo- 
wa^  could  not  purchase,  Mr.  Gideon  Haliburtonr 
Honest  Gideon  was  taken  quite  aback  by  this 
unlooked  for  turn  given  to  his  very  first  act  of  ad- 
dress and  ^^  considerateness.'*^     He  was  too  much 
discomfited  to  reply  all  at  once.     At  length  he  got 
out— ^  I  meant  ye  nac  incivility,  Laird  o^  Monks- 
haugh, far  (rae  it — I  wish  to  gi^'e  honour  where 
hcmour  is  due — and  what  is  fairly  meant  should 
be  fairly  u'en."' 

And  Gideon  stoutly  strode  away  followed  by 
Eliiabeth,  who  again  hung  on  his  arm,  coaxing 
him  to  return  as  the  night  was  dark,  tempestuous, 
and  rainy.— ^^  It's  e'en  owre  true  the  wee  man 
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says,  rm  no  fit  to  guide  mysel',  'Lizbeth.  The 
Lord  look  on  me  and  help  me  !  For  since  I  lost 
Marion  Hervcy,  I'm  a  puir,  helpIesE,  handless 
man,  Let  me  gang,  my  dear, — let  me  pass.  I 
wash  my  hands  o'  hussey-skep.  The  session  may 
just  do  wi"  me  as  they  like,  toucliing  the  matter  of 
conjugality.  I  thought — and  mainly  for  your  sake 
too,  'Lizbeth ;  I  was  ua,  I  shame  to  own  it,  alto- 
gether single-hearted  in  this  affair — I  thought  as 
I  would  like  to  be  seeing  how  ye  prospered  baith 
in  spirituals  and  temporals,  it  was  best  to  make 
that  prinkie  boddie  some  bit  propine  for  the  skaith 
done  his  pannikin  yon  morning,  as  I  might  have 
brought  a  Flanders-babie  to  yoursel"  when  at  the 
synod  lang  syne,  and  you  a  bairn.  That  thing" — 
and  he  threw  it  down  in  contempt — "-cost  me  a 
crown  o'  white  siller ;  and  lo  !" — 

"It's  no  worth  five  bawbies,"  added  Frisel. — 
Elizabeth  retired  hearing  Monkshaugh's  voice; 
and  Frisel  ran  after  the  minister  up  into  the  ave- 
nue, bawling — "  Ye  maun  be  ruled,  Mr,  Gideon ; 
ril  be  down  to  the  Sourholes  the  mom.  Keep  up 
your  heart !  Discreet  elderly  maidens  are  no  ill  to 
woo.  She's  an  auld  crock  ewe,  as  I  said,  o'  your 
un  fauld  too. — It  gangs  to  my  heart  though  to  l>e 
art  or  part  in  putting  ye  under  the  harrows ;  for 
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tbcu  art  an  Itraelite  indeed  in  whom  is  no  guile  T 
Thus  did  Frisel  apostrophiae^e  fiigidTe. 

Monkahaugh  would  soon  have  forgiven  Mr.  Gi- 
deon, and  even  condemned  himself  for  his  unkind 
reception  of  a  courtesy,  the  absurdity  of  which  a- 
rose  firom  mere  simplicity,  had  he  not  overheard 
the  unhicky  phrase  ^^  prinkie  boddie^ — a  thing  to 
be  resented  by  him  more  deeply  than  a  much  mote 
serious  injury;  so  Elisabeth,  though  she  could  have 
better  spared  a  more  polished  man,  considered  it 
prudent  to  let  the  matter  cool  for  a  few  days,  be- 
fore she  attempted  Gideon's  restoration  to  favour. 

But  the  minister  was  not  yet  fairly  off.  A  sud- 
den swell  of  the  Emescraig  bum  prevented  him 
firom  crossing  to  the  Sourholes;  and  when  the 
Mcmkshaugh  ploughman  came  home,  late  in  the 
evenii^,  from  getting  a  horse  shod  at  Castlebum, 
it  was  reported  that  the  disconsolate  preacher  was 
still  warming  himself  by  the  smithy-fire,  waiting 
the  fidling  of  the  waters.  Monkshaugh'^s  hospita* 
lity  was  questioned  in  the  hamlet — at  least  so  the 
Whittret  represented  it.  '^  They  say  ye  ask  the 
SourhoW  minister  to  his  dinner,  Monkshaugh, 
and  stick  him  wi'  the  spit— leaving  him  to  beek 
his  shins  at  a  smiddy-fire  half  the  night.*^ 

Monkshaugh  would  not  yet  see  Gideon,  but  he 
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went  early  to  bed  tiinisclf,  and  made  Elizabeth 
write  a  note  urging  the  minister  to  return  to  The 
Place  to  take  hia  bed.  This  note,  backed  by  sun- 
dry rather  questionable  allegations  of  Frisel's,  once 
more  brought  the  honest  man  down  to  Monks- 
hsugh. 

"  Give  him  his  supper,  Francie,"  said  the  Laird- 
"  Let  him  want  for  nothing ;  but  be  sure  to  bring 
away  the  candle.  It's  a  wonder  to  me  he  does 
not  set  himsel'  in  a  lowe  every  night  he  gangs  to 
rest." 

Three  minutes  were  allowed  Gideon  to  invest 
himself  in  an  old  flowered-silk  dressing  gown  of 
Monkshaugh's,  which  almost  reached  his  knees, 
an  affair  of  grandeur  which  he  strenuously  declined 
having  any  thing  to  do  with,  till  Effie  came  up 
stairs  herself,  and  insisted  on  carrying  off  his  wet 
garments  to  the  kitchen  fire,  when  sheer  modesty 
compcllcd  him  to  avail  himself  in  haste  of  what  he 
called  the  "  goodly  raiment."  He  was  then  left  in 
darkness  to  his  prayers  and  meditations. 

Notwithstanding  their  jrerpetually  sparring,  with 
gloves  and  often  without  them,  many  a  comfort- 
able supper  had  EBie  and  the  Whittret  enjoyed, 
tete-a-tete,  during  the  last  seven  years.  They 
were  engaged  in  this  social  meal   once  again,  a 
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flask  of  good  ale  washing  down  a  broiled  bone, 
when  the  shrill,  exulting  cry  of  a  female  voice  was 
heard,  and  loudly  and  vehemently  that  of  Gideon 
exclaiming-— '^  In  the  name  of  the  Lord,  be  ye 
mortal  or  fiend,  let  go  your  grips,  or  I'll  do  ye  a 
mischief  r 

Gideon'^s  chamber  door  was  instantly  thrown 
open  by  the  valiant  and  nimble  Frisel,  who  had 
snatched  the  kitchen  light  and  run  off  on  the  first 
alarm ;  but  instead  of  Eflie's  favourite  cat,  which 
he  expected  to  find,  lo  !  a  female  !  her  feet  off  the 
ground,  who,  with  the  grasp  of  the  Maiden^ 
clasped  in  dose  embrace  the  struggling  preacher. 

'' What's  this  f  what's  this  T  cried  Frisel  with 
loud  laughter.—*^  O  minister !  minister  ! — Keep 
back  there,  Effie ! — This  is  no  a  sight  for  maidens 
like  you.     Here  is  a  tale  for  the  session !" 

'*  As  I  am  a  living  sinner,  Francie  Frisel — but 
why  should  I  asseverate  to  the  scomer  !  I  ken 
nae  mair,  Effie,  how  that  puir  demented  creature, 
Jacky  Pingle,  has  darned  herseF  in  my  chalmer— 
in  my  very  bed  I  believe — than  the  sackless  new 
bom  babe.  She  has  some  crazy  conceit  o'  her  being 
my  sweetheart— as  if  I  were  an  Adonis  for  women 
tofa'mlovewi'''— 
'    ^  Your  sweetheart,  ye  auld  grey  tram  !     I  am 
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the  Lairtl  o"  Moiikshaugirs  ain  winsome  leddy" — 
said  the  poor  vagrant  lunatic ;  for  such  had  our 
old  acquaintance.  Miss  Jacobinft  Pingle,  long 
been. 

"  A  bonnie  scene,  minister,"  Frisel  went  on  with 
bis  peculiar  expression  of  elvish  mirth  and  mahce, 
"  under  the  Laird  of  Monkshaugh's  very  roof !" 

"  Hold  your  scoffing  tongue,  ye  profane  giber,'" 
cried  Effie,  generously  coming  to  the  assistance  of 
the  rueful  preacher. — "  Weel  it  becomes  you  to 
jeer  and  glcek  at  His  master's  servant  ! — And  you, 
ye  daft  limmer — to  dam  yoursel"  in  ony  decent 
widow  gentleman's  chalmer  to  bring  scandal  on 
his  gude  name — gae  down  the  stair  wi'  ye,  or  I 
shall  drive  ye  head  foremost '." 

This  zeal  of  obstreperous  virtue  was  too  much 
for  Gideon's  humane  feelings,  great  as  was  his 
cause  of  controversy  with  Jacohina  on  this  night. 
"  Be  tenty  and  gentle  wi'  her,  Effie. — Where  can 
the  puir  thing  gang  to  at  this  late  hour  ? — ^for, 
Oh  !  sirs,  she  has  few  to  think  of  her,  or  to  see  till 
her.- 

"  I'll  Bee  till  her  !**  cried  Effie.     "  I'll  ece  her 

kept  under  lock  and  padlock  for  this  night,  and 

tramped  afF  to  Edinburgh   the  mom  wi'  Michie 

Snailswain,  the  Castleburn  carrier,      I'm  sure  we 
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hm^e  hmTcrik  enow  in  our  ain  countn'-«ide,  though 
the  £dinbuigfa  folks  keep  theirs  at  hame — at  least 
till  the  session  rise.^ 

^^  It's  little  I  mind  you,  ye  dour  £n  carlin  T  re- 
plied Jacobina,  twisting  her  mouth, — *"*  or  you  et- 
tber,  ye  gmsome  carle.  D*ye  mind  yon  night,  when 
the  mordeied  leddy'^s  smoke-wraith  rose  high  and 
thin  r  the  flames  o*  Cambuskenneth  Lodge  r" 

Mr.  Gideon  appeared  a  little  uneasy.  ^  Well, 
well,  if  ye  are  to  slight  me  that  gate,  Jacky,  I 
must  e^'en  draw  up  wi*  EfHe  here  ;^  and  he  grin- 
ned with  the  expression  of  face  which  was  hin 
nearest  approach  to  humour — ^while  EHie,  over- 
come as  if  by  a  ^^  summer  cloud,**  writhed  in 
smiles  indescribable,  and  levelled  at  him  at  once 
the  artillery  of  the  ^^  gleg  grey  ee,**  and  the  blank 
shot  of  the  white  one. 

During  this  dialogue,  Frisel  was  busied  in  glan- 
cing  at  papers  of  which  Jacobina  always  carried 
about  a  large  wallet  full,  obtained  by  many  furtive 
expedients. 

^^  Let  me  hand  you  to  the  chamber  of  daiji, 
my  leddy,^  said  he,  gracefully  extending  his  hand. 
'^  This  is  no  a  fit  place  for  your  station  and  dig- 
mty. 

"  But  ni  carry  my  contract  myseT,  Francie 

VOL.  I.  T 


FriseL"  And  she  seized  the  pajiers  with  one  hand, 
while  the  fingers  of  the  other  were  daintily  laid  on 
the  ann  of  her  gentleman  usher ;  and  away  she 
moved  in  Eweeps  and  ambling  curves  to  the  dis^ 
tant  attic  in  which  EfRc  locked  her  up,  determined 
that  the  Minister  should  not  a  second  time  be  ex- 
posed to  scandal  on  Jaeobina's  account.  Fiisel 
had  meanwhile  coaxed  her  out  of  her  papers. 

That  restless  spirit  of  curiosity  which  was  poor 
Jacobina's  original  infirmity,  had  gradually  reached 
itspresent  morbid  excess.  Her  ancient  neighbour. 
Deacon  Daigh,  who,  after  her  illness,  was  exceed- 
ingly kind  to  her,  had  some  years  before  this  given 
Gideon  the  whole  philosophy  of  her  case.  "  She 
■  aye  slighted  the  staff  of  life,"  he  said ;  "  the  bite  o" 
white  bread ;  and  dabbled  three  times  a  day  at  the 
jaup  o'  Bohea,  and  that  naturally  raised  the  va- 
pours ;  and  the  vapours  they  flew  to  her  brwn  in 
her  lonely  maidenhood,  and  that  set  the  tongue  a 
whirling.  And  ye  ken  yourseP,  Mr.  Gideon,  for 
that  tliere  was  little  need ;  but  Lord's  sake  dinna 
let  my  wiiisht  be  heard  '.  Then  she  ne'er  was 
weel  after  the  burning  o'  Cambuskenneth  Lodge, 
grew  a  Toibooth  whig — na,  na !  the  Grey-friars' 
Kirk  could  na  serve  her — and  yoked  to  her  Bible 
like  a"  daft  folk.      Now  her  puir  frail  wits  couldna 
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sund  the  ttfength  o^  the  Word — the  Bread  o^ 
Life,  M  it  is  beautifiiUy  called."" 

Upon  this  statement  Gideon  brought  poor  Ja- 
cobina  to  the  Souriioles,  where  he  entertained  her, 
if  not  in  the  best,  yet  in  the  kindest  manner,  till 
her  wandering  malady  set  her  a  roaming  again. 
In  connexion  with  her  malady,  and  subservient  to 
that  lore  of  matrimony  and  finery  which  are  com- 
mon to  female  lunatics,  was  a  desire  to  appropriate 
by  violence  or  theft  whatever  written  papers  she 
saw,  under  a  diseased  apprehension  that  they  were 
her  marriage  settlements,  and  vouchers  of  a  West- 
India  fortune,  of  which  Harletillum  had  cheated 
her.  Her  suspicions  were  not  however  always 
confined  to  him.  Wherever  two  persons  were  talk- 
ing together,  Jacohina's  head  was  poked  between 
them ;  and  in  this  unhappy  way  she  wandered  over 
the  country  wherever  her  mood  led,  but  always  on 
the  outlook  for  papers.  She  had  been  at  the 
Whim  on  this  day ;  and,  with  the  cunning  peculiar 
to  her  malady,  had  abstracted  a  wliole  heap  of  do- 
cuments, with  which  she  forthwith  proceeded  to 
Monkshaugh,  satisfied  that  all  her  dowry  matters 
were  arranged  at  last.  Dread  of  her  determined 
enemy  Effie  Fechnic,  who  was  mortally  jealous  of 
her,  both  in  respect  of  Gideon's  affection,  and  of 
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certain  raga  of  old  silk  gowns,  which  the  Laird 
stHnetimes  bestowed  on  the  mad  woman,  led  the 
frail  brain  of  Jacobina  to  concert  the  plan  of  con- 
cealment in,  as  she  supposed,  her  betrothed's  cham- 
ber. 

Whatever  the  abstracted  papers  contained  of 
rare  or  important,  the  Whittret  took  care  to  keep 
to  himself  for  this  night. 

Mr.  Gideon,  atler  a  restless  night,  was  off  by  the 
cock-crow ;  and  so  greatly  amused  was  Monks- 
haugh  by  the  nocturnal  adventure,  which  at  break- 
fast Frisel  related  with  his  usual  latitude  of  em- 
bellishment, that  he  almost  forgave  the  "  prinkie 
boddie,"  and  bestowed  another  old  gown,  or  what 
she  called  a  bridal  suit,  on  poor  Jacobina. 
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CHAPTER  XIII. 

THE  SPAEWIFE. 

I  knoir  caeh  Une  and  ereiy  aikj  g  rwo. 
Dingle  or  buhy  dell  of  this  wild  wood ; 
Andcrery  boeky  bourne. 


MiLToy. 


She  amoogtt  ladies  would  their  fortanes  read 
Oat  of  their  hands,  and  merry  leasingi  telL 

Chal'ckk. 


A  FEW  days  after  the  visit  of  Gideon,  Frisel, 
who  was  the  organ  of  all  intelligence  and  of  all 
mischief  in  Monkshaugh^s  family,  announced  that 
the  ^^illustrious  house  of  Harletillum,'^  as  he  styled 
it,  were  to  hold  a  high  field-day  in  the  Kirk  of 
San  Serf  on  the  morrow,  a  day  appointed  for  a  Na- 
tional Fast.  Intimation  to  this  effect  had  been  sent 
to  the  Rev.  Dr.  Draunt,  together  with  an  invita- 
tion to  dine  at  the  Whim  after  the  Fast-day^s  ser- 
vice, ^his  was  during  the  most  alarming  period 
of  the  progress  of  French  arms  and  French  prin* 
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ciples.  "  To  stem  tlie  torrent,"  Lord  Rantlctree 
and  the  Ranlletree  family  had  lately  begun  to 
appear  at  church.  Mr.  Hutchen,  equally  loyal, 
with  "  a  great  stake  in  the  country,"  and  equally 
pledged  by  the  devotion  of  "  life  and  fortune" 
"  to  strengthen  the  hands  of  government,"  also 
felt  the  necessity  of  attending  church  on  the  day 
of  the  "  King's  Fast,"  and  henceforth  to  send  his 
wife  and  the  carriage  once  a  day  at  all  times.  Mr. 
Hutchen  was  not  a  man  likely  to  serve  Heaven, 
save  on  good  grounds,  so  every  body  thought  it 
necessary  to  follow  his  example.  A  public  ap- 
pearance on  the  Fast-day.  was,  indeed,  a  test  of 
a  good  disposition  towards  the  government  at  this 
agitating  and  suspicious  crisis. 

Monkshaugh  was  convinced  that,  in  such  a  cri- 
»e,  the  eyes  of  Lord  Rantletree,  and  of  the  whole 
county,  must  be  fixed  upon  himself.  "  To  fight 
or  fiec" — to  face  these  splendours  of  the  parvenu 
folks,  or  veil  his  diminished  head,  was  his  private 
cogitation.  Frisel  disdained  flight — his  voice  was 
still  for  war ;  and  it  was,  at  all  times,  a  powerful 
organ  in  this  family. 

"  We  have  no  carriage,  Francie,  for  Leddy  Xiz- 
beth." 

"  Ye  have  the  roan  powney ;  the  Leddy  'Lis- 
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beth  has  little  Titty  Annie  that  Captain  Wolfe 
presented  to  her,  which  she  likes  better  than  ony 
carriage  in  the  county :  the  creature  follows  her 
about  and  whinnies  after  her  like  a  Christian  soul.**^ 

^  Titania  is  the  bnite^s  name,  I  have  often  told 
ye :  but,  as  ye  ken  that  I  hate  a^  parade  and  vain- 
(^orious  paraffling,  what  if  the  Monkshaugh  family 
should  countenance  Mr.  Gideon,  by  giving  him  a 
d^'^s  bearing,  and  taking  a  bite  of  bread  and  cheese 
with  him  atween  sermons,  as  we  have  no  car- 
riage?^ 

**  Mr.  Gideon  holds  no  preaching.  He  says  he 
has  nae  brow  o"*  Fasts  o^  man^s  makin'' ;  he  sees  nae 
scripture  warrant  for  King^s  Fasts— but  clean  the 
reverse. 

*^  He  is  an  old,  tup-headed,  cross-^nit  pin  of  the 
sanctuary.— What  can  we  do  then,  Francie  P*^ 

"Yell  surely  no  play  fugie  before  John  Hurch- 
eon  and  his  chariots,  Monkshaugh  ?*" 

^*  Fugie,  sir  !  me  fugie  before  John  Hurcheon  ! 
I  was  for  facing  the  pack  down  at  once  ;  but  the 
Lady  Xixbeth  represented  to  me,  that  our  devo- 
tions might  be  more  quietly  gone  about,  and  with 
less  disturbance  in  a  smaller  congregation.^ 

The  Laird''s  mind  was  already  wandering  over 
the  church,  marshalling  his  household  forces,  so  as 
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best  to  body  forth  and  support  the  dignity  of  the 
house  of  Monkshaugli.  The  front  gallery  seat, 
hung  with  wonn-eaten  crimson  cloth,  and  garnished 
with  tattered  escutcheons,  was  the  de  Bruce  family 
seat.  Here,  in  his  mind's  eye,  he  posted  Elizabeth, 
with  Fugal  and  the  domestics  of  Emescraig  in  the 
rear — members  of  Gideon's  flock,  no  doubt,  but  to 
be  pressed  into  the  service  on  this  day,  in  spite  of 
all  late  acts  for  Toleration  and  Freedom  of  worship. 
The  Monkshaugh  seat  occupied  one  side  of  the 
gallery,  and  exactly  opposite  was  the  pew  of  the 
"  Whim  family,"  as  they  now  began  to  be  some- 
times called. 

It  was  arranged  that  Eflie  Fechnie,  Baby 
Strang,  the  dairy-maid,  and  the  Whittret,  were  to 
take  post  behind  the  Laird,  with  Hughoc,  the  flax- 
en-headed cow-boy,  HOW  thrust  (on  trial)  by  main 
force  into  an  old  livery-coat  of  Frisers,  much  too 
amall  for  him  everywhere.  A  dram  to  Johnnie 
Jow,  the  kirk  officer,  procured  a  loan  of  the  church 
keys  ;  and  a  piece  of  fresh  green  baize,  borrowed 
from  the  parlour  carpet,  was  secretly  nailed  to  the 
Monkshaugh  seat,  in  place  of  the  black  frieze  r^^ 
which  had  fluttered  there  since  the  decease  of  the 
"  ever-honoured  leddy  of  Kippencreery  Wester." 

The  evening  previous  to  the  grand  exhibition. 


THE  SPAEWIFE.  "^ 

Elisabeth,  {^ad  to  escape  from  the  confusion  which 
erer  intervenes  between  the  acting  of  a  dreadful 
thing  and  its  first  idea,  rode  towards  Emescraig 
Tower,  on  the  earnest  solicitation  of  Monkshaugh, 
in  quest  of  a  white  beaver  hat,  adorned  with  plen- 
teous plumage  of  the  same  hue ;  which,  with  her 
grey  camblet  riding  habit,  would,  he  was  con- 
vinced, have  a  much  more  dashing  efiect  in  a 
country  church  on  a  Fast-day,  than  the  green 
doak  and  rustic  straw  bonnet  which  she  usually 
wore. 

The  Whittret,  her  running  footman,  had,  in 
passing,  slipped  into  the  hamlet  privately,  to  ar- 
range a  merry  social  party  for  the  evening  of  the 
Fast-day  ;  and,  midway  between  the  Tower  of 
Emescraig  and  Castlebum,  Elizabeth  first  per- 
ceived that  she  was  alone,  the  shades  of  a  raw, 
misty,  December  aflemoon  faUing  fast  around  her. 
The  outline  of  the  surrounding  hills  swelled  to  the 
gigantic,  and  then  became  faint  and  more  faint, 
shadowy  and  undistinguishable.  The  Tower  was 
next  lost  in  the  thickening  obscurity. 

Abruptprecipices  rose  on  one  hand,  and  the  wood- 
ed ravine  or  dell,  of  which  Fugal  was  lord  paramount 
and  the  sole  inhabitant,  sunk  sheer  on  the  other 
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side  of  the  Pech's  Path,  whicli  she  now  traced. 
Personal  fear  was  a  stranger  to  her  bosom.  Vio- 
lence was  never  dreamt  of  in  a  country  where  the 
greatest  crimes  knownwere,the  Pitbauchlie  colliers' 
spearing  a  few  salmon  in  the  Oran,  or  cutting  a 
few  osier  twigs  in  the  dean.  From  subduing 
feelings  of  another  kind,  Elizabeth's  mind  was  not 
quite  80  exempt,  for — 


There  is  an  indescribable,  wild,  reckless  plea- 
sure in,  as  it  were,  throwing  the  reins  to  fate,  and 
plunging  boldly  on  in  darkness  through  an  un- 
known and  dangerous  way,  which  for  the  lime  sets 
one  above  its  power.  But  every  stone  and  bush 
on  this  path  was  familiar  to  Elizabeth  and  her 
little  steed;  and  though  she  pressed  on  with  una- 
bated  confidence,  she  felt  little  of  the  excitement 
of  an  unknown  danger,  but  was  quite  at  liberty  to 
keep  on  the  outlook  for  ghosts,  shadows,  and  all 
shapeless  and  undefined  causes  of  alarm. 

A  shrill  peculiar  whistle  issuing  from  the  ra- 
vine, and  running  far  and  clear  along  the  braes, 
was  scarcely  cause  of  alarm ;  yet  Titania  pricked 
up  her  ears,  and  Elizabeth  just  touched  the  bridle 
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«8  the  fflgnal  was  answered  from  above  her  path. 
The  first  alann  probably  came  from  FogaTs  hut ; 
or  it  mi^t  be  the  signal  of  some  rural  sportsman 
who  had  lost  his  companion  in  the  woods. 

A  few  paces  onward,  and  before  Elizabeth  had 
recoTered  from  this  trifling  alarm,  a  tall  female 
figure  started  firom  the  brushwood  that  ran  along 
the  ledge  of  the  imvine,  and  stood  in  her  path. 
This  startled  her  Lilliputian  steed,  which  would 
hare  bounded  off  had  not  the  woman  with  a  strong 
arm  seised  the  rein. 

^^  Don't  be  alarmed,  lady,*"  said  this  formidable 
apparition.  *'  It  is  only  a  poor  travelling  merchant, 
who  would  be  glad  to  supply  you  with  pins,  needles, 
buttons,  bodkins,  ballads,  &c.^ — and,  as  she  rhym- 
ed over  the  catalogue  of  her  wares,  she  threw  aside 
the  long  dark  mantle  in  which  she  was  wrapped, 
and  discovered  her  basket,  stiU  however  firmly 
grasping  the  bridle. 

^^  This  is  no  hour  nor  place  for  bargaining,  be- 
sides I  have  no  money  with  me.  I  must  pass  on.^ 
And  Elizabeth  drew  her  bridle. 

"  Then  take  what  you  will  fijr  love,  fair  lady.*" 

"  I  want  nothing  of  you.  Quit  my  bridle— or 
you  shall  repent  of  this.'" 

Repentance  is  for   the  sinner,  lady.      But 
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surely  so  pretty  a  lady  would  like  her  fortune  told. 
Cross  my  hand  with  a  tester,  and  learn  the  will  of 
the  Fates — or  if  you  have  no  current  coin,  sure 
you  have  some  token-bit,  a  sixpence  broken  for 
true  love,  or  some  ring  or  brooch.  Trinket  of 
yours  were  worth  gold  to  me.  Try  your  pock- 
ets." 

"  Wretched  woman,  is  your  design  to  rob  ?" 
cried  Elizabeth,  her  spirit  rising  above  her  fears. 
"  Follow  me  whither  I  am  going,  and  if  you  need 
assistance  it  shall  be  largely  given  you ;  but— I  am 
neither  to  be  menaced  nor  scared." 

"  Then  this  be  my  guerdon,"  replied  the  wo- 
man, twisting  her  bold  fingers  into  a  ringlet  of 
hair,  which  escaping  from  its  confinement  played 
on  Elizabeth's  shoulder. 

"  She  is  mad  poor  creature !"  was  now  Eliza- 
beth's thought ;  and  her  fears  took  a  diifereot  di- 
rection. "She  is  distracted:  had  her  purpose 
been  to  rob — one  woman  rob  another  ! — she  would 
not  have  dallied  thus." 

Elizabeth  looked  round  in  vain  for  her  lagging 
squire.  The  shades  of  evening  fell  thicker — it 
was  almost  dark — no  object  could  now  be  discern- 
ed at  the  distance  often  yards — and  the  bold  black 
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eye  of  the  woman  flared  oat  of  the  darkneM   like 
a  thing  of  evil  omen. 

^'  This  tress  is  but  poor  guerdon,'"  said  Elisa- 
beth, recoiling  from  giving  as  a  ransom  to  a  mad 
vagrant  a  gift  which,  trifling  as  it  was,  yet  formed 
a  part  of  herself  ^^  Take  this  instead^ — and  she 
presented  a  smaU  garnet  hoop-ring  of  trifling 
value,  save  that  it  bore  the  initials  of  some  of 
Monkshaugh'*s  peerless  grand-aunts.  It  was  eagerly 


^^  Good  night — I  mtisi  pass  on — I  shaU  be 
late  !^  said  Elizabeth. 

"  Not  till  I  have  earned  my  hire.^ — And  the 
woman  took  the  ungloved  hand  of  Elisabeth,  and 
held  it  firmly.  Again  the  same  shrill  whistle 
rung  along  the  rocks — ^but  there  was  no  answering 
signal  Elizabeth^s  terror  became  extreme — a  sick, 
blood-curdling  agony  was  at  her  heart.  ^^  For 
Heaven^s  sake  quit  my  hand,"^  she  exclaimed, 
while  she  struggled  to  get  free. 

'^  The  mavis  sings  late  to-night,""  was  the  re> 
ply  ;  and  unheeding  the  efforts  of  Elizabeth,  the 
vagrant  held  utrong  possession  of  her  hand,  affect- 
ing to  peruse  its  lines. 

"  For  the  love  of  Heaven  let  me  pass,  woman  ! 
and  take  all  I  can  give  you."" 
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"  What  do  you  fear,  cowardly  girl  ?"  cried  the 
vagrant  in  an  angry  and  threatening  tone,  "There 
spuke  the  craven  blood  of  Fitzmaurice." 

''  Slie  is  only  mad  after  all,"  thought  Elizabeth, 
again  drawing  her  breath  with  greater  freedom. 
And,  with  s  feeble  attempt  to  smile,  she  said — "  I 
long  to  hear  my  fortune.     Does  he  whom  I  love, 

love  me :  or  does  he  love  at  all .'" "  Grarious 

!  am  I  to  be  held  here  all  night  in  a  mad 
's  grasp  !■"  was  her  secret  thought,  as  she 
mentally  denounced  against  the  Whittret  all  the 
\mnB  and  penalties  of  maiming,  dismemberment, 
slaying,  and  burning, — "  held  here  all  night  the 
sport  of  a  mad  woman's  fantasy — or  reserved  for 
something  yet  worse! — I  am  afraid,  goodwife," 
she  said  in  a  soothing  tone,  "  thai  the  night  Ls 
now  too  dark  to  permit  you  to  read  the  cros»-line» 
of  my  fortune ;  or  this  little  palm  too  narrow  to 
afford  verge  for  great  fortunes  to  crowd  into." 

"  He  whom  you  love,  is  a  soldier,"  said  tho  sy- 
bil. 

"Good! — but  does  he  love  mer  That  you 
know  were  better  worth  hearing-" 

"  Docs  the  lark  love  the  free  blue  sky — the  but- 
terfly, the  flower — the  vine,  to  drink  the  sun-light 
— the  new-dropt  lamb,  the  milk  of  its  dam — the 
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traveller  of  the  desert,  to  hear  the  rush  of  waters? 
— so  sure  does  Wolfe  Grahame  love  you.*" 

Elizabeth  started,  and  drew  back  on  her  saddle. 
The  name  acted  as  a  momentary  spell ;  and  she 
involuntarily  jrielded  to  the  weakness  of  exclaim- 
ing, while  again  she  bent  eagerly  forward — ^^  What 
of  Mm— 4s  it  well  with  him  ? — Have  you  ever  seen 
himr 

The  vagrant  drew  herself  up  to  the  extreme 
height  of  her  tall  figure ;  and  tossing  from  her  the 
hand  she  had  hitherto  grasped,  said  with  energy-— 
^^And  has  the  maiden  no  thought  save  for  the 
bright  eye  and  the  ruddy  check  of  youth  P — no 
thought — ^no  heart— no  yearning  for  the  unhappy 
mother,  who  has  suifered  and  travaUed  for  her  ?^ 

^^Alas!"^  said  Elizabeth,  in  a  subdued  and 
mournful  voice,  bending  her  head  on  her  bosom, 
*'^  The  blessing  of  a  raother^s  love  is  denied  to 
me^— or  Heaven  is  my  witness  how  fondly  I  could 
prize  it  T 

Again  the  same  Bhrill,  impatient,  peculiar  whis- 
tle sounded  through  the  glade — and  was  at  this 
time  returned  by  the  vagrant  as  strongly  and 
shrilly  as  ever  the  voice  of  a  man  gave  out  such 
sounds.     Titania,  holding  probably  the  orthodox 
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Opinion  of  Monkshaugli,  that  "  crawtng  hens  and 
whistling  maidens  were  ne'er  canny,"  pricked  up 
her  ears  and  bounded  off  on  the  way  to  her  stable. 
with  a  violence  that  might  have  dislodged  a 
less  dexterous  rider  from  the  saddle.  Not  so  the 
fair  et]uei>trian,  whom  Corporal  Fugal  had  taught 
the  menage ;  and  who,  in  fact,  had  early  learned  to 
manage  her  horse  without  saddle,  atiirup,  rein,  or 
any  thing  of  the  kind. 

"  To  thy  speed,  Titania,"  said  she,  caressing 
the  neck  of  the  gentle  and  spirited  little  creature. 
"  We  must  try  the  gallop  for  it,  as  greater  heroes 
have  done." 

"  Stay,  cowardly  girl ! — not  a  hair  of  your  head 
will  be  injured,"  shouted  the  vagrant.  "  Life  and 
death  are  on  my  message  !" — Elizabeth  reined  in 
ber  palfrey  ;  and  now  heard  other  voices  as  if  in 
angry  dispute.  This  was  decisive  of  the  matter. 
Once  more  she  put  Titania  to  her  speed ;  and  in 
three  minutes  was  down  upon  the  hamlet  of  Cas- 
tlebum. 

Straggling  lights  were  already  twinkling  in  the 
little  casements,  shedding  reflected  cheerfulness 
through  the  gloom  which  showers  of  hail  and  sleet 
bad  increased  into  thickest  night.     In  the  obscur- 
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itj  she  oouU  just  diteeni  the  tUtely  figure  of  Cor- 
poral Fugal,  who,  whiftlmg  aloud  the  bold  brave 
air  of  '^  Jdmnie  Cope,^  wended  homeward  to  hit 
lonely  calnn  in  the  woods.  Eliiabeth  reined  in 
her  steed,  and  gave  the  challenge  in  form — ^*  Who 
advances  r* 

Fugal'^s  natural  movement  on  all  occasions  of 
surprise,  wss,  to  ^^  make  ready  ."^  He  first  made 
this  involuntary  movement,  and  then  his  military 
obeisances,  while  he  exclaimed — ^^  Is  it  your  hon- 
our. Ma-dame  Xisbeth,  all  alone  under  cloud  of 
night  ?  But  our  ladies  thought  notbin^  of  a  gal- 
lop of  thirty  miles  by  moonlight  in  Flanders.  For 
that  part  of  it,  the  moon  rises  almost  every  night 
in  Flanders."" 

^  And  in  romances,  I  believe,^  said  Elisabeth. 
*'  But  as  Scotland  is  not  quite  so  highly  favoured ; 
and  as  I,  Fugal,  though  a  pupil  of  yours,  am  by 
no  means  so  brave  as  your  ladies  were  in  Flanders, 
I  shall  thank  you  to  walk  by  my  bridle  to  Monks- 
haugh.  That  varlet,  Frisel,  has  deserted  me 
somewhere  in  the  Path.'" 

^  Oh,  my  back,  and  my  breast,  and  baith  my 
twa  sides  !^  groaned  the  very  man  she  spoke  of, 
as  if  from  behind  a  low  turf  enclosure.  ^^  I'*m 
murdered — Fm  killed — I'^m  a  gone  mutton,  Fu- 

VOL.  I.  u 
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gal  Scrymmflger,  if  ye  cannot  give  me  a  touch  of 
your  famous  Riga  balsam." 

"  What  is  the  matter  ?"  cried  Elizabeth,  hasti- 
ly.— "  Are  we  all  bewitched  to-night .''"' 

*'  Not  unlike,  my  leddy,"  said  the  Whittret, 
crawling  forward  through  a  breach  of  the  enclosure, 
and  bent  nearly  double. — "  If  I'm  no'  thrashed 
I  ken  mysel' — mauled  within  an  inch  of  my  bare 
life  by  an  outlandish  quean  as  lang  as  Clackmaiman 
Tower,  as  I  gaed  whistling  up  the  Fatb  after  ye  : 
but  if  ye're  safe,  my  leddy,  my  moan  is  made.—  ■ 
I'll  fire  the  dean  woods  but  I'll  be  revenged  on 
her  though." 

"  Who  could  she  be  ?" 

"  Dc'il  kens ! — they  are  his  cherubs  I  warrant 
them.  At  least  a  dozen  o'  them  set  on  me.  It 
would  not  ha'e  been  ae  lang  quean  that  ahould 
have  cowed  me,  Fugal." 

"  Tinkers,  perhaps  ?" 

"  Na,  na  !  no  tinklers.  The  homers  are  aU  or- 
derly weel-ruled  race,  that  were  never  kenned  to 
lay  violent  hands  on  any  living  thing,  save  a  fea- 
thered creature,  in  all  the  four  hill-side  parishes.— 
Have  ye  heard  o'  the  fuwmarte  stealing  ony  o'  the 
Hungeremout  folk's  geese  lately,  Fugal  ?" 

"  I  had  no  tidings,"  said  Fugal. 
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^  No,  MS  o«r  ain  tnnrtlliiig  fiindi  will  no"  he 
diif  wi^  tni  after  Daune  Fair.  Thia  mifli  be 
aoaae  Iriah  haUaBahakeia,  tfaatwiU  aoon  ruin  and 
koocfc  mp  die  hooeal  tmkler  trade  in  our  country* 


^  I  rttbar  tUnk,"*  said  Fugal,  M  aeen  a  lier- 

»>iPoittan  oowering  among  the  buahet  this  after- 
I  bat  as  I  heard  they  held  a  drowning  match 
yeaterdqr  at  the  Lbns  o'  Cleodi  I  gare  no  heed.^ 

^  A  drowmng  matd  T  amd  Ehsabeth. 

^  Ye^  Manlame  Xisbeth,  drowning  an  oold 
tidder,^  lepliad  Fogal,  with  perfect  indifference 
oflone.    EUiabeth  expreaaed  disbelief  and  asMi- 

■BCIftieBt* 

^  Did  you.  Ma-dame  Xisbeth,  ever  see  a  gipay 
biidair 

^  ThAt  I  hare,  Fugal^— 4t  their  fiirourite  haunt 
too,  up  among  the  hilla,  at  thia  Tory  Linns  of 
ClenciL  Friadi,  it  must  have  been  you  that  took 
me  there  I  tUnk.  What  a  gay  bridal  that  was ! 
idl  the  dale  aliT»-«-the  very  asses  holding  a  brows* 
ing  jubilee.  AU  round  the  ragged  tents  what 
grMpe  <tf  dogs  and  children  sharing  the  same 
sport  and  the  same  bone  !-^-the  gipsy  women,  with 
iheir  fine  features  and  wild  black  eyes,  attending 
the  camp4ettle»-»ihe  men  kiily  fishing  in  the 
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Linn  pools,  or  smoking  beneath  the  trees — rags  of 
linen  hanging  from  every  hazel  bush,  or  spread 
over  the  dried  pebbles  of  the  shrunken  stream. 
I  remember  their  drag-nets  hanging  on  the  rocks, 
and  a  sort  of  pipe  they  danced  to.  I  think  I 
cried,  Frisel,  when  you  carried  me  home." 

"  I'm  not  sure  but  you  kicked  too  ;  but  ye  was 
a  very  little  missy  then.  That  was  the  year  be- 
fore the  fairies  tried  to  steal  ye." 

"  Kicked  !"  said  Elizabeth,  laughing.  "  Well, 
it  may  be  so.  I  however  kept  our  mutual  secret, 
up  to  this  hour  I  think.  I  wandered  back  alone 
next  day ;  and,  except  the  broken  branches,  and 
the  turf  scorched  by  their  fires,  every  sign  had 
vanished.^ 

*'  But  though  you  have  seen  a  gipsj-  bridal  ye 
never  heard  of  an  ould  tinkler  dying  a  fair-strae 
death.  Ma-dame  'Lizbeth.  No  !  nor  no  man  for 
ye.  The  ould  tinkler  people  are  raisonable ;  they 
submit  to  be  drowned  in  a  pool  when  their  time 
comes.     The  gipsy  line  of  trade  does  not  suit  ould 

As  Elizabeth  was  certainly  not  prepared  to  bring 
evidence  against  Fugal's  opinion,  backed  too  by 
that  of  the  country,  she  said  no  more  about  the 
habits  of  the  short-lived  wandering  race- 
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Lend  me  your  ann  here  to  lean  on,  Don  Von 
Blundefimshy^  sud  Frisel. — ^^  Och,  my  luniie 
bane  !  If  ye  had  made  a  muir-hen,  or  a  Mally 
Bane,  o"  the  qaean  ye  saw  scougin''  V  the  murk  o^ 
the  gloanun^  in  the  dean  wood,  ye  wad  ha'^e  saved 
me  a  aaridiil  d*  sair  banes. — But  saw  ye  nothing, 
my  leddyT 

Elisabeth,  who  thought  it  prudent  to  keep  her 
share  of  the  adventure  to  herself,  was  spared  the« 
trouble  of  reply  by  Miss  Jacobina  Pinf^e,  who, 
bound  for  Monkshaugh  to  take  her  place  in  the 
great  churching  of  to-morrow,  caught  Frisers 
words  and  sang  out — 


**  Her  lovt  being  e  kantiog,  the  nin  eoming  oo, 
Sbe  went  ondo'  the  baihce  benelf  for  to  ncreen. 

Her  wlute  apron  being  about  ber  be  bne  ta'cn  ber  for  a  ewan; 
Bat,  alaa,  a  ma  cbree !  he  ibot  fweet  MaHy  Bane. " 


**  It  was  my  Irish  joe  learned  me  that  lang  syne, 
on  the  eerie  nights  he  came  to  the  Palmer^s  land 
to  tryste  out  the  howdie  wife.  I  wish  he  may 
have  been  the  thing  after  a\  Francie?  There 
was  a  black  ring  about  yon  hollow  ee.  However, 
I  am  served  and  set  by  now, — so  well  ha'e  nae 
mair  o^  thae  dolefti^  ditties.  In  a  merry  ni^t  like 
this  I'*se  gfe  ye  a  merry  lilt  ;^  and  Jacobina  sang 


L 


i 
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^Thert^t  aaodMr  Tcne  about  a  ■» 
ooadi  among  die  laify-biodums,^  said  Jacobina. 

^  Thank  you  finr  what  we  hare  already  got,^ 
vepiied  Elisabeth. 

^  Indeed,  Leddy  ^Liibeth,  fongs  are  rank  gr»- 
inarye  to  ua  maklens.  In  that  fiury-Iand,  firt» 
yell  notioe  it'a  aye  lore,  love,  lore !  Now  in  thia 
eanUrifiBy  naked,  grey-day-lij^t  warld  of  ours,  the 
ery  aa  the  other  hand  is  aye  siller,  siller,  siller ! 
The  axle-tree  o*  the  globe  is  made  o^  siller,  Frao- 
cie ;— die  world  rins  round  on\  sirs."" 

**  Gdt,  gelt,  gelt !  as  they  say  in  Flanders, 
Ma^dame  Lizbeth,^  said  Fugal,  contemptuously, 
who  was  seldom  over-burdened  with  cash  himself. 
^*  Pitiful  cullions!  that  don'^t  know  a  carabine 
from  a  plough-pettle.'" 

—  ^  So  that  it  is  not  easy  for  a  simple  maiden 
to  judge  how  she  should  match,^  continued  Jacky. 
**  The  greedy  man  scrapes  together  and  clutches 
gold;  and  the  thief  he  steals  it;  and  so  fresh 
geld  loosens  the  lang  lash  of  the  lawyer,  to  blister 
the  back  of  the  poor  thief.  The  judge  claps  on 
his  cap,  and  ruffles  up— a*"  for  the  gold — and  says, 
*  Ye  must  be  hanged.  Sir  Thief,  and  the  Loid 
hanne  mcrey  on  your  soul  i^-^and  so  pouches  the 
pd£     The  Tevy  hangman,  sirs,  will  not  slip  the 
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cord,  to  put  the  poor  siuner  out  of  his  pain,- till 
the  gold  is  telled  down.  Leal  stark  love  and 
kindness  is  clean  out  of  the  land.  John  Hutchen 
pawned  his  soul  to  the  Foul  Thief  for  gold;  and 
the  blood  of  an  Innocent  lamb  sealed  the  sacra- 
ment. But  what's  that  to  me  ?  Wha  daur  say 
boh  I  to  my  banner  ?  What  business  have  I  wi' 
John  Hutchen's  doings?  Godly  Gideon  forbad 
the  banns.  Weel, — the  auld  bairow-tram  is  sleep- 
ing on  the  rungs  on  a  pickle  oat-chafF  down  i'  the 
Sourholes  :  there's  down-beds,  with  purple  cano- 
pies, and  canary  night-possets  served  in  a  lordly 
dish,  yonder-a way,  sirs.  Whilk  sleeps  the  sounder  ? 
Answer  me  that,  Frantie  Frisel.  There's  ugsome, 
laithly  dreams  going  in  thae  pit-mirk  nights,  sirs. 
But  some  folk  never  dream  till  they  waken,  and 
shall  dream  nae  mair," 

Elizabeth  liked  Jacobina's  songs  better  than  this 
wild  raving ;  and  she  attempted  to  lead  the  sub- 
ject back  to  the  broken  stanza. 

"  Weel,  for  my  ain  part,  Lady  'Lizbeth — but 
lassie  they  say  ye're  married;  I  read  something 
about  that  in  my  settlements.  Weel,  marriage  is 
honourable ;  better  marry  than  miscarry  ye  ken — 
but  for  my  ain  part,  I  think  a  young  leddy  come 
to  discreet  years,  had  better  marry  for  a  bein 
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doim-nttiiig,  M  I  luiYe  done,  and  a  good  feather- 
bed, dum  mmd  thae  nomense  sangt :  for  a  couch 
r  the  hill-aide,  let  me  tdl  you,  is  but  cauld  quar- 
ters, and  naething  like  a  decent  tpilette-glast  to  be 
seen  about  it"" 

**  Fm  afraid,  poor  Jacky,  ye  sometimes  find 
it  so,^  said  Elisabeth,  compassicMuitely. 

^  Jacky,  quo  she!  Weel  Jacky  be  it  then 
between  ourselves  as  kinswomen.  But,  Frande, 
what  made  ye  o^  the  settlements  I  brought  frae  the 
Whim  yestreen  P  Ye  ken  the  mom  is  our  bridal 
kiridng.  I  maun  ha^e  a'  my  buskings  and'papers 
ready." 

^  Busk  ye,  busk  ye,  my  bonnie,  bonnie  bride,** 
sung  Frisel,  taking  her  hand.  The  lure  took— - 
the  9eHlefnents  were  forgotten;  and  laughing 
aloud  in  insane  triumph,  and  singing — ^^  Busk  ye, 
busk  ye" — poor  Jacobina  went  screaming  on  her 
darksome  way. 

^^  I  am  glad  to  find  that  you  are  so  suddenly 
become  singing  whole,  Master  Frisel ;"  said  Elis*' 
beth. 

'<  O  !  for  singing — 111  die  singing,  my  leddy, 
like  the  swans ;  but  I  would  give  my  lugs  that 
Captain  Wolfe  Grahame  saw  these  same  marriage- 
settlements,  as  poor  Jacobina  calls  them.     I  hare 
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been  looking  for  tai  opportunitty  tu  let  ye  aae  all 
day,  my  leddy.  They  are  real  curioBJ ties. —But, 
my  certes,  Fll  no  be  a  hale  man  sae  soon  J  The 
Muple  limmei  laid  on  as  if  she  had  been  beetling 
hemp — little  doubt  but  the  lurdane  has  tried  that 
trade  i'  the  Bridewell  before  now — ugh  '." 

"  And  is  a  ready  hand  at  l>eetling  a  hempie,'" 
■aid  Fugal,  with  a  joUy  laugh  at  his  oim  joke. 
"  I  wish  though  we  had  you  a  lick  of  the  Riga 
Balaam,  with  which  them  Pcngun  nuns  'nointed 
our  men's  wownds  in  Flanders.  It  would  make  a 
lound  man  of  the  little  that's  o'  you  in  the  pulling 
of  a  trigger."  Fugal  looked  down  with  a  half  su- 
percilious air  on  the  under-sized  untravelled  civi- 
lian who  hopped  and  hirpled  at  his  side. 

*'  I  chopped  off  my  thumb  once,  in  hewing  a 
Memel  lug  into  pallisades  for  our  'trenchments, 
Madame  Lizbcth.  It  was  thi»— no,  it  was  this — 
the  trigger  thumb."  Fugal  played  both  thutnba, 
uifon  trial.  Sound,  supple,  serviceable  mem- 
bers they  botli  seemed.  "  I  can't  be  sure  now 
which  it  was ;  and  when  not  sure  of  my  ground 
I  am  apt  to  be  very  ticklish  about  what  I  says, 
Madame  'Lizbeth.  I  had  no  leisure  to  think 
much  about  such  a  tritie ;  but  by  good  luck  stuck 
the  ibumh  somewhere  in  the  gould  band  of  tny 
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fiHBigiiig  asp ;  okl  that  evening  in  cnup,  luiTing 
■odiai^  «lae  to  do,  I  givM  it  a  dip  in  the  Riga 
and  dapa  him  to.  Look  ye  now,  Francie,^  and 
be  worlied  the  joint  of  the  tbnmb.  «<  Well,  I  had 
the  aame  use  of  it  five  minutea  thereafter.'^ 

^  That  is  nothing  to  auld  Richie  Whanda  of 
the  Rojrala,^  said  Friael,  **  who  had  a  leg  set  on 
wilhtheRiga.  But  thae  blockheads  of  Pengons,  as 
joa  call  thenif  did  his  legjob  Means  fiuhioii,^- 
dipped  the  calf  where  the  shin  should  be.^ 

^  A  perdse  thing  of  the  same  kind  happened 
in  oar  troop,""  said  Fugal  gravely,  ^  with  one 
Hodges,  an  uncommissioned  officer.'" 

<'  Ah  ha !— 4nit  in  the  Royals,  they  have  a 
trick  worth  two  of  that.  They  whipped  off  Ridiie^s 
nns^tly  member,  and  turned  it  fair  round. 
Richie  would  not  have  minded  his  shin  a  pin-head, 
he  said ;  but  while  it  stood  that  way,  his  big  toe 
was  fOTever  in  the  way  of  his  lear-file.'" 

^  Take  bus  Mlmget  with  you.  Master  Fiisel,'* 
said  Fugal,  who  abhorred  having  his  stories  over* 
trumped  by  any  one,  but  particularly  by  the 
Whittret.  *^  Hodges  only  changed  his  stirmp^^ 
as  he  was  not  of  the  foot-wobUcvs.  But  this, 
Madame  Xiabeth,  b  nothm'  to  the  Riga."" 

Far  away  from  the  group,  the  scene,  the  eo»» 
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in,  were  the  wandering  thoughts  of  Eliza- 
but  the  sound  of  her  own  name  recalled  her 


■  are  like  to  have  a  snowy  evening,  Fugal," 

;.     "  Had  you  not  better  remain  at  Monks- 

and  not  return  to  your  wigwam  to-night  ?" 

k  mere  joke  to  the  snowg  we  had  in  Flanders," 

1  Fuga),  scorning  the  tameness  of  a  Scottish 

;8t.     "  I  remember  scouring  them  moors  in 

ders  once,  when   neither  town  nor   village, 

e  aor  hould,  was  to  be  seen  for  fifty  miles 

iy  Mdi  buried  in  anow  u  deep  w  the  Rbiff- 

•onu  lies  below  Emescnig  Tovcr ." 

"  The  gude  help  ye  to  your  dinner  then  I**  Mid 

Friael ;  "  that  is  if  ye  were  hungry," 

"  Hungry  ! — I  was  as  hungry  as  a  Sourholes^ 
weaver's  prentice  ; — when  Bess  makes  me  a  plunge 
in  the  snow — for  the  jade  smelt  oats  below ! — Ye 
slut,  says  I,  will  ye  fling  ? — and  over  boots,  over 
spurs,  there  we  plunged  in  a  wreath,  groping  half 
blind-  I  gave  her  a  taste  up  to  the  rowel,  Fran- 
cie ;  and  up  we  sprung  !  We  had  gone  through 
the  roof  of  one  of  them  rich  boor's  houses,  I  found, 
for  at  her  left  hoof  there  came  up  reeking  a  tailyie 
of  as  good  corned  beef,  Madame  'Lizbeth,  as  ever 
hungry  trooper  dined  off.     Worse  nor  the  Bishop 
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got  hit  fiMi  in  the  Dutdi  boor'^s  pot  that  day,  I 
trow.  Wdl,  Pforidence,  Madame  ^Lidieth,  b  a 
ridi  pfOTider,  here  or  in  Fhmden.'** 

**  You  may  well  say  so,  Fugal ;  for  I  qoestiaii 
if  erer  any  man  got  his  dinner  in  the  same  way 
before.^ 

^  I  rather  thinks  not — <  Heisaderilofafdlow 
that  Scfymmager,^said  Ben  Bump  of  ours,  riding  up 
as  I  was  eating*my  smoking  rations  on  the  ground. 
'  I  gaye  him  his  share,  but  said  nothin.** — lyye  take 
me  ?  It  does  roe  good  now  to  tell  over  to  your 
ladyship,  or'  any  genteel  parson,  my  trifling  haps. 
Your  honours  never  doubts  on  ould  9ogeT*n  word 
like  them  low  inedicated  raps  in  the  Castlebum 
smiddy.*" 

Elisabeth  perceived  that  Frisel  was  bent  on 
making  the  Corporal  find  liquor  to  wash  down  his 
beef;  so  she  led  back  to  the  Riga  balsam  and  the 
Beguinnuns. 

"  They  call  'em  the  Sours  of  charite,""  said  Fu- 
gal. "Where's  the  Scotch  lad  of  de  Bnice's  troop? 
I  always  looks  to  his  dressings  first,*"  said  Sour 
Marguerite. — "  That  was  a  joke  they  long  kept 
up  again"  me  in  our  troop. — It  was  worth  a  man's 
pains,  Madame  Xizbeth,  to  get  a  slash,  only  to 
come  under  her  soft  hands. — But  what  I  tould  you. 
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Fnmcie,  is  nothin'  to  the  Riga.  I  esw  a  cock  unce 
— more  by  token,  it  was  stolen  from  the  Frau  Vao- 
brisket's  roost  by  Sarjent  Petercl  of  ours.— He 
struck  off  the  heed  with  hie  aabrc — this  ways. — 
D'ye  take  me  ?  Try  the  Riga  now,  cried  I — and 
I  dips  me  in  my  little  finger,  and  runs  round  the 
wownd— held  the  head  on  like  one  second— -and 
the  gallant  beast  ran  crowing  and  dapping  hii 
wings  through  our  camp.  '  To  horae,  lads  V  cried 
Grandboy,  thinking  it  was  cock-crow,  and  we  wctc 
to  be  engaged  that  morning.  It  was  but  an  expe- 
riment," added  Fugal,  with  a  careless  air. 

Such  stories  were  no  poultice  to  Frisel's  aching 
bones :  and  he  sprung,  in  malice  prepense,  upon 
the  low  turf-coped  wall  which  bordered  the  avenue 
of  Monbshaugh  house,  from  which  mansion  lights 
were  now  seen  twinkling  cheerily  through  the  in- 
termingled and  convoluted  branches  of  the  guar- 
dian trees  and  holly  bushes,  and  ran  fleetly  along, 
ever  and  anon  crowing  like  a  cock,  and  clapping  his 
wings,  till  the  whole  family  issued  from  the  low 
poTtat  witii  lights,  to  ascertain  the  cause  of  this 
portentous  screaming  of  the  "  bird  of  dawn." 

"  Lit  peti  raaeaille,'"  grinned  Fugal,   disdain- 
fully, for  Fugal  spoke  French,  as  well  as  High  a 
Low  Dutch,  Irish,  and  high  English,  to  the  delight 
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ndedificitfmiordlCaitMHuni.  "<  If  I  had  him 
htt«  I  would  chuck  hfan  betwtoi  my  thumbs  fcf 
A  gindwnmi  of  the  Grejt  to  d^  in  iiaiii*lnilhi» 
Madmno 'liibtih  I    Ba-^ii^-»-a--4i"~ 

Fugal  shook  his  head  rajMdly,  eo  as  literally  lo 
ratde  and  shake  out  these  indignant  munnun.  So 
excoodingly  moth  was  he  at  this  crowing  itopeaeh 
men!  of  his  toactty)  that  he  declined  walking  iaio 
the  hoose  lo  partake  of  the  refreshm^tts  whidh  wo 
poor  man  ever  left  Monkihaugh^s  gale  wilhoirt  be- 
ing nrged  to  accept. 

Frisel  was  instantly  at  Eliaabeth^s  side  to  open 
the  court  gate,  and  whispered^^*  Ye  need  net 
mentiob  if  ye  please,  my  leddy,  to  Monkshang^ 
or  ESe,  yon  Int  splore  o'  mine  T  the  dean  wood. 
It  might  make  them  uneasy.  The  Laird  is  see 
fleyed  fbr  a  wee  dmp  brandy  inflaming  a  bmise  or 
a  green  wound ;  and  Effie  is  as  frightened  On  the 
Other  hand  for  a  mouthfu'*  o^  decent  yictuals  raising 
the  feror,  that  between  them,  they're  the  twa  warit 
folks  I  ken  to  entrust  wi^  ony  bit  accident  I  misy 
eome  by  in  the  way  o'  duty. 

**  I  fear  then,  Frisel,  you  aire  hurt.  There  is 
clotted  blood  on  your  hair.  Shall  I  send  yon  a 
little  brandy  to  have  your  hMd  washed  t'^Tho 
cold  night  warrants  it.*" 


Never  mind,  my  leddy — mony  thantcB  though, 


But  ye  see,  in  the  first  place,  I  never  could  let 
brandy  higher  than  my  mouth  since  a  sark  gaed 
owte  my  head  ;  and.  in  the  second  place,  Til  get 
a  drap  cream  and  a  clout  from  Baby  Strang — that 
quean  has  as  canny  a  hand  about  a  body's  ails  as 
ever  a  Pengun  in  Flanders — and  I'll  he  as  sound 
as  a  bell  before  the  mom.  ready  totellye,  if  ye^ve 
me  leave,  all  about  Miss  Jacky's  settlements." 

On  this  they  parted,  Elizabeth  leaving  her 
wounded  squire  to  his  favourite  Beguin  ;  and  he 
consigning  her  tQ  «  state  of  greater  curiosity  and 
suspense  than  she  chose  to  avow. 

When  Elizabeth  awoke  next  morning,  the  cold, 
feeble,  grey  light  of  a  winter's  dawn  was  difhising 
itself  through  her  chamber. 

"  Is  it  all  a  dream  ?^  thought  she.  "  Or  have 
I  really  again  heard  the  voice  of  that  singular  wo- 
man ?  The  same  thrilling  voice  m  which  she  cal- 
led— '  Life  and  death  are  on  my  message.'  Has 
she  been  under  my  window .'  I  have  a  half  re^ 
membered  consciousness  of  striving  to  awake  ful- 
ly—^ rise — to  follow  the  voice  which  called  me." 
In  confirmation  of  this  opinion,  Elizabeth  found 
several  little  pebbles  scattered  about  her  window 
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fiiU ;  such  as   if  ptttercd  against  the  glass,  might 
be  presumed  to  awaken  the  sleeper  within. 

But  the  duties  of  this  important  day  demanded 
her  immediate  attention.  The  white  beaver,  hy 
the  activity  of  Baby  Strang,  was  already  arrived 
fiom  the  Tower ;  and  Fugal  had  Titania^s  trap- 
pings in  high  order.  The  Whittrct,  quite  recov. 
eredy  came  into  the  parlour,  and  whispered  to  Kli- 
abetb— -^  Fm  now  as  sure,  my  Icddy,  as  Fm  in 
the  hodjf  that  the  carlin  I  met  yestreen  is  FugaFs 
last  wife,  the  Irish  quean— -but  HI  be  upsides  wt^ 
her.  Fse  fiuten  the  witch-branks  on  her  gills  !^ 
She  plays  nae  mair  o"  her  camperlccks  in  this  coun* 


u 


If  you  meet  her  any  whore  let  me  know  of  it,"' 
said  Elisabeth ;  ^^  but  l)c  cautious  how  you  pro. 
ceed."' 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 


THE  WAPPINSCHAW. 


Jatfom.     AniWBiUmet? 

Qultiee.     Pat,  pal ;  snd  h«re'i 

iriehnrul. 

The  morning  of  the  Fast  was  bright,  and  even 
warm  for  tlie  i^eason — a  gladdening  winter's  day. 
The  bell  of  the  kirk  of  St.  Serf,  suspended  between 
two  mosey  ehn  trees,  had,  for  a  long  hour,  blatter- 
ed, blared,  yelled,  jowed,  thudde<I — ^in  short,  emil^ 
ted  every  discordant  sound  of  which  a  cracked  bell 
is  capable ; — and  at  last  intimated  something  like 
Johnnie  Jow's  fixed  purpose  of  "  ringin'  in  ;"  for 
now  the  gay  equipages  of  the  "  Whim  family" 
vere  discerned  at  intervals  flashing  along  the  val- 
ley, and  next  appeared  glancing  through  the  line 
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of  old  grey  trees  which  garnished  that  part  of  the 
highway  which  led  through  the  ^^  parks  of  Monks- 
haugh.'^  The  Rantletree  squadron  advanced  to 
the  point  of  action  firom  the  opposite  direction ;  and 
midway,  as  it  were,  the  Monkshaugh  household 
forces  defiled  firom  the  avenue  of  The  Place  upon 
the  highway — ^Elisabeth  and  her  master  of  the 
bofse  forming  the  chivalry,  the  Laird,  on  his  roan 
pony,  leading  on  the  foot 

^  Since  I  must  sit  alone,  stuck  up  like  a  crow 
in  a  mist  yonder,  I  will  be  off — I  find  I  can  just 
save  my  distance,"*"  said  Elisabeth  ;  and,  without 
waiting  to  hear  the  expected  remonstrance  against 
desertion,  she  waved  her  hand  and  flew  away,  de- 
sirous of  being  seated  in  quiet  before  the  whole 
aristocracy  of  the  valley  mustered  in  the  church- 
porch. 

And  now  the  barouche,  the  tandem,  the  car,  the 
out-riders,  the  blazoned  pannels,  the  glittering  har- 
ness, and  all  the  appliances  of  modem  wealth,  came 
dashing  on — ^whips  smacking,  wheels  glancing,  curs 
barking,  pebbles  flying,  and  villagers  scampering 
aside,  and  then  standing  agape.  Monkshaugh, 
disdaining  to  yield  one  inch  of  the  road,  would 
certainly  have  run  some  risk  of  being  trodden 
down,  had  not  Baby  Strang  seised  his  bridle,  and 
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pulled  him  aside  with  a  jerk  that  almost  pitched 
him  from  the  saddle,  exclaiming — "  Laird,  LMrd  , 
Harletillum  will  tread  ye  i'  the  yird."  This  was 
hut  the  beginning  of  sorrows, 

Elizahcth  had  taken  her  place  in  church  some 
time  before  even  Fugal  joined  her,  vrath  smoking 
from  his  bristled  nostrils. 

"  Confound  the  English  Tom  among 'em  shotUd 
hrCc  got  the  start  of  an  ould  Grey's  man,  Madame 
'Lizbeth,  had  not  Monksliaugh  mounted  me  on  a 
beast  more  like  a  homed  nolt  than  a  Oiristtan 
troop-horse  (it  for  the  riding  of  a  gintleman  who 
has  sarved." 

Elizabeth  whispered  some  apologetical  explana- 
tion to  the  trooper;  and  already  wished  that  this 
Fast-day  were  fairly  over. 

The  steps  of  the  barouche  were  heard  to  come 
thundering  and  ratthng  down  ;  and  with  all  need- 
ftj  preparatory  bustle  and  flourish,  the  Whim  fa- 
mily, accompanied  by  their  handsome  guest,  enter- 
ed and  took  their  places — Jlr.  Belancy  caged  be- 
tween the  mother  and  daughter. 

Lord  Hantletree  next  defiled  into  the  gallery, 
leading  in  his  tall  flat-backed  lady,  looking,  on  this 
d«y  (^pitched  battle  with  the  powers  of  democra- 
cy ,^as  if  his  single,  full-puifed,  and  well  powdered 
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Ramfflies,  thniBt  into  the  breach,  might  of  itself 
'^  stem  the  overwhelming  torrent,**"  m  he  called  it. 
Hats  are  said,  and  with  much  truth,  to  be  redol- 
ent of  individual  character.  How  much  more  so 
were  wigs— the  wigs  of  those  days.  This  must  at 
least  be  true  on  phrenological  principles.  Hats 
are  a  remove  farther  from  the  seat  of  sensation. 

^  And  where  tarries  my  gallant  Laird  o^  Monka- 
haogb  F"  cried  a  shrill  voice  firom  the  remaining 
perch  of  aristocracy  in  the  gallery  of  St.  Serf 
Kirk — a  voice  which  firoze  Monkshaugh^s  marrow 
as  he  came  up  the  creaking  wooden  stair.  ^^  Come 
your  ways,  tripping  a-tip-toe  down  the  loft  stair, 
like  a  dainty  baudrons  feared  to  wet  her  feet  in 
crossing  a  gutter.*" 

Monkshaugh  cast  but  one  glance  at  the  opposite 
side  of  the  lists.  Fashionable,  splendid,  imposing^ 
was  the  spectacle  there,  and,  horror  of  horrors !  at 
the  head  of  his  family  pew  sat  Jacky  Pinglc  in  full 
blow — bedizened  with  every  silken  rag  he  had  ever 
bestowed  upon  her — ^furs,  feathers,  flowers,  gauzes, 
trinkets,  stomachers,  ribbons  of  all  hues,  and  flour- 
ishing, above  all,  a  broken  French  fan,  with 
which  bending  low  in  courtesy,  she  coquetishly 
advanced,  touching  his  arm  with  its  tip.  Had 
Monkshaugh^s  eyes  possessed  the  power  of  the 
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basiliBk,  then  hail  this  been  a  day  of  dale  and  be- 
reavcment  to  the  widowed  wife  and  orphan  child- 
ren of  John  Jow,  who  had  admitted  Jacobins  i  as 
it  was  he  stood  confounded,  unable  to  thinli,  or 
speak,  or  act. 

"  Come    your  ways,"   minced  Jacobina,  now 
from  the  want  of  sleep,  and  from  feverish  excite- 
ment and  perpetual  toil,  as  mad  as  ever  was — 
•'  Haid  thit  lam  the  moon." 

"  No  beginning  till  we  eit.  Dr.  Draunt  kens  weel 
what  day  of  the  week  falls  on  Tuesday," 

Holding  her  head  eoquetishly  aside,  veiling  un- 
der their  puckered  lids  the  oibs  that  languished 
over  the  form  of  her  chosen  bridegroom,  pouting 
her  lip,  and  playing  her  chest  forward  in  fifty  ris- 
ings and  fallings,  ducking,  and  again  gracefully  re- 
covering herself,  Jacobina  sidled  forward,  and  once 
more  playfiilly  touched  the  Laird's  arm  with  the 
unlucky  fan. 

Afonkshaugh  started  back  as  from  an  adder, 
crying  vehemently — "  Tak'  her  out — tak'  her 
out  I''— Luckily  for  him  Jacobina  was  attracted 
by  a  titter  from  the  Whim  pew,  and  faced  round 
in  fury. 

"  Hcch  ! — but  wc  are  fine  with  our  fure,  and 
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ourTdrels;  our  gold  rii^t,  and  our  gaj  clothing ! 
Am  bmw  as  Bink'^a  wife  when  the  becked  to  the 
miiusler ! — ^But  ken  ye,  cummera,  where  a^  that 
bmverj  leads  to  ?  Wot  je  of  sic  a  place  as  that, 
wherein  their  worm  dieth  not,  neither  is  their  fire 
quenched  -where  the  pfoud  purj^e  Dives  must 
send  across  themdten  gulf  to  the  bruised  bq^ 
gar  Lasarus  £ot  ae  drop  o^  the  wan  water  to  cool 
Us  tongue  ?— >I  am  often  thinking,  sirs,  it  wad  be 
the  Tober  Marie  up  at  the  Linns  o*  Cleucfa  joo* 
der,  where  the  Lord  de  Bruce^s  bride  and  me  hare 
sitten  mony  a  lang  bonnie  simmer  night  among  the 
moss  and  breckans,  singing  to  the  wee  whittUe  maid- 
en baby  was  buried  lang  syne  beneath  Luckie  Met- 
calTs  hearth-stane.  But  whereas  the  Lord  de  Bmee 
theday,sir8,  when  the  nobles  o^  the  land  arehosttng 
and  banding?  Where's  the  Lord  de  Bruce  the  day, 
John  Hurcheon,  when  ye  are  driving  your  chariots 
of  fire  through  his  braid  barony  ?^ 

Direful  and  ominous  were  the  fiery  g^Unces 
which  John  Jow,  as  he  eagerly  hobbled  up  the 
aisle  to  place  the  Bible  on  the  pulpit  cushion, 
threw  upwards  on  our  mad  heroine.  Butherfirensy- 
fit  was  now  far  above  bis  control.  Tossing  abroad 
her  arms  she  fixed  her  eyes  on  Elisabeth,  and  ex* 
claimed  in  a  wild  tone — ^*  His  place  is  bare,  toom, 
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desolate  ! — yea  an  howling But  liaud  up  your 

head,  Elizabeth  de  llruce ! — puir  burdalanc,  there 
where  ye  sit — a'  that's  left  i"  the  brave  eagle's  neat, 
ae  puir  cushie-doo  croodling  lancly  to  hide  the 
wound  that's  rankling  in  its  breast  T — And  look- 
ing round  on  the  dc  Bruce  tenantry,  as  if  appeal- 
ing to  them  in  words  of  that  Book,  which,  ac- 
cording to  Deacon  Daigh,  had  turned  her  briun, 
she  went  on. — "  All  ye  that  care  about  him  bemoan 
him ! — and  all  ye  that  know  his  name,  say.  How  is 
the  strong  staff  broken,  and  the  beautiful  rod  I 
Therefore,  I  will  cry  and  liowl — Oh,  Vine  of  Sil>- 
mah,  I  will  weep  for  thee  with  the  weeping  of  J»- 
xet !  Thy  plants  are  gone  over  the  sea.  The 
spoiler  is  fallen  upon  thy  summer  fhiita  and  thy 
vintage.  Joy  and  gladness  is  taken  from  their 
plentiful  fields ! — Na,  never  bend  your  lucken- 
J[)rows  on  me,  John  Hurcheon  !  To  my  cost  I  ken 
ye  wcel ! — The  Lord  has  delivered  ye  this  day 
into  my  hands,  as  sure  as  ever  was  Sisera,  the 
proud  Captain  of  Harosheth,  delivered  into  the 
hands  of  a  woman — ^yea,  into  the  hands  of  Jael 
the  wife  of  Hcl>ei  the  Kenite.     I'm  but  Lady  o' 

Kippencreery  Wester" and  again  her  mood 

changing,  she  tiuned  pranking  herself,  and  Hirting- 
ly  advani'ed  to  the  unforlunatc  Monkshaugh. 
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*^  Let  that  mad  woman  be  taken  out,""  said  Mr. 
Hatdien^  in  tbe  andiUe  whigper  of  one  entitled  to 
be  heard  and  obeyed. 

^  D'ye  hear  that,  my  leddy  ?^  whispered  Frisel, 
who,  though  del^ited  with  her  public  testimony, 
wouhl  now  have  given  the  world  to  be  rid  of  her  pre> 
aence.  ^  Round  to  him  yonder  like  a  fire-flaught.^ 
Andoff  Jaoobina  flew,  leaving  Monkshaugh  in  eo» 
Stacy,  exchanging  a  look  of  congratulation  with  his 
k^e-man.  But  they  reckoned  without  thdr  host ; 
finr  back  she  flounced 

^  Deed  and  111  do  no  such  thing,  Francic  Fris- 
d,  as  quit  the  side  of  my  bold  bridegroom  this 
day.  It  would  na  be  mensefu"  nor  canny.  A 
weary  time,  love,  since  we  were  proclaimed  yon 
night,  by  tuck  o^  drum  and  the  fire-bell  f  the 
flames  o'  Cambuskenneth.  A  brave  sight  for  the 
Kiric  o^  St.  Serf  though,  sirs,  to  see  twa  brides  of 
the  blood  o^  de  Bruce  kirked  in  one  day — if  the 
pale  maiden  yonder  be  really  in  the  body.  What 
think  ye,  Lord  Rantletree,  there  where  yc  sit 
with  your  cabrach  leddy  at  your  elbow,  as  mim  as 
Malcolm  the  Maiden  ?  What's  your  judgment  of 
that  auld  story  o'  de  Brucc'^s  bairn  and  bride  ?  For 
ye  aye  like,  wi*"  your  talc,  to  be  thought  to  ha'e 
a  judgment.*" 
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A  general  titter  gpread  round  the  congregation, 
followed  by  a  sudden  and  universal  fit  of  cough- 
ing. Fortunately  his  lord^ihip  was  as  deaf  as  a 
post,  an  infirmity  however,  which  he  would  never 
acknowledge,  probably  fancying  it  below  the  dig- 
nity of  the  peerage.  But  while  Jacubina's  random 
shafts  flew  round,  he  saw  that  there  waa  a  spirit  of 
disaffection  abroad,  and  rose  in  his  place,  "  feel- 
ing himself  called  upon  to  say  a  few  words.'"  His 
lordship  had  never  said  a  few  words  in  bis  life. 
However  he  might  end,  he  always  began  "  a 
many.""  He  was  indeed  as  lemarkable  for  one 
property  of  matter  aa  any  member  of  the  peerage 
wiiatever — length : — length  of  nose,  length  of  chin, 
length  of  wind,  length  of  spine,  tremendous  length ! 
which  he  put  all  forth  now,  as  wrapped  in  his 
own  long  arms  he  bent  over  the  gaping  congrega- 
tion below,  with  the  indescribable  air  of  ease  ill  at 
ease ;  remarking,  according  to  the  report  in  the 
Rookstown  Journal  of  the  following  week,  in  a  low 
but  gradually  swelling  voice,  "  That  it  was  alarm- 
ing, cvceedbigly  alarming,  unparalleled,  so  far  as 
he  was  aware,in  the  history  of  a  country  hitherto  re- 
markable for  its  loyalty  and  good  disposition,  that 
on  tike  morning  of  n  day  of  national  fast,  proclaim- 
ed, and  appointed  by  Royal  authority,  in  which  the 
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higlier  orders  of  society,  coalesced  wiih,  and  coun- 
tenanced req^ectebk  persons,  though  of  as  inferior 
grade,  (a  sl^ht  inclination  towards  the  pew  of 
HarletiUoBi,)  in  ojqposii^  and  stemming  the  tor- 
rent of  inaobcmlination,  infidelity,  and  Jacobinical 
pnnc^les.^ 

^  Thcre^s  an  honour  on  earth !— called  after 
me,  sirs-^adEybinical,^  cried  Miss  Pingle  ck> 
ttltini^;  and  his  loidship  seeing  the  general 
lai^^  and  hearing  no  words  distinctly,  became  ck> 
ceedingly  displeased 

— *^  That  a  purpose  of  this  pure  and  exalted 
kind,  should  be  obstructed  and  thwarted  by  the 
clamours  of  the  factious,  is  the  less  marvelkms, 
once  it  has  fallen  to  the  lot  of  the-"-the — the  tiuli. 
vidual  who  has  now  the  honour  of  addressing  you, 
to  witness  a  spectacle  on  this  morning,  which  lays 
open  the  arcana  of  that  abyss  on  which  this  an- 
cient, and  once  loyal  kingdom  is  hovering— the 
▼ortex,  which  threatens  to  suck  into  its  indiscri- 
minate jaws,  all  that  is  noble  and  exalted — the 
throne,  the  church,  and  the  domestic  hearth  1*^ 

A  rustle  of  amasement  and  terror  spread  through 
the  audience.  A  pin  might  have  been  heard  to 
drop  as  his  Lordship  proceeded  :— 

^^  I  bdield  this  morning,  in  a  ride  through  the 


valley  of  Stratlioran,  the  domestic  servant,  or  me< 
nial  of  a  gentleman  of  ancient  family,  occupied 
in  a  way  which  I  am  certain  was  not  sanctioned, 
and  if  known,  must  have  brought  on  that  indivi- 
dual the  deep  diqileasure  of  his  master. — That 
was  nothing.  In  the  clachan  of  Sourholcs,  tn  this 
parish,  I  farther  beheld — with  my  own  eyes  I  be- 
held !  a  person,  a  rather  remarkable  sort  of  pet- 
son,  who  is  imderstood  to  he  the  spiritual  director, 
or  pastor,  of  a  handlid  of  sectaries  or  schismaUcs 
— I  do  not  charge  my  memory  with  the  particular 
(lenomination  they  assume— engaged,  on  tliis  the 
rooming  of  a  national  fast,  in  that  manual,  and, 
except  for  the  day,  harmless  and  innocent  opera- 
tion of  horticulture,  called  in  your  vernacular 
speech  ahffiiching  or  shoughing  the  useful  pot- 
herb termed  leeka,  in  contempt  and  defiance" — 

'*  And  that's  as  true — the  dour  Cameronian— 
I  saw  him  mysel'  this  morning,"  bawled  Jacky, 
"  delving  away  in  his  auld  coat,  and  three-storey 
bush  wig,  the  very  beauty  o'  holiness." 

"  Yc  may  say,  Jacky,"  whispered  Frisel  aloud, 
"  that  Mr.  Haliburton  kent  na  what  day  it  waa 
till  he  heard  the  parish  bell  toll,  and  that  he  then 
dropped  his  dibble ;  for  though  of  a  different  opi- 
nion &om  us  about  lasts  i>~  mann  making,  he  said 


THE  WAPPIN8CHAW.  333 

he  would  be  loath  to  offend  my  Lord  Rantletree, 
or  <my  weaker  brother.^ 

"Weaker  brother !  Ah,  ye^re  a  rogue,  Francie," 
said  Jaoobma,  shaking  her  head  and  laughing ; 
but  here  John  Jow,  whose  hasty  step  had  for 
MHDe  time  been  heard  creaking  on  the  stairs, 
pounced  like  a  vulture  on  bis  fair  quarry,  clutching 
at  her  by  the  very  bridal  favour  she  wore  on  her 
bieast;  and  in  spite  of  kicking  and  squalling  he 
bore  her  off*,  vi  et  armis. 

His  Lordship  resumed  his  place,  alike  in  lus 
sittings  down  and  risings  up,  shewing  the  peer, 
the  patriot,  and  the  Christian — the  latter  charac- 
ter fireshly  taken  up,  and  chiefly  upon  public 
grounds. 

It  appeared  that  Master  Jow  and  the  fair  pro- 
mulgator of  Jacobinical  doctrine,  had  come  to 
terms  on  the  stairs.  She  was  not  violently  expel- 
led from  the  church ;  for  the  wily  functionary 
knew,  by  bitter  experience,  that  to  thrust  her  out 
by  the  door  was  only  to  provoke  a  voUey  of  stones, 
screams,  and  sarcastic  speeches  through  the  win- 
dow, that  even  now  exhibited  marks  of  her 
prowess,  which  the  small  heritors,  after  sundry 
meetings  and  ordering  estimates,  refused  point 
blank  to  repair,  as  the  glaiier^s  estimated  charge 
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was  nine  Ghillings  and sevcn-peiice  halfpenny,  IK- 
therefore  placed  her  in  the  letterin,  under  the  njir- 
veillance  of  those  grey  fathers  of  the  Scottisli 
kirk,  the  elders. 

Although  this  scene  has  occupied  some  space 
in  the  narrative,  five  minutes  of  real  time  speeded 
the  whole  aHair ;  and  hy  the  end  of  that  space  the 
Reverend  Dr.  Draunt  hove  in  sight,  sailing  on 
like  the  boat  of  Anningat,  "  slow  and  heavy  laden." 

"  Methinks  we  hear  a  buzi  as  we  ascend  into 
this  our  sacred  place,"  preluded  the  Doctor,  in 
those  solemn  base  tones  which  his  dignity,  from 
the  time  he  had  been  the  parish  school-master, 
held  indispensable,  even  when  asking  on  week- 
days a  pinch  of  snufF  from  Mr.  Skirlin,  the  pre- 
centor. John  Jow  shook  his  fist — a  fist  having 
all  the  authority  in  that  place  of  those  symbols  of 
awful  significance — the  mace  or  the  sceptre ;  and 
Jacobina  made  faces,  and  with  great  spirit  gesticu- 
lated open  defiance.  She  had,  however,  with  all  her 
mental  infirmity,  some  remaining  .sense  of  proprie- 
ty ;  and  from  this  time  it  was  only  in  pantomime 
that  she  carried  on  the  war,  nodding  kindly  ami 
familiarly  to  her  favourites  around,  and  reflecting 
back  every  air,  grace,  and  grimace  of  Miss  Juli- 
ana Hutchen,  as  faithfully  as  does  the  spectre  of 
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the  BrodLen  the  attitudes  and  roorenients  of  the 
figure  on  the  opposite  hiUs.     The  titter  again  be- 
came general  among  the  young  people  who  watch- 
ed this  peifiannance.    Even  the  slow-rolling  and 
{Mominent  eye  of  Dr.  Draunt  came  at  last  to  ap- 
pidiend  the  source  of  the  general  mirth:  heheard 
also  the  voice  of  Jaoobina  shrilling  and  quivering 
in  air  as  she  chanted  the  psalm,  leaving  the  pre- 
centor an  octave  below,  and  the  congregation  a  full 
bar  bdiind  her.  All  this  and  more  did  Dr.  Draunf 
bear  and  Mr.  Skirlin  endure ;  for  they  both,  like 
Johnnie  Jow,  knew  by  bitter  experience,  that  Miss 
Jacky  was  a  lady  whom  it  was  not  altogether  safe 
to  provoke ;  as,  at  any  time,  she  had  much  less  re- 
spect for  the  ^^  retort  courteous^  than  love  of  the 
^  quip  modest,^  which  she  never  hesitated  in  deal- 
ing round  to  her  firiends. 

The  prayer  was  now  made— very  loyal  and  some- 
thing long-winded— quite  in  the  taste  of  those 
times :  Wild  and  despicable  times  they  must  have 
been  dqnocracy  rushing  on  foaming  like  a  dog 
called  mad,  shewing  more  indeed  of  the  rabid 
temper  than  of  the  bold  honest  heart — and  cold 
fioaen  aristocracy  warming  itself  in  equally  mad 
pursuit ;  seeking,  in  its  panic  terror,  to  knock  on 
the  head  all  before  it,  instead  of  boldly  mussling 
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up  the  bnite,  anil  watching  its  symptoms  before  it<; 
destruction  was  decreed. 

In  France  it  was  the  privilc^  of  the  lower  or- 
ders to  pronounce  on  military  glory  and  the  fine 
arts ;  in  England  their  province  is  politics ;  but 
the  blood-bought  birthright  of  Scotland  is  theologj-; 
and,  in  the  exercise  of  this  national  privilege,  Ja- 
cobina  whispered  across — 

"  Lawrence  Halliday,  what  thought  ye  o'  the 
prayer?  Like  a  Tranent  puddin',  was  it  not? — 
very  lang — but  ver-ry  lean  ?  It's  no  every  one 
that^'s  gifted  wi'  the  ten  talons  committed  to  my 
d^nty  douee  Gideon  Haliburton.'^ 

"  Church  officer,  before  we  proceed  with  the 
sacred  solemnities  of  this  occasion,  let  the  insane 
female  person  be  reraoved,"  pronounced  Dr. 
Draunt,  his  plumpy  good-natured  countenance 
deepened  in  hue.  The  Doctor  never  said  any 
thing;  all  his  speech  was  delivery.  He  sat  down 
with  dignity  till  Mr.  Jow  should  have  ejected 
the  expulsion  of  Jacobina ;  which,  after  all  his 
long-Buifering,  if  not  patience,  that  tunctionary 
now  set  about,  in  earnest,  in  the  first  place  pin- 
ioning her  poor  skinny  arms  till  they  almost 
cracked, 

"  Keep  your  gravc-howking  claws  nil'  me,  John 
1 
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Jov,*  shrieked  Jacobiiuu — ^^  And  for  you,  ye 
mooker  oat  o^  fttits  o*  fkt  things ;  wi^  the  wine— 
the  wine  on  the  lees  ye  would  steek  the  door  o^ 
the  sanctnny  on  *  pair  desolate  thing !  Bat  111 
go  west  to  the  Soarholes,  and  get  a  better  sermon 
than  erer  ye  could  preach  in  your  life.*^— And 
tlnis,  roshing  in  her  blind  rage  against  the  rery 
horns  of  the  altar,  off  flashed  Jacobina,  slamming 
crery  door  after  her,  and  leaying  behind  a  fair 
proportion  of  her  silken  gown-tail  as  she  made  her 
memorable  exit.  In  defiance  of  the  decorum  en- 
joined by  the  day,  the  place,  and  the  calling  of 
the  reverend  Doctor,  a  modest  titter  again  rustled 
dnrougfa  the  lower  pews.  Even  Lord  Rantletree 
himself,  whispering  to  his  lady,  suddenly  sacked 
in  his  hollow  cheeks  over  the  hard  parting-knock 
dealt  to  the  ^<  good  Doctor."' 

And  now  the  howling  dogs  were  kicked  out,  the 
doors  were  barred,  John  Jow  resumed  his  place 
and  screwed  his  yisagc  to  solemn  listening,  and 
the  discourse  commenced,  while  every  man  tliat 
had  a  watch  noted  the  hour  and  minute.  It  is 
very  well  when  the  times  permit  politics  to  be  left 
to  newspapers  and  coffee-rooms,  and  the  pulpit  to 
more  fitting  purposes.  A  political  sermon  is  sel- 
dom a  very  interesting  one,  after  the  period  of  its 

VOL.  I.  Y 


EI.IZADF.TH  DE  BIIUCE. 


delivery  is  past.  Lord  Rantletree  remarked  that 
the  discourse  occupied  "just  forty-five  minutes 
twelve  seconds  ;  twenty  minutes  longer  than  the 
good  Doctor's  usual  time, — but  quite  proper  on 
such  a  day." — Monkshaugh  reckoned  some  seconds 
of  difference  ;  but  also  gave  as  his  sage  opinion, 
that  the  sermon  was  highly  proper  for  the  oeca- 


The  belligerents  had  had  fiill  leisure  to  survey 
each  other  during  the  discourse,  and — such,  alas  ! 
is  human  infirmity — to  indulge  in  a  few  escapes  of 
earthly  thoughts,  a  few  wandering  excursions  upon 
the  mountains  of  vanity. 

Lord  Rantletree,  in  his  mental  pn^amme  for 
the  day,  had  settled,  that  af^er  sermon  he  was 
first  to  bow  to  Lady  Harriettc  Copcly,  a  married 
lady  of  rank,  the  guest  of  Mrs.  Hutchcn,  and  se- 
condly, to  the  Honourable  Elizabeth  de  Bruce. 
But  Lady  Harriettc  was  either  a  Whig  or  a  Ja- 
cobin, or  had  a  headach,  or  a  swelled  face  from 
the  toothach ;  for  she  did  not  appear  at  church, 
and  thus  left  his  lordship  rather  at  fault  whether 
Mrs.  Hutchen,  as  a  married  woman,  or  Elizabeth, 
a  spinster  but  connected  with  the  peerage,  was  en- 
titled to  precedence  in  his  courtesies.  His  lord- 
ship was  not  a  person  apt  to  jump  at  a  conclusion. 
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He  took  his  gnmnd  as  slowly  as  surely,  and  this, 
together  with  an  internal  debate  about  the  pro- 
priety of  transmitting  an  account  of  the  ^^  leek- 
ahoogfaing"  sedition  to  his  Majesty^s  Advocate  for 
Scotland,  or  to  the  Secretary  of  State,  or  of  pru- 
dently suppressing  the  whole  matter  as  rather  re- 
flecting on  his  seal  in  administering  the  aflairs  of 
the  county,  occupied  his  lordship^s  thoughts^— The 
good-sense  and  candour  of  Dr.  Draunt,  by  the 
way,  notwithstanding  his  pomposity  and  alleged 
gourmandixing  propensities,  saved  his  patron  from 
the  folly  of  this  official  communication.  Though 
Mr.  Haliburton  held  all  the  high-flying  tenets  of 
the  first  reformers,  both  in  matters  of  doctrine  and 
discipline.  Dr.  Draunt  knew  and  said,  that  ^^  He 
was  a  very  honest  and  sincere  Christian,  who  la- 
boured with  all  seal  to  prevent  the  spread  of  the 
popular  frenzy  among  his  own  flock,  as  soon  as  he 
became  aware  of  its  true  tendency — as  soon  as  he 
discovered  that  the  real  object  of  the  disaffected 
and  fiurtious,  was  not,"^  as  the  Doctor  pompously 
said,  ^^  a  reformed  church,  but  a  spoliated  state.**" 
Monkshaugh  while  in  church,  in  defiance  of  his 
own  wishes  and  resolutions,  felt  his  eyes  irresbt- 
ibly  attracted  to  the  opposite  pew.  He  strove  to 
believe  that  Mr.  Hutchen  was  not  the  well-fed. 
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vell-dresscd,  well-looking,  though  somewhat  domi- 
neering and  arrt^ant,  person  that  he  actually  ap- 
peared. Mrs.  Hutchen  was  little  different  from 
what  she  had  appeared  to  Elizabeth  ten  yeoTB  be- 
fore— B  little  more  embonpoint,  a  little  higher  in 
the  complexion,  it  might  be,  and  dressed  exactly  as 
her  daughter — that  in,  in  the  first,  if  not  the  beet 
style  of  the  reigning  fashion.  Miss  Juliana  might 
have  passed  any  where  for  a  smart,  pretty,  young 
woman,  with  two  coal-black  eyes — not  quite  a 
match  perhaps  in  their  setting,  or  at  lea^t  in  their 
expression — a  good,  if  not  a  delicate  complexion, 
and  a  fine  voluble  redundant  manner  never  once 
at  fault. 

"  She  has,  I  see,  the  big,  thick,  red  lugs,  mut- 
ton-fists,  and  ill-shaped  nails  o'  a'  the  Hurcheons," 
thought  Monkshaugh.  "  I  dare  say  she  has  a  ram's 
horn  foot  too— her  grandmother  was  beit4oed. 
There's  not  a  man  in  a  thousand,  nowadays,  kens 
the  true  points  of  a  fine  woman  when  he  sees  her. 
I  wad  na  gi'e  a  pinch  o'  snufT,  as  Lcddy  TamtalUn 
says,  for  a  pair  of  cherry-cheeks,  and  twa  een  ye 
might  make  the  fellows  o'  wi"  a  pennyworth  of  black 
glass  beads !" — ^Vith  some  secret  distrust,  though 
disdaining  all  comparison,  Monkshau^  stole  a 
side-glance  towards  F.lizabeth  ;  her  intelligent  and 
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betatifhl  features  <<  licklied  o^er  with  the  pele 
CMt  of  thouj^^  and  her  mmd,  it  must  be  acld^ow. 
ledgedy  nmiiiiig  as  much  on  her  mysterious  adven- 
ture of  the  prerious  night,  and  the  random  shafts 
wUch  Jaoobina  had  fixed  in  her  heart,  as  on  the 
signa  of  the  times  so  elaborately  demonstrated  by 
Dr.  Drsnnt,  and  so  carefully  noted  down,  as  it 
aeemedyby  Mr.  Delancy,  the  guest  of  Harletillum. 
How  indeed  could  Elisabeth,  in  her  rustic  simpli- 
cityylunre  divined,  that  the  real  emplojrment  of  the 
young  gentleman'*8  pencil,  was,  making  a  very  cle- 
ver caricature  of  the  rigid  and  elongated  figure  of 
Lord  Rantletree  bending  a  stare  of  solemn  vacuity, 
from  where  he  sat  ^^  aloft  in  awful  state,^  down  on 
the  preacher,  a  plump}',  purple,  and  rather  short- 
necked,  but  sensible-looking  person. 

An  adoring  bend  from  the  pulpit  towards  the 
pew  of  Harletillum,  marked  the  conclusion  of  the 
service  ;^-^^  ducking  observance^  which  at  once  de- 
termined the  first  courtesies  of  the  offended  peer 
to  Elisabeth.  Monkshaugh  paid  her  a  similar  re- 
verence cordiaDy-^-so  did  Mr.  Delancy,  gracefully 
and  respectfully  ;  Mr.  Hutchen  proudly,  and  Mr. 
John  Hutchen,  junior,  as  nearly  as  he  could  hit 
it  in  the  style  of  the  dragoon  officers  then 
quartered  in  Rookstown.— Dogs    barked— Inroad 


342  ELIZABETH  DE  BKUCE. 

blue  bonneta  winnowed  the  air — the  gudewives 
gathered  up  the  folds  of  their  broad-cloth  cloaks — 
and  under  cover  of  all  this  Eliz»beth  glided  away, 
the  crowd  in  the  churchyard  making  respectful 
way  for  her,  Titania  was  already  at  the  church- 
yard atile,  held  by  Fugal ;  and  mounting  in  haste, 
Elizabeth  had  reached  Monkahaugh,  while  the 
lord  of  the  manRioii  was  still  finning  and  fretting 
amid  the  bustle  and  convolution  of  pelisses,  sur- 
touts,  grooms,  carriages,  and  saddle-horses,  in  which 
he  had  been  entrapped. 

Miss  Juliana  Hutchen,  darting  gracious  Dotices 
right  and  Icf^,  firat  advanced,  leaning  on  the  arm  of 
her  father,  while  her  mother  received  a  similar  at- 
tention from  the  stranger ;  and  to  the  infinite  pro- 
vocation and  diacomfitupe  of  the  Earl  of  Rantle- 
tree — though  he  had  sat  two  minutes,  by  his  watch, 
after  every  body  else  was  withdrawn  from  church- 
Mr.  John  Hulchen,  junior,  a  good-humoured, 
swaggering,  raw  lad,  with  clanking  boo t-hcels  and 
a  faahionable  mop  head,  caring  little,  and  under- 
standing leae  about  the  claims  of  high-bom  earls 
and  grey  countesses,  seized,  no  question  asked, 
and  now  bore  aloft  the  '  bony  claw'  of  the  I.ady 
Hantletrce,  notwithstanding  the  rebuking  glance 
of  his  father,  and  the  solcnm  stare  of  the  Earl,  who. 
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amffing  the  air,  fidlowed,  all  too  late  to  rectify 
this  aoleckm  in  mannera— this  utter  oonfbundiiig 
of  ranks.  It  was  in  file  with  Monkshaugh  that  the 
Earl  fiidlowed ;  and  they  exchanged  neighbourly 
drilities.  Upon  the  strength  of  this  Mr.  Hutdi- 
en  presented  his  dauj^ter,  saying,  **  Juliana,  my 
dear,  you  sorely  remember  your  kind  friend,  Mr. 
Grahame  of  Monkshaugh.^ 

Monkshaugh  bowed,  and  hemmed  dryly  enough 
Id  the  lady'*s  salutation ;  and  the  roan  pony  not 
appearii^,  he  was  left  in  the  porch  with  Juliana, 
who  was  to  be  driven  home  by  Mr.  Delancy  ;  so 
it  had  been  arranged  by  herself,  but  the  tandem 
had  not  yet  appeared. 

^  Vastly  delighted  indeed  to  make — to  renew 
rather — the  acquaintance  of  Mr.  Gra-ham,^  said 
the  young  lady.  Her  cue  was  to  be  gracious ;  in- 
deed,  as  she  was  but  lately  returned  from  England, 
she  felt  it  peculiarly  incumbent  upon  her  to  be  so 
to  all  ^^  old  country  neighbours,"^  both  as  a  patri- 
otic Scotswoman,  and  as  ^^  an  amiable,  engaging, 
young  creature.**^  She  therefore  on  seeing  her  fii^ 
ther  wheel  off,  launched  into  a  flow  of  brisk  talk. 

^^  I  see  you  fancy  that  England  must  have 
changed  me,  Mr.  Gr»-ham,  as  it  does  too  many 
young  ladies ;  but  I  am,  I  assure  you,  quite  the 
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game  Strathoran  lassie,  as  happj  to  dance  a  Strath' 
spey  with  you,  or  to  sing  you  a  Scotch  melody,  aa 
before  I  ever  saw  the  Italian  opera-  Apropos, 
of  what  school  is  our  fair  friend  Elizabeth  a  disci- 
ple ? — I  am,  I  own  now,  Delancy,  all  German — 
not  fashionable  in  the  least,  Mr.  Gra-ham.  Tliere 
is  a  depth,  a  mellowness,  a  giisto  iii  the  German 
compositions  that  is  quite  irresistible.  Don't  you 
think  so,  Mr.  Gra-ham  ?" 

Monkshaugh,  at  a  loss  to  know  whether  the  lady 
really  meant  music,  Westphalia  hams,  or  German 
sausages  by  her  gusty  compositions,  would  have 
ventured  eome  reply  had  time  been  permitted ;  but 
for  this  heinous  English  mispronimciation— pro- 
fanation rather  he  thought  it— of  his  family  name; 
a  thing  which  he  never  could  patiently  tolerate  in 
man,  woman,  or  chUd.  Many  persons  would  have 
been  highly  amused  with  the  free  air  and  easy 
fiippancy  of  a  young  lady  on  such  excellent  terms 
with  herself,  thus  elbowing  her  way  onward,  so  per- 
fectly ignorant  or  unconscious  of  the  claims  of 
others,  that  she  could  not  even  be  said  to  disregard 
them.  She  seemed,  indeed,  totally  imconscious 
of  their  possible  existence.  Not  so  Monkshaugh, 
who,  while  the  young  lady  bowled  on,  stood  in 
whimsical  perplexity,  dumb,  looking  straight  for- 
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ward  fiir  the  roia  pony,  and  lometiinet  eren  pon- 
dering  tlie  rashneM  of  committing  ileek  beaTer, 
crmpwig^  gnjmSk^itkidDgi^  SpamsbJeathergboef 
aad  all^  to  the  mercy  of  the  elements,  so  that  he 
might  escape  the  farther  gracious  notice  of  Miss 
Juliana  Hutchen.  The  scene  appeared  to  have 
more  amusement  finr  Mr.  Delancy.  But  the  roan 
peny  and  the  Whittret  at  last  made  their  ajqpear* 


^*  And  how  does  my  old  friend  Elisabeth  P*— 
looking  Tery  beautiful,  I  am  sure,*"  said  the  lady. 

^  The  honourable  Elisabeth  de  Bruce,  Ma- 
dam,^ said  the  Laird,  ''  is" 

**  I  rejoice  to  hear  it,  Mr.  Gr»-ham.  Mama  is 
so  eicesnTe  sorry  that  our  abominable,  never-end- 
ing round  of  engagements  prevents  us  the  pleasure 
of  seeing  more  of  Elisabeth  and  you  at  the  IVhim^ 
Mr.  Gra-ham."" 

Monkshaugh  affronted,  provoked,  and  yet  wholly 
overpowered  by  this  ^  sweet  jargoning,**  fidgetted 
and  sniffled,  and  wished  to  say  something  biting 
and  smart,  yet  civil  withal— -but  out  it  would  not 
oome.  He  looked  to  his  privy  councillor,  Frisel, 
in  whose  elvbh  eyes  a  thousand  sharp  and  saucy 
replies  were  glancing  ;  but,  as  he  could  not  give 
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language  to  their  expression,  be  at  laBt  forced  up 
for  himself — 

"  The  Honourable  Elizabeth  dc  Bruce  sat  to- 
day in  the  dc  Bruce  family  seat  in  the  kirk  of  St. 
Serf,  Miss  Juliana  Hurcheon.'' 

"  Ah  !  well  I  am  GO  stupid  in  a  country  congre- 
gation, Uelancy,"  replied  Mias  Juliana.  "  Yet  I 
think  I  do  remember  something  of  a  lady  rather 
remarkably  dressed,  sitting  in  your  pew,  Mister— 
eh — Gra-ham." 

The  Laird  was  ready  to  dance  a  Strathspey  alone. 

"  Those  who  have  once  had  the  honour  of  see- 
ing Miss  de  Bruce  will  not  readily  forget  her,'" 
stud  Delancy,  respectfully.  "  Those  who  have,  for 
the  first  time,  seen  her  among  the  old  escutcheons 
and  memorials  of  a  family,  of  which  I  believe 
she  is  the  last  descendant — ^never  !" 

Monkshaugh  looked  up  with  pleasure  in  his 
face;  and  the  gentlemen  exchanged  bows  on  this 
in  confirmation  of  the  sentiment. 

"  Delancy  !"  exclaimed  Miss  Hutchcn,  "  is  it 
not  intolerable  of  these  lazy  fellows  to  keep  us  here 
in  the  rain  P  I  shall  make  papa  rate  them  soundly. 
They  have  larger  salaries,  and  more  liberal  ap- 
pointments than  in  any  establishment  of  this  king- 
dom, perhaps.     Au  revoir,  Mr.  Gra-ham." 
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The  young  lady  laid  her  small  fingers  delicately 
on  the  back  of  Monkshaugh^s  hand  of  withered  li- 
lies— patted  it— squeeied  it  gradonsly,  familiarly, 
condescendingly  ;^-smiled  most  winnin^^y,  and 
bowed  adieu. 

^  Lore  to  dear  Elisabeth. — I  see  you  arc  all 
impatience,  Delancy,^  continued  Miss  Juliana, 
taking  the  arm  of  the  gentleman  whom  she  thus 
wrongfully  accused ;  ^^  but  I  could  not  possibly 
eui  poor  old  6ra-ham.  They  are  country  neigh- 
bours— hereditary  friends  of  papa^s  and  grand-pa- 
pa*s  up  to  Noah^s  ark,  I  dare  say.  Great  bores  no 
doubt— but  it  is  so  heartless  to  forget  old  family 
friends.  I  was  obliged  too  to  explain  why  mama 
could  not  ask  them  to  our  ball.  It  would  hare 
taken  them  quite  out  of  their  element— yet  we 
would  not  for  worlds  hurt  their  feelings.**" 

^*  Not  off  yet,^  cried  she,  again  turning  round. 
^^  I  wish  to  goodness  we  could  set  you  down,  Mr. 
6ra-ham— our  carriage  passes  near  your  place— 
donHit?^ 

There  was  no  reply.  Monkshaugh  fidgetted 
from  leg  to  leg  without  finding  a  leg  to  rest  on, 
and  the  voluble  lady  bowled  on. 

^^  Elizabeth  is  with  you,  I  presume— Do  you 
never  visit  town  ?   So  rationally  I  am  certain  you 
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Epeud  your  hours — reading,  walking,  muBic.  I  do 
so  dote  on  a  tranquil  life !  Do  you  know,  DeUo- 
cy,  but  whisper  it  not  to  the  rushes  !  I  could  some- 
times  wish  that  I  had  been  bom  a  village  maid.'" 

So  ended  the  memorable  Wappinschaw  of  the 
aristocracy  of  Stratboran — a  day  of  humiliation,  if 
not  of  fast,  to  many. 

*'  Heard  ye  ever  of  such  an  impertinent  minx  ?" 
cried  the  indignant  Laird  of  Monkshaugh  to  his 
fair  guest  on  entering  his  own  house,  forgetting  his 
resentment  at  lier  desertion  from  the  church  porch 
in  yet  hotter  displeasure. — "  Me  !  a  man  in  my 
grand  climacteric — to  dance  a  Strathspey  wi'  me  ! 
not  to  speak  of  who  /  am,  and  who  she  is  /—Mid  to 
be  squeezed  and  smirked  at  that  gate  by  a  brat  of 
a  latisic !  As  I'm  a  gentleman  I  wonder  I  got  pa- 
tience to  keep  my  hands  off  her.  A  clack  too  that 
would  deafen  ten  millers.  '  Elizabeth,'  and  '  dear 
Mr.  Gra-ham\ — Let  the  Southrons  mak'  Kemble 
of  our  ancient  Norman  Campo-bello,  Scatta  o' 
our  rough-riding  Scotts,  and  Forhs  o"  a'  our  auld 
frank  Forbeecs,  since  our  country-folks  seem  to 
think  themselves  refined  into  Englishmen  bom 
when  they  get  their  auld  family  names  cockneyHed. 
As  our  noble  kinswoman  says — '  I'm  expecting,  Ro- 
bin, to  waken  some  morning  soon,  my  Lady  Tom- 
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iaiian.  But  I  rede  tbein,  Xixbeth^  to  let  bide  the 
luaneo^Gnjeme;  for  its  nmne  o**  their  nongrel,  iniisb- 
rooni.  Southron  nanes  o"  jestadaj.  This  young 
Englified  minx  too !  at  if  the  name  of  Grahame  had 
na  been  Lmg  enough  current  in  Scotland  to  be 
plain  spcAen,  eren  by  the  teed  and  breed  o^  Hur- 
dieon.^ 

^  Indeed  we  ought  to  hare  atipukted  finr  die 
preservation  of  our  national  names  in  the  arcidesof 
Union,^  said  EUiabeth,  smiling  at  the  wrath  of 
her  cid  friend 

^  DeUncy  too  T  he  resumed,  unheeding.  ^  Nei- 
ther sir,  nor  master !  nor  manners  nor  modesty ! 
What  will  this  world  come  too  at  last  ?  as  our  no- 
ble kinswoman  says. — But,  as  I  shall  protest,  there 
is  the  very  swankie,  Delancy,  in  proper  person-— 
gallantly  mounted,  master  and  man. — Ha  !  he  is 
alighting ! — Effie  Fechnie — Effie  Fechnic  !  dust 
the  beaufet  there  ! — ^"Lizbeth  de  Bruce,  ye  will  lit- 
ter this  room  with  your  nonsense  books  in  spite  of 
what  tongue  and  tooth  can  say. — Sweep  in  the 
hearth>stane,  Francie— or  stay — gi'e  me  the  be^ 
som,  and  run  ye  down  to  the  court.  He  is  at  the 
holly  fount,  as  I  declare  !— run  knave. — ^"Lizbeth, 
my  love,  go  and  comb  out  your  hair.— Your  ruff 
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eoon  as  they  were  seated.  "  I  had  the  good  for- 
tune to  pick  up  this  ornament,'' — and  he  produced 
the  flaming  brooch  of  diamonds,  rubies,  sapphires, 
and  carbuncles,  usuaLy  worn  on  gala  days  l»y  Ja- 
cobina  Fingle, — "  which  I  saw  this  raorning  worn 
by  a  lady  under  your  care.  I  have  little  ekill  in 
gems — ^but  the  eize  and  rarity  of  this^ — he  turned 
it  round  in  various  lights — "  and  the  circumstance 
of  its  being  worn  by  a  person  evidently  of  consi- 
deration, from  the  place  she  occupied  at  the  head  of 
your  pew,  induced  me  to  let  a  servant  drive 
home  Mies  Hutchen,  and  to  take  horse  and  ride 
here  with  it  immediately," 

The  insulted  Laird  of  Monkshaugh  looked  from 
the  stranger  to  Elizabeth,  his  features  swelling  and 
reddening  as  if  he  would  have  burst ;  while  she 
laughed  in  her  own  despite  at  the  deliberate  imper- 
tinence of  the  address,  and  partly  in  sympathy 
with  the  covert  humour  which  lurked  in  the  eye, 
and  played  on  the  lip,  of  this  very  easy  Mr.  De- 
Ian  cy. 

"  I  shall  take  care  of  the  gem,"  said  she,  "  for 
the  proper  owner." 

"  Xizbeth  dc  Bruce,"  sputtered  Monkshaugh, 
"  I'll  be  driven  out  of  house  and  ju^ment  by 
that   cra^y  limmer !      A   demented  woman,  sir, 
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whose  fifail  bnin  got  a  twist  at  the  great  bunimg 
cf  the  hotel  of  my  noble  HnHman,  the  Lord  de 
Biuce^  nearly  twenty  yean  bygane.  It  runs  in 
her  daft  head,  that  my  fair  cousin  there,  is  a  mur- 
dered bairn,  buried  below  a  midwife^s  hearth-stane. 
But  I  think  she  gave  you  a  husband  the  day, 
Leddy  'Lisabeth.'' 

The  stranger  fixed  his  keen  eyes  on  the  glowing 
fiM»  of  Elisabeth. 

^  That  is  a  kindness  she  never  withholds  from 
her  favourites,^  replied  Elisabeth.  ^^  Matrimony 
has  no  warmer  admirer.^ 

^^  A  sensible  lady,^  said  Delancy,  smiling. 

^^  It  is  true  yc  say,  Xizbeth.  I  myself,  Mr. 
Delancy,  who  have  never  yet  married  a  leddy,  she 
has  ta'*en  the  crasy  fancy  am  her  gudeman  no  less ; 
though  I  protest  as  I  am  a  gentleman,  that  two 
pair  of  pearl-coloured  silk  stockings  grafting,  and 
a  pair  of  old  black  silk  gloves  to  be  thumbed,  about 
the  time  I  came  out  at  the  bar,  the  whilk  were  never 
returned,  is  the  sum  and  substance  of  her  connex- 
ion with  the  family  of  Monkshaugh — an  it  be  not 
to  gTe  the  pitiful  thing  an  auld  dud  silk  gown,  or 
an  aumous  at  my  kitchen  yett.  It  is  a  sore  cala- 
mity, sir,  to  befal  a  respectable  family  being  thus 
haunted.     But  King  George  on  his  throne,  honest 

VOL.  I.  z 
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mfttii  H  pattern  of  virtue,  hoH  been  worried  wi' 
daft  women  a'  his  days ;  and  if  he  must  put  up  wi' 
Peg  Nicholson,  it  does  not  become  a  private  gen- 
tleman to  complain  of  Jacky  Pingle.^ 

Delancy  applauded  the  magnanimity  of  this  he- 
roic sentiment  to  the  echo.  A  million  pardons  were 
begged — "  he  was  very  near-sigbted" — a  thousand 
apologies  were  offered,  and  all  with  so  good  a 
grace  that  Monkshaugh  became  certain  the  well- 
bred  stranger,  from  ignorance  of  gems,  had  real- 
ly been  under  a  rotstske. 

"  Whatever  be  this  poor  lady's  infirmity,^  said 
Deloncy,  "  I  must  conceive  myself  indebted  to  her, 
or  to  her  brooch,  for  the  happiness  of  making  your 
acquaintance,  Mr.  Grahame.  I  would,  however, 
rather  owe  to  your  kindueas  than  her  introduction 
a  second  favour — a  sight  of  a  picture  of  the 
Great  and  Gallant  Marquis  of  Montrose,  which  I 
am  told  you  possess,  and  which  I  should  be  sorry 
to  quit  Scotland  without  seeing." 

Nothbg  could  bo  demanded  with  better  grace, 
nor  more  frankly  granted. 

"  That  is  a  sight  no  Grahame  need  be  asham- 
ed of,  Mr.  Delancy,"  repbed  Monkshaugh — pro- 
nouncing the  Grauamk  very  broadly  as  a  lesson 
to  the  stranger.     "  Elizabeth,  my  dear,  will  you 


THX  TISITSB.  3S5 

acoomptny  us  to  the  dniwiiig.rocnn.^— And  the 
Lairdy  in  fresh  remembranoe  of  the  year  1709» 
gallantly,  and  with  an  air,  gare  his  arm  to  the 
hdjf  pointed  his  toe,  raised  his  heel,  and  led  the 
way,  as  if  walking  to  St  Giles  in  the  grand  pro- 
oeasion  of  the  Lord  High  Commissioner  to  the 
Scotdi  Kirk  in  chapeau-d&irtu  step. 

The  drawing-room  of  Monkshaugh  was  rather 
a  handsome  apartment  It  was  one  of  the  latest 
adfitions  to  the  family  mansion,  and  formed  what 
was  called  a  side-front — that  is,  it  extended  the 
whole  depth  of  the  original  edifice,  having  three 
handsOToe  windows  in  one  range,  and  a  very  large 
bow-window  in  the  end  next  the  river.  It  was 
neither  painted  nor  papered: — the  dark,  bright, 
and  finely  grained  oak  panelling,  on  which  the 
Laird  and  his  *'*'  ever-honoured  mother^  had  exer- 
dsed  the  fenude  domestics  for  the  last  half-century, 
was  richly  carved ;  and  the  gilt  cornices  and 
mouldings,  now  mellowed  firom  their  first  metallic 
glare,  harmonised  well  with  the  rich  warm  hue  of 
the  polished  walls.  The  oaken  boards  were  so 
nicely  fitted  that  the  floor  seemed  one  unbroken 
polished  surface,  oyer  which  every  shadow  was 
seen  to  quiver  as  it  passed,  and  the  rich  Turkey  car- 
pet, rolled  up  by  the  marble  hearth,  like  the  Cash- 


* 


350  ELIZABETH  UE  BRUCE. 

mere  shawl  thrown  in  liol  weather  over  the  arm  of 
a  fine  lady,  shewed  that  taste  and  not  poverty  wa> 
the  cause  of  the  uncovered  tloor. 

The  room  would  have  looked  cold  and  bare  not- 
withstaaduig,  but  for  the  rich,  full,  old-fashioned, 
e'dk-damask  window  draperies  of  a  bright  golden, 
or  aurora  colour,  which,  richly  fringed,  himg  in 
ample  folds  around  the  deep  embrasures.  The 
remaining  furniture,  without  much  pretension  to 
elegance  of  form,  shewed  no  lack  of  material,  or 
qI  elaborate  ornament.  A  few  good  pictures,  and 
some  rueiiil  Grahames,  Drummonds,  and  dc 
Bnices,  of  both  sexes,  with  three  heavily  ^t 
large  mirrors,  completed  the  furnishings  of  the 
apartment.  Monkshaugh's  modernized  taste  had, 
indeed,  added  some  later  decorations.  Among 
lliese  were  minikin  China  cups  and  platters,  and 
a  targe  snub-nosed  posset-dish  with  one  ear,  gilt 
card-racks  and  vilely  daubed  haiid-skrocns,  gifts 
and  keep-sakes  of  accomplished  beauties  now  no 
more ;  and  a  grotto  of  shell-work,  and  6Ugree  tea- 
caddie,  the  maiden  achievements  of  the  Lturd's 
"  ever-honoured  mother ;"  which  we  leave  to  some 
future  Walpolc  to  describe.  A  spinet,  a  genuine 
old-fashioned  spinet,  a  Rucab,  was  an  article  of 
more  attraction— "  sent  from  Holland  to  the  Lady 
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Mdgaret  Grahame,  by  her  husband  Lord  Monks- 
hmgh,  (the  Lord  of  Session,)  who  built  and  fitted 
up  this  apartment,^  said  Monkshaugh.  But  to 
Delancy  the  most  remarkable  ornaments  about 
the  room  were  the  marble  chimney-piece^  a  beau- 
tiful piece  of  Italian  sculpture  representing  the 
bthing  of  Diana  and  her  nymphs,  and  two  mag- 
nificent walnut  trees,  called  in  the  family  *^  Gog 
and  Magog,^  which  threw  their  gigantic  limbs 
orer  the  casements,  darkening  the  apartment  to 
monastic  gloom,  save  when  the  setting  sun  of  a 
(^wing  evening  threw  in  long  slant  beams,  that 
danced  and  quivered  in  golden  light  and  ebon 
shadow  on  the  polished  floor,  forming  then  a  beau- 
tiful tesselated  pavement.  These  trees  were  part 
and  parcel  of  the  apartment.  It  would  to  the  eye 
which  had  once  seen  them,  have  looked  bare  and 
desolate  without  their  shade. 

However  Monkshaugh'^s  young  guest  might 
have  strained  his  conscience  in  admiration  of  the 
^^  fair  Grace  Drummond,*^  the  great  grandmother 
of  the  Laird,  called  in  her  day  the  "  Flower  of 
Strathallan,'^  or  of  the  equally  admired  Miss  Sibel- 
la  Grahame,  his  full  aunt,  who  had  danced  a 
Strathspey  with  Prince  Charles  at  a  ball  given  in 
Hdyrood,  there  was  the  warmth  of  truth  and  feeU 
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ing  in  the  Bentiments  which  burst  from  him  on 
viewing  those  splendid  walnut  trees,  their  strong- 
twisted  knarlcd  roots,  a  hillock — their  boughs  a 
temple. 

"  Trees  of  this  growth,  no  matter  what  their 
kind,^  said  he,  "  are  to  a  Place — I  like  that  old 
Scottish  word — what  a  long  line  of  honourable 
ancestors  are  to  a  family,  Mr.  Grahatne — eome^ 
thing  which  neither  the  power  of  a  monarch,  nor 
the  mines  of  either  Ind  can  create. — How  beau- 
tiiiil,  Madam,  are  those  pictures  of  domestic 
enjoyment,  power,  and  stability,  which  represent 
the  patriarchs  of  Scripture,  '  the  world's  grey 
fathers,"  sitting  each  under  '  his  own  vine  and  fig- 
tree.' — These  old  patrician  trees  give  a  truer  cha- 
racter of  nobility  to  your  mansion,  Mr  Grahame, 
than  all  the  Grecian  domes  and  columns,  with  fan- 
tastic mixture  of  the  florid  Gothic,  which  modem 
wealth  has  reared  around  you.  Trees  and  gen- 
tlemen arc  of  the  few  things  which  the  philoeo. 
pher'fi  stone  cannot  create,  sir.  Both  require  a 
generous  soil  and  the  nurture  of  centuries.*' — And 
the  young  man  looked  as  if  proudly  conscious  of 
possessing  wliat  he  described. 

Monkshaugh,  delighted  with  sentiments  so  con- 
genial to  his  own,  began  to  look  with  uncommon 
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coniplaeenoe  on  the  ttnmger.  Insensibly  hU  man- 
ners  and  language  assumed  a  higher  and  more  gen- 
tlemanlike tone.  He  thought  of  himself  for  the 
moment  rather  as  Monkshaugh  than  as  the  rival 
of  Mr.  Hutchen ;  and  finally  revolved  whether  or 
not  it  woold  be  proper,  larder  and  other  reasons 
dnfy  weif^iedy  to  invite  this  right-sinrited  young 
gentleman  to  stay  dinner. 

Tlie  curiosity  of  the  young  man  was  not  nearly 
gntifiad,  though  he  made  very  polite  apologiea— 
nor  was  his  admiration  half  exhausted,  when  a 
seodding  shower  began  to  rattle  on  the  leafy  ar- 
momr  of  Grog  and  Magog. 

^  He  might  truly  say^  he  observed,  *^  that  he 
had  never  been  in  a  Scottish  gentleman'^s  country 
mansion  before.*" — Elisabeth  knew  not  what  to 
make  of  the  stranger.  He  appeared  agreeable, 
intelligent,  and  perfectly  well-bred,  notwithstand- 
ing the  diamond  of  Jacobina,  with  which  his  wit  or 
impudence 


**  Had  cut  its  bright  wxy  thnmgh. 
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Was  his  object  mere  amusement,  or  idleness,  or 
curiosity  ?  or  — .  Elisabeth^s  modesty  would  aU 
low  no  other  surmise  to  rise  in  her  mind,  and  she 
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dJamiBsed  the  subject  as  unworthy  of  farther  a(- 
t«Qtion. 

Monkshaugh  had  in  the  meoDtime  revolved 
the  state  of  the  larder,  the  localities  of  which  were 
never  far  from  his  mind's  eye.  By  trenching  on 
the  turkey-poult  destined  to  the  weekly  dinner 
given  to  the  parish  parson  on  Tuesdays,  and  on 
a  dish  of  trout  caught  late  on  the  previous  evening, 
and  already  packed  to  be  sent  as  a  present  to  the 
Lady  Tamtallan,  the  Laird'a  kinswoman  and  pa- 
troness, the  "family  dinner"'  would  do  no  discredit 
on  a  day  of  fast  to  the  owner  of  Gog  and  Magog. 
To  the  turkey-poult  the  parish  minister  had  indeed 
forfeited  all  claim  by  his  adoring  bend  to  the  pew 
of  Harletillum ;  and  what  Lady  Tamtallan  did  not 
know  could  do  her  no  barm. 

The  invitation  was  therefore  cordially  given, 
and  the  courtesy  accepted  with  equal  franknese. 
Apolo^es  for  undress  followed ;  and  then,  the  sun 
shining  out  richly  and  warmly,  a  proposal  was  made 
to  survey  the  garden,  and  in  particular  a  huge, 
grotesque,  old-fashioned  sun-dial,  sculptured  in 
Flanders. 

Some  domestic  avocation  engaged  Monkshaugh, 
and  the  young  people  proceeded  together  in  airy 
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and  imo(»istniiied  talk  of  flowers  and  trees,  birds 
and  scents,  and  the  eztr«ne  natural  beauty  of  this^ 
priinitiTe  garden.  In  passing  a  turfy  bank,  a  knot 
of  Tiolets,  the  last  of  the  year,  attracted  the  notice 
of  Elizabeth ;  but  the  wet  grass  prevented  her 
firom  stepping  horn  the  gravel  walk  to  gather  them. 
Just  then  Monkshaugh  came  forward,  and  she  re^ 
turned  to  the  house  to  dress.  In  a  short  time  the 
gentlemen  also  returned  through  the  sashed  docnr 
which  communicated  with  the  usual  sitting  par. 
lour  of  the  fiunily.  Here  stood  Elixabeth'^s  work- 
table  in  a  window  deeply  sunk  in  the  thick  old 
walL      Here  also  hung  some  favourite  pictures, 

'^  Tbe  frw  beft  lond  and  most  rerered.** 

^  The  picture  of  the  young  man  on  horseback 
which  engages  your  attention,  Mr.  Delancy,^  said 
Mc^nkshaugh,  ^^  is  intended  for  my  nevoy,  Cap- 
tain Wolfe  Grahame,  of  his  Majesty'^s re- 
giment of  Light  Horse.  Our  young  cousin,  Eli- 
sabeth, thinks  the  painter  has  not  flattered.  What- 
ever his  looks  may  be,  my  nevoy  has  hitherto 
borne  him  as  becomes  his  ancestors,  and  the  heir 
of  those  poor  bushes  you  were  pleased  to  com- 
mend— and  of  yon  old  walls'^ — and  he  pointed 
through  Elisabeth's  window,  from  which  there  was 
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a  visla  peep  of  the  Peck's  Path,  and  of  the  moul- 
dering walls  of  Erncscraig. 

The  young  man  hastily  gathered  up  a  few  vio- 
lets and  a  slip  of  pencilled  pa{)er,  which  he  had 
preriously  scattered  over  the  work-table. 

"  Captain  Wolfe  Grahame  is  heh-  of  entail  to 
the  Lord  de  Bruce,"  said  Monkshaugh,  "  of  whose 
unhappy  conditions  yuu  may  have  heard.^ 

*'  I  have  indeed  heard  something  of  the  melan- 
choly story  of  that  unfortunate  nobleman,"  said 
DcUncy.  *'  An  early  blight,  a  mind  too  sensi- 
tive for  its  own  peace.     Goes  it  not  so  ?" 

"  Too  surely  so,"  said  Monkshaugh.  "  But 
here  comes  his  ilaughter.  Her  father's  malady  is 
never  alluded  to  in  her  presence,"" 

It  was  not  however  tlie  young  lady ;  and,  this 
ascertained,  Delancy  ventured  to  inquire  where 
and  under  whose  core  the  unhappy  gentleman 
livcd- 

"  That  ye  may  beet  learn  &om  his  custodier, 
Mr.  John  Hutchen,"  said  Monkshaugh.  ''  That 
person,  sir,  actuated  by  what  motives  I  do  not  say, 
got  countenance  from  another  relation  more  remote 
in  the  entail,  to  oppose  my  obtaining  charge  of  our 
unhappy  kinsman,  on  the  ground  of  being  interest- 
ed in  his  days  proving  brief  i  as  if  I  or  Captain 
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Wdfe  Grahame  were  such  miscieants  as  to  injuie 
a  m^  hair  of  the  head  of  one  so  near  and  dear 
to  ii»— one  whom  h  has  pleased  Grod  to  aiBict  so 
grieYOiisly.  Yes  !  Mr.  Delancy,  I  have  deep 
causeof  feud  with  your  host  at  that  place  yonder.*"*- 
He  disdained  to  name  the  Whim. — ^^  For  ten  years 
that  young  gentlewoman  whom  you  have  seen^  the 
Honourable  Elisabeth  de  Bruce,  lived  in  Emes- 
craig  more  neglected  than  ever  was  an  honest  fivm- 
er^s  child,  by  this  trustee  of  the  de  Bruce  left 
with  scarcely  the  means  of  nurture,  and  none  of 
education— only  permitted  by  stealth  to  visit  me, 
her  nearest  kinsman,  till  she  gained  spirit  to  shake 
off  his  trammels  and  know  her  friends— frif  nrflaw 
enough  still,  poor  lassie  !*" 

Delancy  again  slipped  down  his  pencilled  paper 
and  the  violets  on  Elisabeth's  winrk-table.  The 
Whittret  now  entered;  and  by  certain  oonven* 
tional  signals,  long  established  and  well  under- 
stood in  the  family,  beckoned  forth  the  Laiid  for 
a  general  survey. 

The  skill  of  Effie,  and  the  laudable  vanity  and 
tact  of  the  fiuthfiil  Frisel,  had  done  wonden  ett 
board  and  beaufet.  The  old  family  plate  shone 
forth  in  lustrous  splendour.     Rich  damask  table 
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linen  of  German  manufucture,  representing  a  wiUl- 
boar  chase,  with  napkins  to  correspond,  and  mas- 
sive gilt  china,  called,  in  household  phrase,  "  The 
Red  Set,"  were  not  forgotten.  Bui  the  suffrage 
of  the  Laird  must  be  obtained  for  the  whole  set 
out ;  and  for  this  he  was  now  summoned  forth. 

"  Here  comes  my  knave,  Francis  Frisel,  or  Fra- 
ser,  as  our  cousins  in  the  north  liave  it.  If  there 
be  any  thing  farther  that  interests  your  curiosity 
in  tliis  poor  house  he  is  well  qualified,  Mr.  Dclan- 
cy,  to  be  your  Cicerone,  while,  with  your  permis- 
sion, I  wash  my  hands. 

"  That  is  the  Laird's  knave  proper,"  said  Frisel, 
with  his  own  peculiar  look  of  shrewd  humour,  and 
a  familiarity  which,  however,  knew  how  to  keep 
bounds.  "  Neither  your  English  rascal  nor  your 
Irish  rogue ;  but,  if  it  please  you,  in  the  sense  of 
St.  Paul,  in  Mr.  Gideon's  auld  English  bible,  who 
calls  himself  '  the  knave,'  and  so  forth." 

"  Knave  proper — knave  parcel  rogue. — I  shall 
not  forget  the  distinction,"  said  Delancy.  "  And 
now,  Mr.  Knave  Proper,  pray  tell  me,  if  you  can, 
by  whom  that  piece  over  the  door  was  painted." 
And  Delancy  pointed  to  a  spirited  and  highly 
linished  picture,  representing  a  dance  of  witches. 
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BOttred  at  the  wildest  height  of  their  revebry  by  a 
bright  Uack  eye  firom  behind  the  arras  falling 
upon  their  orgies. 

*^  There^s  no  a  bairn  i**  the  four  hill-side  paio^ 
chines  but  could  tell  you  the  story  of  that  picture,^ 
said  Frisel :  *^  Muckle  Meg  o^  Monkshaugh.  It 
was  painted  in  Flanders,  by  orders  of  that  auld 
Monkshaugh  who  was  Lord  of  Session,  anent  a 
passage  in  his  early  travels  in  Italy.  Saw  ye  never 
such  another  pair  of  bristly  lucken-brows  as  darken 
like  atdd  abbey-pends  over  the  bold  black  een  of 
that  stalwart  dame,  who  is  stretching  out  her  arm 
yonder,  like  a  truncheon  o"*  command,  pointing  to 
the  eye  which  has  fallen  upon  their  witch  cantraps 
and  wallopping  ?*" 

«  I  could  ahnost  say,  aUowing  for  difference  of 
dress  and  sex,  that  in  their  strongly  marked  ex- 
pression,  the  features  of  that  arch-witch — the 
principal  figure  in  the  group,  I  mean-^-resemble 
those  of  a  gentleman  whom  I  have  seen  in  this 
neighbourhood.^ 

".Cod,  ye're  a  witch  for  a  guesser,*"  cried  Fri- 
sel, surprised  out  of  the  respectful  observance  with 
which,  by  eye  and  speech,  he  intended  to  devote 
himself  to  his  master'^s  guest — a  demeanour  whidi 
sat  but  indifferently  on  him  at  any  timc^-"  Ye^re 
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a  witcli  for  a  guesser.  And  good  right  of  reeem- 
blnnce  ;  for  that  runnioa  was  the  founder  of  the 
haughty  house  o"  Harletillum,  for  as  high  as  it 
carries  its  head  the  day." 

"  And  thereby  hangs  a  tale,"  said  Delancy, 
"  which  I  see  by  his  saucy  eyes.  Master  Knave 
Proper  bums  to  tell  me. — Out  with  it,  man  !" 

"  Since  ye  sae  command,"  replied  the  Whittret 
demurely,  "  Ve  must  know,  sir,  that  one  of  the 
auld  Moukehaughs,  the  Lord  o'  Session — it  might 
be  the  present  Laird's  gude-sire — wax  on  his  trareli 
in  foreign  parts,  when  late  on  a  night,  and  after  a 
lang  day  of  hard  riding  in  the  dark  fir  forests,  he 
came  upon  a  house  of  entertainment  for  man  and 
horse,  in  Italy,  or  High  Germanie,  or  some  far 
awa'  part  where  the  gospel  is  little  kenned  and  less 
cared  for.  Weel,  as  the  tale  goes — and  I  have 
heard  auld  John  Yule,  the  son  of  the  then  Laird's 
body  servant,  tell  it  a  thousand  times — there  was 
no  admittance  for  him  ;  the  house  being  bespoke 
by  a  strange  gentleman  all  in  black — (Ye'll  re- 
mark, sir,  that's  aye  the  livery  of  lawyers,  devils, 
and  doctors) — ^for  a  lordly  company  who  were  to 
lianquet  and  carouse  there  on  that  same  night. 
Seeing  him  sore  liested  and  forspent  wi'  travel, 
the  landlady  couldna  find  it  in  her  heart  to  turn 
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the  comely  young  gentlenuui  frae  her  door ;  so 
under  promise  o^  lying  quiet,  and  keeping  his  een 
shut  whatever  he  might  see  through  them,  or  hear, 
or  jalouse,  he  was  bedded  in  that  high  chalmer 
bdund  the  arras,  which  opened  off  the  gallery 
OTcriooldng  the  banqueting  ha^  there  f  the  picture; 
but  he  first  supped  upon  a  roast  capon  and  some 
hind-legs  o^  puddocks— which  auld  John  Yule 
idd  me  are  an  eatable  delicate  in  Papist  coun- 
tries, being  o^  the  nature  o^  fish—with  a  flagon  o^ 
good  Rhenish,  whilk,  to  my  mind,  was  the  better 
parto^theentertainment — Weel,  with  loaded  pistols 
and  drawn  sword,  and  the  open  Bible  by  his  bed- 
side, the  young  Laird,  as  I  said,  being  fi[>r8pent 
with  travel,  fell  into  a  sound  sleep ;  dreaming,  it 
might  be,  o^  his  figithcr'^s  house,  and  the  bonnie 
holms  o^  Monkshaugh — as  wha  would  na  that  had 
ever  played  a  bairn  about  them— and  frae  less  to 
mair,  till  all  at  once  he  was  wakened  in  amaze  by 
loud  dancing  and  deray,  clappings  o"*  hands  and  skir- 
lings  o^  mirth ;  and  to  his  astonishment  the  auld 
Scotch  lilt  o'  <  The  Back  o'  the  Change-house,' 
fdayed  up  loud  and  strong  on  the  bagpipe ;  whilk 
ye'U  observe,  sir,  has  aye  been  the  favourite  instru- 
ment at  a'  witch  bridals,  splores,  and  derri- 
downs. 
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*'As  auld  John  Yule  said — and  he  was  four 
times  married — the  women  folk  cannot  thole  to  see 
others  in  greater  request  and  favour  than  them- 
selves e'en  wi'  the  very  de'il  himsel',  who  on  that 
night  was  thought  to  tske  special  notice  o''  our 
friend  there."  Frisel  nodded  to  the  principal 
figure  in  the  picture, — '  It's  a  shame/  cried  Bessie 
Weir,  '  to  sec  Muckle  Meg  footing  it  away  that 
gate,  and  her  auld  gudcman  do  cauld  in  his  coffin 
yet  in  the  kirk-yard  o'  San  Serf.' 

" '  Blaw  on  him  and  cool  him,  Bessie,'  quoth 
Meg.  '  But  the  dead  to  the  dead,  and  the  living 
to  the  living ; — play  ye  up  hearty,  auld  Plotcock  !' 
and  wi'  that  the  jig  began,  and  young  Monk»- 
haugh,  still  between  sleeping  and  waking,  spended 
out  o'  his  bed,  and  rushed  sword  in  hand  into  the 
thraug  o'  them. 

"  Then  rose  the  screeching  and  yellochin,  the 
flashing  o'  blue  lowes,  and  the  reek  and  smell  o" 
biimstone,  and  tlie  confabulation  as  to  whether  he 
should  be  boiled,  roasted,  or  brandered  alive. 

" '  Eh  r  cried  Muckle  Meg,  *  An'  is  this  my 
winsome  young  Laird  o"  Monkshaugh.— Sisters, 
mine  ye'se  no  siiige  ae  hair  o"  his  bonnie  black 
beard.' — And  she  Sew  to  her  hemlock  naig— cried 
to  the  Laird  to  loup  on  behint — and  afi'  and  sws' 
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owre  8cm  and  land  like  a  scannachin'*  o^  moon- 
light 

**  Next  morning  the  young  Laird  was  seen  T 
the  grey  dawn  daundering  through  the  cotter-^town 
o^  Harletillum,  then  our  property ;  and  in  the 
whilk  M^,  to  her  dying  day,  held  a  cow^s-graaa 
mail-firee  for  that  night^s  wark. — Monkshaugh,  aa 
I  said,  grew  a  douce  man  after  that,  and  a  great 
lawyer,  cautioua  of  hb  tongue.  He  never  could 
bide  to  be  questioned  by  mortal  man,  carnal  or 
divine,  as  to  what  he  had  seen ;  though  it  was  ja- 
loused  ae  dozen  o"*  tar  barrels  would  not  have 
quenched  that  convocation  o"*  our  Scotch  worthies. 
There  was  Kate  Caimie,  the  slee-looldng  quean 
in  the  comer  there  laughing,  wi^  her  finger  point- 
ing out — ^  Cuttie  Kate,^  as  she  was  called — ^wha 
thirty  years  thereafter  suffered  on  the  witch-knowe 
of  Rookstown ;  and  Meggy  Mushat,  wha  lunted 
on  the  lang-sands  o^  Kirkaldy — a  Dysart  skipper, 
whose  bairn  she  had  bewitched,  smelt  the  burning 
tar  in  Norrawa^  that  same  day — and  mony  mair  in 
presence  that  night. — Ye  may  ken  Meggy  there 
by  her  pistol-fit.*" 

^^  And  how  does  your  neighbour,  Mr  Hutchen, 
relish  this  piece  P*"  inquired  Delancy. 

(<  Aye — ^yc  maun  take  wiser  counsel  than  mine 

VOL.  I.  2  a 
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on  that  point,^  replied  Frisel. — "  It  haB  been 
thought  by  great  divines,  that  had  Laird  John 
rode  foremost  that  night,  things  would  have  k}'thed 
in  a  different  guise  for  the  tna  families.  But  iJl 
fortune  lias  dogged  the  heels  of  ilka  Monkshaugh 
ft&c  that  day  to  this ;  and  is  like  to  worry  us  out- 
right now.  I  once  heard  Godly  Gideon  say — and 
though  a  simple  man  he's  a  deep  divine — that  it 
had  been  better  the  auld  Monkiihaugh  had  with- 
stood the  Enemy,  and  dared  the  warst,  rather  than 
have  trinketed  and  melled  wf  witch  women  for 
rescue  of  life  or  limb." 

"  I  have  small  skill  in  such  subtle  points  of 
casuistry,"  replied  Delaocy. 

"  He  has  though,"  interrupted  Frisel. — "  No 
the  first  time  Godly  Gideon  has  come  to  hsndi- 
grips,  in  a  cited  meeting  wi'  the  de'il,  i'  the  howe 
hour  o'  midnight,  in  the  dean  o'  Monkshaugh." 

"  Then  I  promise  you  the  devil  had  the  worst," 
said  Delancy. 

"  That  he  had,  or  I  wadna  ha'e  been  talkii^ 
to  you  here,  sir,"  whispered  the  Whittret  ear- 
nestly. 

■'  Tush,  man !"  rejoined  Delancy.—"  You  don't 
mean  to  tell  me  that  the  devil  was  for  carrying  off 


TH£  VISITEl.  371 

bdbrelumd  a  prey  that,  with  a  little  patience,  he 
is  so  sure  of.^ 

**  This  Lb  nae  spoit,^  said  Frisel,  giUTely.— ^ 
**  But  have  you  erer  heard  our  family  prophecy— 

*  When  the  Hurcbcon  f  bin  in  the  Ernc't  |  iwt, 
* Mwikihtngfc  tBMn  itoop  its  Icdy  creit' 

^^  Whiik  auld  John  Yule  lived  to  see  expounded, 
when  the  Laird  was  obligated  to  cut  his  oak  hag 
to  pay  off  the  interest  of  the  bonds  held  by  John 
Hurcheon,  as  trustee  for  Emescraig.  Before  then 
it  was  thought  to  point  at  a  marriage  between 
Captain  Wolfe  and  Miss  Juliana. — Ay,  it  was 
a  black  day  yon  for  the  house  o"*  Monkshaugh, 
when  Laird  John  rode  on  the  crupper  o"*  Meg 
Hurcheon^s  hemlock  naig.*" 

^^  But  I  doubt  whether  all  those  family  legends 
and  historical  pictures  are  likely  to  propitiate  Mr. 
Grahame's  creditor,""  said  Delancy,-*— ^^  and,  my 
excellent  and  most  zealous  knave  proper,  you 
know  that  there  is  such  a  virtue  in  a  servant  as 
prudence  as  well  as  attachment^ 

"  De'il  care,  sir !""  replied  the  Whittret  «  Are 
we  to  turn  our  family  ornaments  and  pictures 
to  the  wall  for  his  gude  liking  ?     Let  his  family 

t  HurcbeoD— •  hed^bof^.  |  EnM— «n  ngk. 
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progresB  e'en  hsng  there, — begun  in  witchery, 
thriven  by  cheaterie,  and  ending  in  devilry.  Well, 
there's  a  heaven  aboon  a'!" 

The  Whittret,  with  thia  pious  refiection,  made 
liis  bow  and  walketl  out. 

"  Truly  ft  free-spoken  family,  master  and  knave," 
thought  Delancy;  "and  a  very  pretty  sort  of  ras- 
cal this  mine  host  of  the  Whim,  if  their  accounts 
may  pass  audit.  Tliank  heaven  we  have  gotbeyond 
the  days  of  old  prejudice,  when  a  man  was  judged 
by  his  company.  I  trust  their  Leddy  'Lizbeth  is 
as  far  advanced  as  the  age.  I  must  try  however. 
Something  extremely  piquante,  in  the  air  pf  indif- 
ference witli  which  thia  secluded  beauty  listens  to 
compliments  rather  better  fancied,  I  humbly  con- 
ceive, than  those  she  has  been  accustomed  to  re- 
ceive from  her  grotesque  father  confessor,  or  this 
hospitable  ancient  Adonis.  To  be  sure  there  is 
this  swash-buckler — this  Captain  Wolfe — ^hard 
that  an  honest  fellow  in  a  blue  or  a  black  coat 
cannot  advance  a  step,  nowadays,  without  danger 
to  his  heels  irom  those  youths  of  the  sabre  and 
hussar-cap,  turn  which  way  he  will.  But  I  must 
watch  my  bait,  though  I  dare  say  I  am  come  here 
as  usual  on  a  wildgoosechase." — And  he  agiun 
conspicuously  arranged  the  violets. 
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When  Monkshaugfa  had  finished  his  own  eUbo- 
rate  toilette,  he  tapped  at  Elizabeth^s  door,  to  pro> 
pound  to  her  his  opinion  as  to  what  ornaments 
might  best  befit  her  on  this  day.  Elizabeth  was 
too  genuine  a  woman  in  all  her  tastes  to  require 
much  urging  on  the  point  of  personal  decoration. 
She  would  neither  have  painted  the  rose  nor  added 
perfinne  to  the  violet — but  she  loved  to  see  the 
one  display  the  lovely  hues  and  form,  and  the 
other  shed  the  sweet  fragrance  with  which  nature 
has  enriched  them  to  the  light  of  day,  and  to  hu- 
man sense. 

She  laughingly  promised  obedience  to  the  wdl- 
intended  hints,  but  made  her  prompt  appearance 
with  no  other  ornament — ^if  ornament  it  might  be 
called — than  a  favourite  tortoise-shell  comb,  the 
gift  of  Wolfe  Grahame,  confining  those  rich  braids 
of  beautiful  hair,  which  might  have  been  arranged 
by  the  Graces  or  some  young  painter  in  their  suite, 
but  which  bore  no  marks  of  the  fingers  of  the  ex- 
pert friseur. 

^<  That  is  quite  the  taste  of  Elisabeth  de  Bruce,^ 
said  Monkshaugh,  glancing  spitefuUy  at  tresses 
hastily  twisted,  and  ringlets  over-long  to  be  ^^  tidy^ 
or  peruke-like,  and  continuing  a  conversation  on 
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modem  dress  into  which  he  bad  entered  with  Dc- 
Uncy. 


Hud  Delancy,  with  exactly  that  degree  of  affec- 
tation necessary  to  take  off  the  air  quotative  by  ex- 
aggerating its  absurd  pedantry'.  And  be  looked 
with  respectful  admiration  on  the  figure  full  of 
life,  grace,  and  loveliness,  which  he  now  first  be- 
held free  from  the  mufflings  of  morning  costume. 

*'  And  see  what  is  the  upshot  of  such  freedom, 
Mr.  Delancy,"  said  IVfonkshaugh.  "  I  defy  any 
plain  gentleman  to  tell  mistress  from  waiting-raaid 
in  these  days  of  cheap  tambours  and  spinning-jen- 
nies, except  that  the  bair  of  the  lass  may  be  eome^ 
thing  better  in  buckle.'"  Another  spitefiil  glance  st 
Elizabeth's  carelessly  dressed  head — and  a  self- 
approving,  stealthy  look  in  the  opposite  minor, 
which  reflected  the  crisp  cauliflower  wig,  newly 
powdered,  fresh  in  "  buckle,"  and  handled  in  put- 
ting on  as  if  made  of  butterflies'  wings,  that 
marked  his  narrow  but  smooth  forehead  by  a  boun- 
dary line  of  hair-powder,  like  the  divisions  of  pa- 
rishes on  a  county  map. 

"  You  must  at  least  allow  modern  dress  the  su- 
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periority  of  gretter  ease  and  cleanlinefts,^  said  De- 
lancy. — *^  Unless  a  lady  of  the  last  age  had  her 
attendant  sylphs  think  on  the  misery  in  which  she 
must  hare  taken  her  meals, 

"  TrembUog  and  coMckMM  of  tke  rich  brocade.** 

As  to  the  other  aiTair,  I  avow  I  have  ofWn  been 
in  pain  about  those  rich  tissues  and  velvets  handed 
down  from  generation  to  generation,  unanointed^ 
unnanealed  of  soap  or  water.'*' 

<^  Ladies  had  cedar-wood  chips,  musk,  and  sweet 
bags  to  perfume  and  sweeten  their  robes,^  sud 
Monkshaugh. 

^  No  perfume  like  a  lump  of  soap,  the  crystal 
spring,  and  the  sweet  air,*"  replied  Delancy.  "We 
hear  a  great  deal  of  the  stateliness  and  delicacy  of 
manners  of  our  grandmothers,  who  breakfasted  on 
beef-steaks  and  fat  ale— spoke  their  honest  minds— 
dealt  their  lovers  a  box  on  the  ear — and  were,  at 
the  same  time,  arrayed  all  for  defence  or  defiance. 
A  fine  lady'^s  dress  resembled  a  regular  fortifica- 
tion in  those  days ; — ^battlements  and  circumvall*. 
tions  of  hoop— ^aw-bridge  of  stomacher— che- 
vaux-de-frise  of  whale-bone  and  hair-pins — ^banner 
and  pennon  of  lappet  and  top-knot.  Vauban  could 
not  better  have  built  them  ;  and  yet,  Mr.  Gra- 
hame,  these  were  the  times  ere  every  Joan  was  a 
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Iftdy  ! — No  mistaking  the  dairy-wench  for  the 
dutchesB — the  castle  of  the  baron  for  the  upstart 
mushroom  villa  of  the  tradesman.'' 

Elizabetli  smiled  at  the  address  which  she  could 
neither  practise  nor  condemn. 

"  I  am  proud  to  hear  a  gay  young  gentleman 
BO  speak  under  my  roof,"  said  Monkshaugh. — 
"  Would  that  this  leaven  would  work,  Mr.  Uelan- 
cy  ;  for,  to  the  croppit  heads  of  the  men,  and  the 
dockit  tails  of  the  women,  I,  now  in  my  grand  di- 
macteric,  trace  mair  of  the  evils  and  troubles  of 
these  unquiet  and  licentious  times,  than  it  would 
be  seemly  to  mention  in  this  presence.  My  ever 
honoured  mother,  the  umquhile  leddy  of  Monks- 
haugh,  whom  the  eye  of  man — not  even  mine,  Mr. 
Delancy — never  fell  on  but  in  complete  dress, 
whether  dishabilc  or  full,  bestowed  three  etrucken 
hours  every  day  on  her  toilette.  It  was,  no  doubt, 
sore  upon  her  in  her  latter  years  ;  but  her  high 
spirit  never  shrunk  from  what  she  owed  to  her 
name  and  station. 

"  '  I  am  worn  out,  Robie,'  was  her  speech  to 
me  the  very  day  before  her  decease,  as  she  sat  on 
that  settee  in  full  (bess,  her  yellow  negligee  wi' 
the  bugle  stomacher  and  robings  spread  over  her 
haunch  hoop,  triple  ruffle  cuffs,  full  frixiled  and 
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powdered  toupee,  wV  side  buckles,  Uced  head, 
embroidered  high-heeled  slippers,  silver-firinged 
gloves,  diamond  clasp  and  ivory  fan  ;  wi*"  her 
work-bag,  hussey-case  and  gold-rimmed  spectacles 
beside  her — ^for  idleness  was  what  she  could  not 
thole — *  I  am  worn  out,  Robie,"  she  said,  ^  but  it 
will  soon  be  over ;  and,  while  I  tarry  in  the  body, 
no  one  shall  mistake  the  household  maidens  for 
the  ledcfy  of  Monkshaugh  and  Kippencreery 
Wester;'' 

^*  A  noble  lady  !*"  exclaimed  Delancy  ;  and  ad- 
ded, in  a  lower  tone  for  Eliiabeth'^s  ear,  ^^  accord- 
ing to  her  fantastic  notions.^ 

^*  If  my  mistress-ship  cannot  be  sustwied  and 
bodied  forth,*"  said  Eliiabeth,  smiling,  **  except 
by  the  grandeur  of  a  hoop,  or  the  stateliness 
of  whalebones  and  laces — alas  !  for  my  dignity. 
Luckily  for  me,  bolder  spirits  had  effected  the  ra- 
dical change  ere  my  day,  or  I  would  myself  have 
been  a  partisan,  Monkshaugh.*" 

"  Fie  !  Xiabeth,""  exclaimed  the  Laird.  "  You 
to  talk  thus — a  gentlewoman  bom !  I  had  it  from 
a  gentleman  who  was  told  by  the  gentleman-usher 
of  her  gracious  Majesty,  that  this  revolution  in 
garments  was  all  begun  by  a  French  play-actress, 
Mr.  Delancy,  who  doffed  her  hoop  along  with  her 
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reputation — assumed  the  habit  of  a  Greek  slaTe- 
woman,  in  some  French  play,  and  was  copied  by  a 
light-headed  English  lady  of  fashion,  who  set  this 
wildfire  example  at  home ;  and  now,  neither  hoop 
aor  queue,  nor  flapped  vest,  nor  laced  stomacher, 
nor  good-breeding,  nor  maidenly  propriety  or  dis- 
cretion, nor  distinction  o'  rank,  are  to  Ite  met  with 
in  three  parishes,  as  some  o'  us  may  have  seen  this 
same  morning." 

"  For  part  of  this  tlie  Graces  he  praised,"  said 
Elizabeth,  again  smiling.  "  Hut  do  not  say  that 
modem  taste  disdains  ornament.  Thia  little 
flower  ;  and  she  unconsciously  took  up  one  of  De- 
lancy's  violets  and  wreathed  it  carelessly  into  her 
hair — looked  down  again — saw  the  pencilled  pa- 
per ;  and,  with  a  cheek  of  crimson,  read — 

lb  urpect  meek,  id  dcrpUing  loVi 
1  hide  mc  on  the  groffly  lea ; 

Ijkdyf  Ch«  proudcBt  Saver  I'll  be. 

With  scarce  a  pause,  Elizabeth  took  the  violet  out 
of  her  tresses,  saying — "  E*en  this  little  flower 
were  precious  ornament,  did  affection  gather  it- 
did  the  hand  of  love  entwine  it.  When  my  cousin, 
Wolfe,  wag  at  home  I  often  wore  flowers, — Don't 
say  that  modem  taste  disdains  ornament,  Monks- 
haugh." 
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^^  Now  this,  for  a  young  Udj,  is  what  I  call 
plain  speaking,^  thought '  Delancy.  ^^  What  the 
deril  does  this  proud  beauty  think  I  care  for  her- 
sdf  or  her  cousin  Wolfe  !""  And  he  said  aloud, 
in  tones  sayouring  of  bitterness,  but  gaily  smil- 
ing—^<  So  you  cruelly  resolve,  like  Mephibosbetli, 
neither  to  trim  your  hair  nor  shave  your  beard  till 
this  happy  cousin  Wolfe  return  in  triumph  froM 
my  poor  native  Ireland.^ 

"  Mr.  Delancy,*^  said  the  Laird,  gravely,  "  yon 
forget  that  ladies  have  no  beards."" 

^^  Most  true,""  replied  Delancy,  ^^  that  is  one 
natural  superiority  they  possess  along  with  every 
other  over  us  of  the  rougher  kind.*" 

^^  But  then  there  is  the  dressing  of  this  hahr 
which  begets  us  such  plague,^  said  Elisabeth, 
smiling,  and  willing  to  do  away  the  effect  of  the 
over  earnestness  or  prudery  with  which  she  had 
received  what  might  be  but  a  piece  of  unmeaning, 
forward  gallantry — painful  to  her  only  from  the 
consciousness  of  a  peculiar  situation. 

"  Hush  !""  said  Delancy,  whose  pride  was  now 
engaged  to  second  her  purpose  of  treating  what 
had  passed  as  idle  sport  **  You  know  modem 
hair-dressing  is  to  a  lady  positive  enjoyment. 
What  I  call  the  '  Curiing  Hour,'  is,  I  think,  the 
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happiest  of  a  true  woman's  day. — I  appeal  to  your 
honest  feelings,  Madnm  ?" 

Elizabeth  glowingly  remembered  the  time  when 
it  had  indeed  been  so  to  her.  The  hour  so  long- 
ed for,  which  gave  her  to  silence  and  solitude  in 
the  very  heart  and  sanctuary  of  home,  the  fire-side 
of  lier  own  chamber — and  brought  Grahame  to 
her  side  in  the  sweet  and  fresh  confidence  of  their 
early  union,  there  "  to  talk  the  flowing  heart," 
while  hours  were  melted  down  to  minutes. 

"  The  curling  hojir,"  continued  Delancy,  "  sup- 
poses all  the  toils,  and  vanities,  and  excitements, 
and  displays  of  the  lady's  day  fairly  at  an  end :  its 
duties  also  if  you  will.  It  is  the  hour  '  maids 
love,  when  they  laugh  alone."  You  know,  Monbs- 
haugh,  that  the  immense  quantity  of  matter  which 
ladies  have  at  all  times  to  communicate  to  each 
other,  has  long  been  the  marvel  and  envy  of  the 
whole  male  creation.  Now,  this  is  the  brightest 
hour  of  the  twenty-four  in  which" — and  he  hum- 
med— 

"  Ta  bnr  (be  prctly  ladin  UJk, 

"  Tillle-t«tllF— priitlf-prmlle, 
"  Like  th«r  piRiiu,  wLen  Ihcy  inlk, 

"  Piddle-iBcidli;— piddle-piuldle." 

"It  is  equally  delightful  to  tlie  solitary  fair.  A  man 
can  but  have  his  boots  pulled  off  and  tumble  into 
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bed — though  a  cerudn  Capuin  Clutterbuck  whom 
I  know,  is,  I  own,  a  luxurious  fellow.  Well,  in 
the  wannth  and  security  of  her  comfortable  cham- 
ber, slowly  does  the  solitary  fair  one  disencumber 
herselfofher  richer  habits  and  ornaments,  assume 
the  flowing  white  drapery  of  her  dressing-gown,  and 
charged  with  no  ungentler  toil  than  braiding  her 
wanton  ringlets,  gives  herself  up  to  fond  imagin- 
ings and  gentle  recollections ;  or  refreshes  her  soul 
in  delicious  leisure,  or  indulges  in  mere  indolent 
▼acuity  of  thought 

^^  ^  The  curling  hour^  admits  of  reading,  if  not  of 
profound  bas^deu  study.  Fashionable  novellists 
and  poets  owe  half  their  immortality  to  it  The 
lady  may  then  linger  over  her  lover^s  picture,  or 
last  letter  from  my  own  green  Ireland,  or  else- 
where,*" (^  No  lack  of  impertinence  with  this  easy 
Mr.  Delancy,"  thought  Elisabeth,)  ^^  and  the 
fond  perusal  no  whit  interfere  with  the  graceful 
secondary  employment  of  twisting  and  untwisting 
her  slender  ivory  fingers  in  the  tendrils  of  her 
hair,  through  which  they  wanton  and  wander  as 
it  were  by  instinct.  Then  come  thronging  soft 
wishes,  and  softer  remembrances.  May  I  still  be 
remembered  by  my  mistress  when  at  evening  she 
unlaces  her  boddice,  and  lubinds  her  hair  !— Let 
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her  give  her  morning  hours  to  what  coxcombs  and 
vanities  she  pleases." 

Elizabeth  who  had  sunk  into  reverie,  started 
like  a  sleepy  listener  wlien  the  voice  of  the  reader 
suddenly  stops,  the  catch  word  only  ringing  on  hie 
dull  ear ;  and  smiting  at  her  own  confusion,  said, 
— "  And  forgotten,  I  suppose,  by  your  friend  when 
he  at  morning  lathers  his  chin  !  Pray  now  give 
us  the  other  hour  in  contrast." — Delancy  shrug- 
ged his  shoulders  in  Frenchman's  fashion,  and 
smilingly  went  on.  "  The  shaving  kmtr: — to  be 
lugged  head  and  shoulders  out  of  bed  by  some 
scoundrel  valet,  who  never  will  learn  bi  a  cold 
morning,  how  properly  to  interpret  orders  given 
over  night  about  being  called. — Morning  raw, 
sulky,  and  chill — fire  bad,  smoking— or  none ! — ^ra- 
lors  blunt  and  jagged — and  the  execrable  sjuntt- 
Bcrnping  process  rising  in  all  its  horrors  in  fidl 
prospect  before  you.  Water  rung  for  three  times : 
and  presented  in  the  state  of  the  Church  of  Lao- 
dicca  —  teelh  clenched  —  lips  compressed  —  chin 
latliered  and  re-laihered — blue  and  yellow  skin 
m  cadaverous  contrast  with  snowy  suds ! — And 
then,  Mr.  Grahame,  the  deliberate  sit-down  to 
make  all  manner  of  grotesque  and  ugly  faces  at 
oneself.     In  other  misfortunes  our  enemies  mock 
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at  ufl — in  tills,  by  a  refinement  of  punishment,  the 
ChristiAn  gentleman  must  either  ^  submit  to  be 
taken  by  the  nose  by  a  beastly  tonsor,"  (that 
means  barber,  Xisbeth,  said  the  Laird  gracioudy 
whispering  aside,)  or  compelled  to  grin  and  flout  in 
his  own  face,  like  an  angry  ape  as  he  is.  I  would 
I  were  an  ""Ebrew  Jew  else. 

**  But  I  speak  to  one  who  nerer  had  a  beard^ 
And  he  bowed  to  Eliiabeth  with  a  sigh  and  a 
look  of  pathos— the  violets,  Wolfe  Grahame,  and 
Mej^boeheth  apparently  all  alike  forgotten. 

^^  In  my  time,^  thought  Monkshaugh,  looking 
grave,  ^^  speaking  of  rough  beards  before  gentle 
ladies  would  not  have  passed.  This  too  I  suppose 
is  the  revolution  style.*" 

The  Whittret  entered— to  announce  dinner- 
Elisabeth  hoped,  as  the  cracked  bell  had  sounded 
its  final  bray  some  minutes  before.  His  business 
was  of  different  import.  ^*  Mrs.  and  Mr.  Hutch- 
en's  compliments,  and  the  carriage  was  on  the  way 
to  meet  Mr.  Delancy,  as  they  understood  the  rain 
had  prevented  his  return.*" 

Monkshaugh  had  often  admired— as  who  has 
not — the  ease  and  grace  with  which  some  gifted 
persons  can  do  a  thing  of  very  suspicious  civility, 
and  yet  make  it  pass  as  an  act  of  unquestionable 
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pulitencHs,  if  iiot  a  positive  kindness  conferred. 
He  did  this  now — aa  Delancy  eenl  back  his  reply 
to  this  meBsage ;  and  only  doubted  whether  the 
fault — if  fault  there  were — did  not  lie  with  him- 
self, who  had,  it  might  apjiear,  crimped  the  guest  of 
his  neighbour  Harletillum. 

The  hour  of  dinner  and  the  evening  passed 
pleasantly  away.  The  young  gentleman  talked 
of  Ireland,  his  native  country,  with  intelligence 
and  spirit,  and  with  that  becoming  degree  of  par- 
tiality due  by  every  man  to  his  country,  and  to 
his  own  feelings  when  absent  from  it.  Elizabeth 
listened  with  pleasure,  put  many  questions,  and 
gathered  much  matter  for  farther  musings. 

The  qualities  of  the  wine,  a  genial  though  rather 
hackneyed  topic,  were  also  taken  up,  but  tolera- 
bly soon  discussed.  Monkshaugh's  wine,  stored 
by  his  father  and  grandfather,  was  old  and  choice ; 
and  both  the  gentlemen  had  been  bred  where  wine 
was  purchased  in  larger  quantities  than  dozens, 
and  in  greater  variety  than  Port  and  Sherry — a 
circumstance  which  the  sagacious  reader  may  have 
remarked  as  peculiarly  disqualiiying  to  the  growth 
and  refinement  of  ultra  taste  in  your  vinous  critic, 
who  generally  brings  an  unsophisticated  pslat(.>  to 
his  delicate  task-  Mr.  Hutchen  was  lately  become 
2 
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mo«t  recondite^  Monkahaugh  undentood,  in  hit 
judgment  and  selection  of  wines ;  so  that  some  of 
his  aristocratic  fiiends,  who  had  at  least  as  much 
vanity  as  dignity,  though  they  contrived  to  swaU 
low  his  liquor,  were  at  times  ready  to  choke  on  the 
boast  of  its  quality  and  rarity. 

The  cellars  of  Monkshaugh  naturally  led  to 
those  of  Harletillum ;  and  in  general  to  the  aflUrt 
of  that  family. — ^^  His  lady  is  a  Bruce  by  her  mo- 
ther, I  understand,^  said  Delancy. 

**  Brewis — Brewis  !*"  cried  the  Laird  in  wrath. 
<^  So  all  her  forebears  wrote  it. — Bruce^  indeed ! 
but  your  English  lugs — that  is  Irish  ears,  Mr. 
Delancy,  cannot  discriminate  the  difierence  of  the 
sounds.  Eliiabeth,  my  dear,  pronounce  the  word 
plainly  to  the  gentleman. — Brewis^  or  Broee,  sig- 
nifying pot-liquor,  or  a  coarse  composition  of  oat- 
meal and  hot  water,  the  food  o^  the  lower  class : 
but  111  convince  you  by  a  receipt  which  I  keep 
under  her  grandfather,  auld  Gibby  Brewis's  own 
hand,  for  monies  received  for  top-piecing  a  pair  of 
leather-and-prunella  slippers  to  my  ever-honoured 
mother. — ^"Lizbeth,  stay  ye  wi'  the  gentleman.'*'— 
And  off  went  the  Laird  in  prodigious  haste,  leaving 
Elizabeth  a  little  discomfited  by  his  absurdity. 

"  The  violet  then  is  not  a  favourite  flower  with 

VOL.  I.  2  b 
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the  ladies  of  ErneBcraig,"  said  Delancy  very  mo- 
destly, after  a  short  pause  of  silence,  lifting  his 
own  rejected  offering,  and  throwing  into  the  fire 
the  stanza  which  had  accompanied  the  ilowers.^ 
"  They  prize  more  the  buds  which  hloasom  earlier, 
and  may  sooner  wither." 

Elizabeth  was  spared  the  pain  of  making  any 
reply  to  this  ambiguous  address  by  a  tremendous 
crash  overhead,  where  Monkshaugh  was  rummag- 
ing in  a  lumber  closet  for  the  important  document 
which  was  to  crush  forever  the  family  pretensioiiE 
of  Mrs.  Hutchen.  Certain  of  finding  him  in  some 
ludicrous  plight,  Elizabeth  wished  Delancy  to  re- 
main where  he  was ;  but  he  had  followed  her. — 
Half-smothered  in  a  cloud  of  cobwebs,  old  pa- 
pers, and  tattered  pamphlets,  they  found  "  The 
Grahame"^  sprawling  beside  the  steps,  which  had 
overturned  as  he  was  descending  after  having  suc- 
cessfully scaled  tlie  top-most  shelf  in  search  of  the 
paper,  which  he  now  held  clenched  in  his  hand, 
like  a  dying  ensign  still  grasping  his  colours  fast. 

"  We'U  need  a  touch  of  the  Riga  here,"  whis- 
pered Frisel. 

"  My  dear  sir,  are  you  much  hurt  ?"  cried  Eliza- 
beth, really  alarmed. 

"  A  twist  i'  the  hip  joint,  and  a  little  peeled  i' 
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the  shins,  Xubeth,"  replied  the  Laird  heroically, 
giving  himself ahitch. — "Butsee,  Xiibeth — see, 
Mr.  Delancy  ! — B-HT-e-w-i-s,  as  plain  as  a  pike- 
BUff. — Is  my  wig  awry,  Francie  ? — A  pretty  itoo- 
rie  chalmer  of  dus  Mistress  Fechnie  keeps  bete ! — 
Bruce,  indeed!" 

The  family  honours  of  Harletillum  thus  demo, 
lished  on  all  hands,  EliMbeth  hoped  that  Monlu- 
hangh  might  now  repose  under  his  laurels  fiir  » 
few  weeks.  This  expectation  was  vab,  although 
it  was  frustrated  by  no  new  overt  act  of  the  Laird. 
But  for  the  clearer  comprehension  of  our  history, 
it  is  now  necessary  that  the  reader  be  more  parti- 
cularly introduced  to  the  Whim  Fahily. 
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CHAPTER  I. 

THE  WHIlf  FAMILY. 

'*  She'd  study  to  reform  the  men, 
Or  add  some  grams  of  folly  more 
To  women  than  they  had  before." 

Mb.  Hutchen,  his  family,  and  their  guesU^ 
were  assembled  in  one  of  the  highly  decorated 
drawing-rooms  of  the  Whim,  when  Delancy's  mes- 
sage and  apology  to  ^^  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Hutchen'** 
were  deliyercd  by  a  somewhat  tardy  messenger. 

^^  Strange  r  said  Mrs.  Hutchen ;  ^^  after  all 
the  fuss  I  made  to  get  the  cook  to  understand 
that  aerv^Ue  de  veau  aux  a  crevice  Mr.  Uutchcn 
made  such  a  work  about."" 

VOL.  II.  A 
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"  O,  Mama,  such  French  T'  cried  Miss  Juliana, 
glancing  and  averting  her  eyes  from  her  mother 
with  contemptuous  pity. 

"  My  French,  Miss  Hutchcn,  did  not  cost  my 
father  the  tenth  part  the  money  yours  has  cost 
your  mother. — See  that  you  make  a  better  use  of 
it  now  you  have  it,  Misa  Hutchen,  than  to  insult 
your  mother,"  said  the  justly  offended  lady. 

"  And  pray  what  is  it,  after  all  ?"  asked  Mr. 
John  Hutchen,  junior.  "  I  never  saw  it  at  Tom- 
kin'a  table ;  and  he  keeps  the  most  famous  cook." 

"  0  !  ceroelles  de  veau  airv  ecrevisses,"^  inter- 
rupted Juliana,  with  a  mixture  of  real  insolence 
and  affected  carelessness ; — "something  of  brains." 

"  Calves'  hraitis,  John,"  said  Lady  Harriette 
Copely.  "  I'm  surprised  you  don't  know  the 
dish. — But  pray. now,  my  dear  Mrs.  Hutchen,  did 
you  really  make  a  fuss  with  the  cook  ?" 

"  Indeed  I  did.  Lady  Harriette ;  I  like  to  see 
all  Mr.  Hutchen's  guests  comfortable." 

"  Feasted  on  gen:Ue  de  vmn  ! — My  young  cou- 
sin is  the  most  unpardonable  of  men, — such  a  re- 
turn  for  such  hospitality  ! — But  the  dish  must  not 
be  lost.  Suppose,  Mrs.  Hutchen,  we  have  it  served 
to-morrow ;  or,  as  the  cook  is  now  so  well  instruct- 
ed, that  every  company-day  we  have  seri'ite  rfe 
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teau!^  Her  ladyship,  an  exquisite  adept  in  the  art 
of  talking  aty  saw  that  her  bolt  had  hit  her  chosen 
victim.  For  the  other  members  of  the  family  she 
cared  not  a  rush ;  and  indeed  Mrs.  Hutchen  took 
her  speech  as  civility,  and  Juliana,  as  pure  ignor- 
ance of  that  Parisian  pronunciation  she  had  ac- 
quired fiora  the  instructions  of  Madame  Vipont. 

*^  Strange  !^  thought  Miss  Juliana  Hutchen, 
adjoating  her  hair  in  a  French  pier-glass  which 
gave  back  her  slight  and  rather  genteel  figure,  in 
a  robe  of  pale  pink  gauie  with  flowers  of  satin, 
worn  for  the  first  time, — and  in  which  her  waiting- 
maid  had  assured  her,  surveying  her  askance,  that 
<<  she  looked  like  a  bom  angel,  if  she  would  only, 
as  a  peiicular  fatsmr^  allow  her  just  to  touch 
the  top  of  the  chedc  with  the  leetlest  bit  of  rouge 
that  ever  was  seen  in  the  wide  world.""  ^^  You  are 
always  asking  some  absurd  favour,*"  had  been 
Juliana^s  reply.  ^^  Make  haste  with  you  then.— 
Strange  to  stay  in  that  old  odd  place.^ 

^*  So  those  that  go  to  scoff,  remain  to  dine,^  said 
the  same  Lady  Harriette  Copely,  the  fisMhionable 
wife  of  a  client  of  Mr.  Hutchen's,  commended,  if 
not  formally  consigned  to  his  hospitality  by  her 
husband,  who  served  in  the  navy  and  was  now 
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abroad-  The  constraint  waa  ill  brooked  by  tfie 
high  spirit  of  her  ladyship,  whose  constant  study 
and  delight  it  was  to  revenge  herself  by  torment- 
ing the  whole  family ;  and  in  the  science  of  civil- 
ly tormenting  the  talents  of  Lady  Horriette  made 
her  a  very  tolerable  proficient. 

Her  ladyship^g  secret  thought  was,  "  How  shall 
this  Sunday  evening  in  Hutchens  be  got  through  ?"" 
Mr.  Hutchen,  whatever  might  be  his  secret 
thought,  made  no  observation  on  the  desertion 
of  his  guest.  In  tones  n  little  raised,  and  with  a 
colour  somewhat  deepened,  he  merely  ordered 
dinner — "  dinner,  instantly^ 

At  this  weary  dinner  no  one  came  to  admire  or 
applaud  Mrs.  Hutchen's  dishes,  and  Mr.  Hut- 
chen's  wines.  Miss  Juliana''s  robe,  or  Lady  Har- 
riette's  repartees,  save  a  gentleman  carelessly  men- 
tioned by  Mr.  Hutchen  to  her  ladyship  before  he 
appeared,  as  "  a  Dr.  Mallock,""  of  whom  she  ever 
afterwards  spoke  as  "  the  indefinite  article."  The 
poor  man  did  his  best  notwithstanding ;  and  Mrs. 
Hutchen  at  least  was  pleased,  either  from  possess- 
ing more  good  nature,  or  from  being  less  exacting 
than  the  other  ladies ;  more  probably  because  the 
Doctor  really  could  better  appreciate  the  merit  of 


THE  WHIM  FAMILY.  O 

her  made-diflhes,  tluui  either  the  beauty  of  Juliant 
<nrof  her  robe,  or  the  wit  and  graces  of  Lady  Har- 
riette. 

Lady  Harriette,  after  indulging  in  a  few  sldr- 
mishes  of  wit  with  her  shrewd  host,  whom  she  waa 
hefpnmug  to  detest  as  much  as  she  had  always  dea> 
pised  himself,  his  wife,  and  daughter,  got  back  to  the 
drawing-room  without,  at  this  time,  any  open 
breach  of  the  peace. 

^'  I  am  sure  he  will  fidl  quite  in  love  with  £li> 
zabeth,^  said  Juliana,  pursuing  aloud  the  train  of 
her  own  reflections ; — ^^  She  is  so  beautiful.*"  Miss 
Hutchen  was  one  of  those  young  ladies  who  pride 
themselyes  on  excessive  candour,  and  admiration 
of  rival  charms,  particularly  when  they  think 
none  very  eminent  are  visible  to  other  eyes. 

^^  Who  will  fall  in  love,  with  whom  ?^  said  Lady 
Harriette,  raising  herself  up  in  the  couch  where 
she  had  disposed  her  limbs  to  elegant  repose. 
<<  We  are  shrewd  guessers,  but  cannot  quite  foU 
low  all  the  sig-sag  quirks  of  a  wit  so  nimble-paced 
as  your'^s,  my  dear  Juliana.*^ 

^^  O  ! — ^Elizabeth  de  Bruce,  and  Delancy.  She 
is  quite  a  gentleman's  beauty— one  of  their  full, 
round,  elastic  figures.'" 

'^  And  what  sort  of  thing,  pray,  is  a  lady's  beau* 


ty  i""  said  Lady  Harriettc,  who  herself,  though  still 
a  very  handsome  woman,  was  rather  incUning  to 
embonpoint — "  something  with  the  finely  rounded 
flowing  proportions  of  a  Grecian  stBtue— or  ano- 
ther thing  eiihibiting  tlie  spider  limbs  of  an  effigy 
on  which  to  Btick  tlie  fashione  for  the  next  number 
of  The  Ladies'  Almanack."  She  half  glanced  her 
eye  over  the  bare  sharp  elbows  and  meagre  naked 
shoulder  blades  of  Juliana. 

"  Every  body  knows  what  one  calls  a  gentle- 
man's beauty,"  replied  Juliana,  rather  pertly. 

"I  am  not  quite  so  vain  as  to  reckon  myself  every 
body,  MisB  Hutchen" — said  the  lady  haughtily. 
"  But  pray,  Mrs.  Hutchen,  is  this  the  Diana  whom 
Delancy's  dogs  nearly  devoured  with  kindness  the 
other  evening ;  the  lady  of  whose  graces  he  gave 
me  HO  picturesque  a  sketch  ?" 

"  The  same  young  lady,  poor  thing" — said 
Mrs.  Hutchen.  *'  She  rambles  about  at  a  sad 
rate ;  but  it  is  in  the  blood  of  the  family — an 
hereditary  malady.  I  did  what  I  could  for  her, 
Lady  Harriettc,  sent  her  a  governess,  and  got  het 
a  new  stays,  and  reeUf/  took  jiains  with  her.  But 
I  have  so  many  calls  on  my  time,  as  your  ladyship 
perceives." 

"  Many  calls  on  your  mvaluablc  time,"  said 
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Ladty  Hanielte,  bowii^  low.— <*  And  ig  this  poor 
girl  the  daughter  of  that  Lord  de  Bruce,  whom  I 
well  remember  at  the  very  handsomest  man  I  ever 
■aw  sit  <m  horseback  ?^  she  added,  addressing  Mr. 
Hutchen,  who  had  jixned  the  party. 

^  Your  ladyship^s  must  have  been  very  youag 
eyes  at  that  time,^  replied  Hutchen  gallantly. 

^  That  unfortunate  de  Bruce  still  in  confine 
ment  T  said  Lady  Harriette— ^*  and  his  daugfalet 
similariy  a£EUcted  ?"" 

'^  O  !  only  flighty— only  flighty,''  cried  candid 
Mrs.  Hutchen.'' 

^^  But  her  father  ?"  said  Lady  Harriette,  look- 
ing for  answer  to  Hutchen. 

*^  Hereditary  madness  is  a  distemper  not  easily 
subdued.  Lady  Harriette.^ 

"  Alas !  no"— she  replied  very  earnestly — "  but 
surely  every  means  were,  and  are  taken.  The 
treatment  of  mental  disease  is  so  much  better  un- 
derstood now  than  it  was  even  a  very  few  years 
ago.  Who  has  the  charge  of  his  person  P"  Mr. 
Hutchen  walked  out  of  the  room,  either  deaf,  or 
afflicted  with  the  equally  troublesome  disease  of 
not  listening. 

"  My  dear  Lady  Harriette,  I  am  afraid  you 
have  made  a  leetle  mistake,"  whispered  Mrs.  Hut- 
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chen,  in  her  most  insinuating  tones,  and  laying  the 
tips  of  her  fingers  on  the  lady's  hand  in  gentle 
remonstrance  and  friendly  confidence.  "  Mr. 
Hutchen  you  know  takes  care  of  Lord  de  Brace's 
affairs.  Indeed  they  have  half  ruined  Mr.  Hut- 
chen. He  never  speaks  to  me  of  his  affairs,  but 
I  know  tlie  Bums  lie  has  advanced  are  monstrous : 
it  is  incredible,  I  assure  you,  what  the  de  Bruce 
estate  owes  Mr.  Hutchen.  The  expense  of  his 
Lordship's  insane  establishment  is  enormous — as 
much  as" — 

"  No,  no ;  not  half  so  much  as  some  other  in- 
sane establishments,"  interrupted  Lady  Harriette. 
"  I  know  what  you  were  going  to  say,  my  dear 
Mrs.  Hutchen.  But  where,  in  the  name  of  heaven, 
is  this  other  splendid  Bedlam  P  Scotland  is  not 
80  broad  or  wide  but  we  might  have  heard  of  it." 

"  Really  I  do  not  know,"  replied  Mrs.  Hutchen. 
"  Juliana,  where  does  your  papa  keep  Lord  de 
Bruce  just  now  ?  Somewhere  in  the  lakes  of 
England,  or  France,  or  Lochlomond,  or  some* 
where," 

"  Papa  don''t  like  conversation  on  this  painfiU 
subject,"  said  Juliana,  at  once  pertly  and  sulkily. 
"  They  were  early  friends." 

"  And  the  tcndcrncsJi  «nd  delicacy  of  worthy 
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Mr.  Hulchen^'s  disposition  forbid  all  conversation 
on  a  subject  so  affecting  to  his  feelings. — I  shall 
spare  him,^  said  Lady  Harriette,  lowering  her 
scornful  eye-lids. 

The  evening  passed  heavily  away,  notwithstand- 
ing many  laudable  efforts  made  by  Dr.  Mallock, 
as  in  duty  bound,  to  enliven  conversation  by  good 
jokes  and  anecdotes  of  such  rural  neighbours  as 
were  ^^  characters  and  oddities.*"  Mr.  Hutchen 
was  moody  and  abstracted— at  times  almost  rude 
to  his  wife  and  daughter — but  scrupulously  polite 
to  his  high-bom  guest. 

There  b  a  circumscribed  and  spurious  kind  of 
good-breeding,  which  neither  the  high-spirited,  the 
truly  polite,  nor  the  really  generous  can  tolerate : 
the  good-breeding,  for  instance,  which  heaps  their 
own  trencher  with  delicacies,  and  deals  out  scraps  to 
some  poor  relation  or  dependant  placed  far  off  near 
the  bottom  of  the  same  table — the  good-breeding 
which  never  descends  below  the  salt ;  which  makes 
the  highly  polished  modem  Russian  noble  have  his 
dainty  dishes  arranged  at  the  head  of  his  board  as 
a  preserve  for  the  privileged  orders  ;  and  which  at 
home  dictates  many  amiable  every-day  acts  foreign 
to  our  present  purpose.     Lady  Harriette  (?opely 


pos8e§sed,  in  varying  degrees,  high  spirit,  polite- 
uees  and  generosity — all  tbe  qualities  which  make 
this  bastard  breeding  appear  contemptible  and 
odious ;  and  she  felt  and  resented  as  a  personal 
insult,  the  rudeness  and  bad  temper  which  Mr. 
Hutchen  sometimes  permitted  himself  to  display 
to  his  wife  and  daughter  in  her  presence,  as  much 
as  il"  the  exacerbation  had  been  levelled  against 
herself,  chiefly  indeed  because  it  was  displayed 
in  her  presence.  Lady  Harriette  prided  herself 
on  the  frankness  and  spirit  of  her  character,  and 
made  no  secret  at  any  time  either  of  Iier  feelings 
of  displeasureor  ofkindnesK.  The  party  broke  up, 
if  not  in  anger  at  least  with  that  sidlenness  which 
leaves  an  opening  either  for  oblivion  or  war,  as 
temper  or  policy  may  next  day  dictate. 

On  the  next  morning  Lady  Harriette  met  De- 
lancy  in  the  breakfast  parlour,  before  any  one  else 
had  appeared.  They  were  distant  relations,  and 
on  the  easiest  terms  of  fashionable  intimacy- 

"  Now  tip  your  tongue  with  Irish  pomatum, 
and  tell  me  what  excuse  you  have  to  offer  for  your 
delinquency  of  yesterday,"  said  she.  "  What  a- 
tonement  for  so  flagrant  a  breach  of  our  confede- 
racy, ofensive  and  defensive,  against  ennui  and 
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Hulchen— especudly  as  I  had  decUred  that  I  am 
able,  and  dirice  willmg  to  take  the  whole  operationa 
offensive  into  my  own  handa.^ 

Delaney  gave  her  a  lively  account  of  hit  vi* 
dt 

«  O  this  exquisite  Monkahaugh  I^  was  on  bar 
laughing  lips,  whan  Mr.  Hutchen  appeared  and 
ooi^pratulated  her  <m  her  yiyadty  and  unusual  ao* 
ttvity  that  morning. 

^^  How  could  mortal  woman  slumber  longer  in 
ignorance  of  the  very  existence  of  EfBe  Fechnie, 
Francie  Frisel,  Grog  and  Magog,  Jacobina  Pin- 
gle,  and— who  else,  Delancy— your  Diana  ?^ 

^*  The  lady  to  whom  your  ladyship  alludes 
must  be  left  out  of  the  play,^  said  Delancy  graye* 

^<  You  say  well,  Delancy,^  observed  Lady  Har- 
riette  earnestly ;  ^^  the  unhappy  girl  is  no  subject 
of  jest  But  sooth  to  tell,  Mr.  Hutchen,  I  con- 
sider  it  as  the  greatest  misfortune  of  my  life — ^next 
perhaps  to--no  matter  what— that  your  vile  law. 
suits  cut  us  off  from  all  intercourse  with  this  ex- 
quisite  fiunily.  Do  empower  me  to  sue  for  peace, 
or  truce.'^ 

^^  The  way  to  Monkshaugh  lies  fair  and 
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before  your  ladyship," said  Hutchen,  too  much  of- 
fended to  be  politic- 

"  And  my  ladyship  shnll  not  be  slack  to  prove 
it,  Mr.  Hutchen,"  returned  the  spirited  lady,  who 
was  to  the  full,  as  prone  to  tal<e  oB'encc  as  any  one 
could  be  to  offer  her  inci\'ility.  "  O,  Delaiicy,  for 
a  touch  of  your  easy  impudence  ! — bronzed  in  the 
Dublin  Coiurts — fused  in  Dame  Street— dipped  in 
the  Shannon — tempered  to  any  thing  !"— Lady 
Harriette  wished  to  shew  that  her  spirit  was  too 
lofty  to  be  ruffled  by  the  assaults  of  so  low  an  ad- 
versary as  '  this  Mr.  Hutchen."  And  she  proceed- 
ed— "  Shall  I  pretend  a  Scotch  cousinship  with 
the  ancestry  of  Monkshaugh :  or  be  thrown  from 
horseback  among  the  old  green  hollies  ; — 1  wonder 
you  have  no  old  trees  about  your  fine  place  here, 
Mr.  Hutchen ;' — or  beg  to  kiss  the  black  beard 
of  the  Great  Marquis  .'' — or  stay — you  said,  Mr. 
Hutchen — or  was  it  you,  Delancy  .-'—that  there 
was  some  rare  old  painting — a  Tcniers — or  some- 
thing of  the  Flemish  Masters — a  dance  of  devils 
or  witches" 

The  dark  brow  of  Mr.  Hutchen  became  swar- 
thy red.  He,  in  Jacobina's  phrase,  "  let  down 
his  grandmother's  lucken-brows,"  till  the  expre»- 
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sion  of  his  face  became  fierce,  Satanic,  and  wolf- 
ish ;  but  he  said  not  one  word. 

**  The  devil  rein  in  your  ladyship'^s  spiteful 
tongue,'"  thought  Delancy.  "  Here  is  a  woman 
now — not  an  ill-natured  one  either-^who,  rather 
than  not  say  her  say  when  so  minded,  cares  not 
what  firebrands,  arrows,  and  death  riie  scatters ; 
what  ruin  she  incurs  herself  or  brings  upon  others. 
Her  husband  is  very  much  in  the  power  of  this 
precious  Hutchen— hso  I  fear  is  poor  old  Gra- 
hame.^ 

*^  Both  mute,  gentleman,"^  said  Lady  Harriette. 
^^  You,  at  least,  Mr.  Hutchen,  who  are  so  compe- 
tent, indeed  so  excellent  a  judge  in  the  arts,  might 
surely  inform  me  whether  this  celebrated  piece 
will  reward  the  trouble  of  a  morning  visit.'" 

That  Mr.  Hutchen  durst  venture  to  understand 
her  irony,  much  less  reply  to  it,  was  beyond  her 
ladyship^s  calculation  ;  and  her  woman's  heart  in- 
wardly quailed,  whatever  face  her  pride  put  on  it, 
when  he  burst  forth — 

*^  I  will  not  affect  to  misunderstand  your  lady- 
ship. I  disdain  the  paltry  subterfuge.  I  am  twi 
a  man  of  family  ;  yet  my  wife  and  daughter  have 
the  honour  of  receiving  Lady  Harriette  Copely  as 
thdr  guest.     Your  husband,  yourself,  and  many 
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others  of  the  same  noble  elass,  have  done  me  gra- 
dous  acts  of  kindness,  which  I  can  never  forget" — 

*'  Condescended  to  borrow  your  money,"  thought 
Delancy.  "  I  give  you  credit,  Mr.  Hutchen.  The 
right  which  they  have  to  retain  their  pride  and 
lay  aside  their  dignity,  let  the  College  of  Heralds 
shew  for  them." 

— "  Acts,"  continued  Hutchen,  "  which  have 
tended  to  make  me  too  far  forget  the  distinctions 
of  birtli,  perhaps  to  deqiise  them,  and  to  over- 
value the  energy  and  enterprise  which  force  their 
way  upwards  in  despite  of  them ;  yet  this  dwarfed 
scion  of  Scottish  gentry — this  imbecile,  pickling, 
preserving,  pitiful  be^ar,  who,  by  my  humanity 
and  sufferance  alone,  is  permitted  to  remain  under 
his  father'B  roof,  or  to  retain  a  sixpence  to  bless 
himself  withal — this  Mr.  Robert  Grahame — this 
gentleman  I  employs  his  useless  hours,  and  trains 
his  half-starved  menials  to  turn  my  humble  origin 
into  ridicule,  even  to  my  guests,  and  to  give  cur- 
rency to  the  vulgar  gossip  and  malignant  slanders 
of  the  lowest  ^-illage  rabble.  It  shall  be  my  care 
to  afford  Mr.  Grahame  a  fresh  scene,  and  a  fitter 
audience  than  your  ladyship." 

"  My  ladyship  is  every  moment  more  and  more 
beholden  to  your  politeness— overwhelmed  quite," 
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said  Lady  Haniettey  ready  to  burst  with  the  in- 
d^^tion  which  she  disdained  to  vent  in  loud  pas- 
rion.  *^  May  I  hope  that  predominating  quality 
of  Mr.  Hutdien^s  mind,  will  bring  to  his  remem- 
brance what  seems  to  have  totally  esaqied  his  me- 
mory— that,  though  he  is  Captain  Copely'^s  homime 
des  (^pUreSy  Lady  Harriette  Copely  regulates  her 
matters  by  her  own  counsels.  Delancy,  be  kind 
enough  to  order  your  vehicle  for  me  a  half  hour 
hence.  I  must  embrace  the  opportunity  of  visit- 
ing Monkshaugh  while  I  may.^ 

**  Nay,  a  charge  from  your  Ladyship,  and  a 
dunrge  of  homing,  will  be  too  much  for  old  Monks- 
haugh in  one  morning,^  said  Delancy,  who  was  eir 
ceedingly  vexed  by  the  turn  which  the  conversa- 
tion had  taken,  and  by  anticipation  of  the  conse- 
quences to  which  it  might  lead 

**  I  will  take  my  chance  of  his  hospitality,  how- 
ever, and  of  seeing  the*"  the  eye  of  Delancy, 
chiding  and  imploring,  arrested  the  woni-"  witch- 
picture. 

^  Your  ladyship  will  do  your  pleasure,^  said 
Hutcben,  in  tones  whidi  implied— ^^  and  for  your 
pleasure  I  don^t  care  a  rush.*^ 

**  It  were  less  than  justice  to  in]rsel£^  aad  to  Mr. 
Grahame  of  Monkshaugh,  were  I  to  be  ttleat 
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longer,"  said  Delancy.  "  I  confess,  with  shame, 
tliat  I  was  idle  enough  to  Haten  to  a  gossip's  story 
which  the  country  people  and  the  household  ser- 
vantti  have  of  a  painting  in  Monkshaugh.  But,  I 
give  you  my  honour,  Mr.  Hutclien,  that  this  tale 
which,  in  mere  wantonness,  I  committed  to  the  dis- 
cretion of  Lady  Harriette" — ("  To  the  indiscretion 
of  Lady  Harriette,"  wliispered  her  ladyship,  smil. 
ingquietly:)"theiHdMcre(ro/iofLadyHarriette; — 
Your  ladyship's  happier  choice  of  words  I  dare  not 
dispQte,"  said  Delancy,  bowing  to  her; — '•  this  pal- 
try tale  was  related  to  mc  by  a  domestic  only — 
probably  never  reached  the  ears  of  Mr.  Grahame ; 
certainly  to  me  it  never  passed  his  lips. — I  am 
heartily  ashamed  of  it." 

"  I  claim  like  privilege  with  her  ladyship  to  be 
judge  of  my  own  belief  of  what  Mr.  Grahame  may 
say  or  may  not  say  !  whatever  he  may  have  said 
to  you,"  said  Hutchen,  taking  his  place  at  the 
breakfast-table. 

Lady  Harriette  was  now  rather  alarmed  at  her 
own  rashness,  and  even  secretly  repented  of  it,  in 
so  far  at  least  as  it  involved  Monkshaugh  with  a 
person  who,  she  was  aware,  might  only  wait  the 
first  specious  pretest  to  wreck  upon  him  a  long 
treasured  purpose  of  vengeance  for  many  petty 
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insults  and  afironts.     She  forced  a  smile,  and  also 
drew  her  chair  towards  the  breakfast  table,  say- 

^*  I  have  heard,  Mr.  Hutchen,  that  *  he  who 
is  his  own  counsd,  has  a  fool  for  a  client^  In  my 
own  case  I  begin  to  believe  that  it  may  be  so. 
Then  pray  let  us  bury  this  controversy  about  old 
Grahame  beneath  this  cairn  of  muiSns,  or  drown 
it  in  this  lake  of — tea  or  chocolate  ? — ^which  shall 
I  pour  out  for  you,  Mr.  Hutchen  f^ — ^Mr.  Hut- 
dien  said  ^*  Coffee  ;^  but  still  looked  sullen :  and 
that  her  slightest  overture  for  reconciliation — her$! 
the  daughter  of  a  peer  of  the  highest  English  no- 
bility— the  grand-daughter  of  a  duke  !^-hers  to 
^^this  Mr.  John  Hutchen^— should  not  be  joyfully, 
thankfully  leaped  at,  was  insolence  unpardon- 
able—and without  altering  a  muscle  of  her  face, 
though  a  nice  ear  might  have  detected  a  slight 
diange  of  voice,  she  continued^*^  which  shaU  I 
have  the  honour  of  pouring  out  for  Mr.  Hutchen, 
since  good  Mrs.  Hutchen  and  dear  Juliana  with- 
hold the  sweet  influences  they  shed  last  night 
so  very  long  this  morning  that  I  am  forced  to 
usurp  place.*" 

The  siUiness  of  his  wife,  and  the  foUy  of  his 
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daughter,  were  points  on  which  the  proud  mind  of 
Hutchen  was  morbidly  sensible.  The  tone  in 
which  Lady  Harriette  spoke,  was  too  accordant 
with  his  own  estimate  of  the  merits  of  those  near 
relatives,  not  to  be  keenly  felt,  and  resented  as  iiv- 
suit  of  the  deepest  kind.  He  bit  his  lip,  itccept- 
ed  the  tea  offered  in  willing  mistake  by  her  lady- 
ship, and  kept  an  ominous  silence. 

Delancy  stood  apart,  waiting  the  entrance  of  the 
ladies  of  the  family  ere  he  began  breakfast.  "  Here 
now,"  thought  he,  "  is  a  genuine  slip  of  mother 
Eve.  I  have  Do  doubt  her  better  feelings  prompt- 
ed the  commencement  of  that  last  sentence ;  but 
to  finish  in  the  same  spirit,  if  the  slightest  irrita- 
tion, or  any  ready  piece  of  flibberty-jibbet  came 
into  that  child's  cabinet  of  puzzles  and  toys  which 
she  calls  her  '  mind,'  was  altogether  beyond  her 
ladyship's  power.  Who  shall  say  that  there  is  no 
original  difference  in  the  structure  of  the  mind  of 
man  and  woman  ?  There  sits  the  man  composed 
and  silent,  chewing  his  roll  and  the  cud  of  his  re- 
sentment, implacable,  unmerciiul ;  and  here  the 
woman,  pampering  her  lap-dog,  trembling,  and  yet 
exulting  in  the  success  of  her  impertinence,  ready 
to  tear  her  hair  when  she  shall  be  made  acquaint- 
ed with  all  its  consequences,  and  equally  prompt 
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to  repeat  the  same  folly,  at  the  same  riak,  within 
the  next  five  seconds.'" 

And  so  it  hi^ipened.  Mrs.  Hutchen  and  her 
daughter  entered  the  room ;  and  Lady  Harriette 
secretly  vowed  that  though  her  host  might  keep 
his  tongue,  he  should  not  keep  his  temper.  After 
carrying  the  compliments  of  the  morning,  and  a- 
pologies  for  beginning  breakfitft,  to  that  oTerstraii^ 
ed  height  which,  from  the  grand-daughter  of  a 
duke  to  the  wife  of  Mr.  Hutchen,  quite  overwhelm- 
ed that  good  woman,  she  said,  *^  I  am  glad  you 
have  appeared,  my  dear  Mrs.  Hutchen-^ulianay 
love,  why  so  pale  this  morning  P^  Juliana^s  roses 
were  fresh  from  the  touch  of  her  maid ;  and  Lady 
Harriette  well  knew  that  this  was  one  shaUow  art 
of  decoration,  which  in  his  daughter  Mr.  Hutchen 
detested. — *^  No  particular  cause,  I  hope  P— O ! 
no— I  see  :^Well,  my  dear  Mrs.  Hutchen,  I  say 
I  am  so  glad  you  are  come  to  act  as  mediatrix ; 
for  here  am  I  and  your  lord  on  the  very  eve  of 
quarrelling,  because,  as  he  supposes,  I  accused  his 
female  relatives  of  skill  in  the  black  art.  So  help 
me !  Hecate,  Jean  Wear,  Witch  of  Endor,  Lady 
Stair,  and  every  sorceress,  ancient  or  modem,  as 
I  never  thought,  believed,  nor  imagined  Mrs.  Hut- 
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chcn  a  witch — nor  dear  Juliana  poBsessed  of  one 
jot  of  a  conjurer's  blood.'" 

"  Witchcraft !""  exclaimed  Mrs.  Hutchen — 
"  Goodness  me,  Mr.  Hutchen,  who  would  ever 
think  me  a  witch !  My  dear,  you  must  have 
known  Lady  Harriette  was  joking." 

"  Tliey  laugh  well  who  laugh  last,  Lady  Har- 
riette Copely,"  said  Hutchen ;  and  made  his  bow. 
Again  the  coward  heart  of  the  lady  quailed ;  for 
her  courage,  after  all,  was  but  that  of  a  bush- 
fighter.  She  fought  behind  the  ehelter  of  her  sex 
and  rank,  and  dreaded  the  open  field. 
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CHAPTER  II. 


AT  ITOMK. 


Call  ber  the  meUphyiici  of  ber  trx, 
And  My  the  tortures  wits,  u  quartans  vex 
Physicians. 

Ctr-AVFLAXn. 


Ik  the  course  of  the  morning  Lady  Harriettey 
having  prudently  let  her  scheme  of  visiting  Monks- 
haugh  slip  from  her  memory,  prevailed  upon  Mrs. 
Hutchen  to  send  Mr.  Gideon  Haliburton  an  invi- 
tation to  the  great  impending  party ;  and  as  Mrs. 
Hutchen  and  Juliana  had  lately  learned  that, 
among  very  great  people  like  themselves,  "  cha- 
racters and  oddities  J  originals  and  queer  mortals^ 
and  lions^  were  of  approved  fashion,  those  ladies 
were  happy  to  oblige  their  guest ;  and  an  ^^  At 
Home^  was  accordingly  despatched  to  the  Sour- 
holes. 

*^  What  am  I  to  make  o^  that  pasteboard  ticket, 
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my  wee  man  ?  What  for  need  the  vain  woman 
have  teiled  me  she  was  "  At  hame  ?"  said  Gideon 
to  the  Whittret,  who  was  with  him,  when  Mrs. 
Hutchen's  card  arrived.  Frisel  had  been  sent  by 
Elizabeth  to  reclaim  the  third  volume  of  the  "  Bor- 
der  MinstreUy,'"  which  the  minister  had  carried 
off  on  his  last  visit  to  Monkshaugh ;  and  Gideon 
was  confident  that  the  body  servant  of  the  "  Per- 
nickettie"  Laird  of  Monkshaugh  must  be  infallible 
in  all  affairs  of  etiquette,  and  therefore  applied  to 
him  in  his  present  diiiiculty. 

Frisel  turned  and  twisted  the  card  round  and 
round  with  a  look  of  self-satisfied  intelligence, 
and  replied — "  Ou,  just  write  back — ye're  glad  to 
hear  it,  as  she'll  be  the  Ices  fssh  to  her  neighbours." 

Frisel  went  off;  and  Gideon  taking  the  exact 
eighth  part  of  one  of  those  sheets  of  whity-brown 
foolscap,  on  which  he  was  accustomed  in  an  incon- 
ceivably small  space  to  enrol  the  hydra-heads  of 
his  sermons,  now  indited  a  billet  to  the  lady  of 
Harletillum  in  his  usual  arabesque  characters, 
which,  in  his  own  eyes,  appeared  wonderfully  suc- 
cessful for  a  first  attempt  at  complimentary  writ- 
ing—and also  for  uniting  the  honest  discharge  of 
duty  with  perfect  civility. 

A  large  and   fashionable    party  dined  at  the 
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on  Hub  day.  Halcben  had  reoorcfed  his 
temper,  Lady  Harriette  her  spirits.  The  dessert 
was  just  being  pkoed  on  the  table,  when  on  a  sil* 
▼er  salver  the  iU-oomplezioned  billet  was  present- 
ed to  the  lady  of  the  mansion,  by  a  black  senrant 
wearing  white  Idd  gloves  that  his  ebon  skin  might 
not  pollute  the  drawing-room.  Taking  it  up  be- 
tween her  Bnget  and  thumb  with  the  slightest 
possible  hold  of  one  comer,  Mrs.  Hutchen  said,— • 
^  From  our  Parson  Adams,  Lady  Harriette.^ 
Pray  read  it  for  the  public  good,  Mr.  Delancy ; 
for  I  have  no  skill  in  black  letter.'"  She  quite 
hugged  herself  upon  the  smartness  and  getting 
up  of  this  speech. 

**  Do  let  us  have  it,  Delancy ,**"  cried  a  half- 
dosen  young  female  voices. 

^^  Read,  I  command  you""— said  Lady  Harriette. 

*'  By  your  leave,  gentle  spittle,^  said  Delancy, 
opening  the  wafered  note ;  and  in  a  grave  steady 
tone  he  read  as  follows  :— 

^^  Gideon  Haliburton  of  the  Sourholes  best 
respects  wait  upon  the  honourable  lady  of  Harle- 
tiUum^  (*'  Mrs,  Hurcheon  blotted  out  and  this 
style  substituted^''  said  Delancy,)  '^  and  is  truly 
refreshed  and  edified  in  spirit  to  understand  thaty 
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havtTig  seen  the  error  of  her  ways,  she  is  minded 
to  enter  on  a  better  course,  following  the  exhor- 
tation of  the  Apostle — which  is  also  of  dioine  au- 
thority— in  being  a  keeper  '  at  home" — '  not  a 
slanderer,''  first  Timothy,  iii.  and  11,  but  sober, 
faithful  in  all  things ;  not  a  gadder '  wandering 
frota  house  to  housed — same  Epistle,  v.  and  13, 
and,  not  only  idle  but  tattlers  also,  and  busy- 
bodies,  speaking  things  which  they  ought  not.'" 


Peals  of  laughter,  all  veiled  under  the  simpli- 
city of  Gideon,  buret  from  every  comer  of  that 
splendid  board;  and  none  laughed  louder  than 
Mr,  Hutcheu. 

"  He  is  the  drollest  ori^al,^  said  Mrs.  Hut- 
chen,  reddening. — "  Give  me  back  the  paper,  Mr. 
Delancy;  I  am  ashamed  of  exposing  the  poor  man. 
— You  see.  Lady  Harriette,  he  has  quite  mistaken 
our  roeaning." 

"  O !  do  go  on,'"  cried  Lady  Harriette,  while 
she  held  her  aides,  and  tears  ran  down  her  cheeks. 
"  You  cannot  be  so  churlish  as  to  deprive  us  of 
our  share  in  the  honest  man's  commendations." 

In  a  sustained  voice  of  entire  gravity  Delancy 
went  on,  taking  up  the  catch  word — "  speaking 
things  vhich  they  ought  nvt." 
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«« 
«< 


^G.H.  would  be  loath  to  give  ground  of  oi 
to  any  honourable  lady^  much  le$8  to  quench  the 
mmokmgJUui  and  meal  of  good  works  displayed  by 
a  new  convert^  but  would  humbly  euggeet  that 
a$  the  demeee  of  the  Enemy  are  manyywe  are 
eouneelled  to  be  humble  and  watchful ;  not  like 
the  Pharieees  blowing  a  trumpet  before  our  pray- 
ere,  our  alma  deeds^  and  our  good  worke^  among 
the  whiehj  nathleae,  the  Christian  womarCs  being 
*  AT  HOHE,^^  a  keeper  ^  at  home,  not  a  gadding 
Dinahy  is  of  no  mean  account. 

Sourholesy  Friday.'*^ 

This  exquisite  G.  H.*^  cried  Lady  Harriette, 
again  indulging  in  unrestrained  laughter.  **  How 
goes  it  again? — ^  Not  tattlers,  speaking  things 
which  they  ought  not.**  Quite  canonical,— orthodox 
erery  syllable,  Mr.  Hutchen. — ^Positively,  Delancy , 
I  will  know  this  Mr.  Haliburton ;  and  you  shall 
attend  me  to  the  Sourholes  to-morrow,  although 
he  should  receive  me  as  ^  a  gadding  Dinah.^  ^ 

A  few  minutes  after  this  reading,  a  learned, 
tasteful,  and  playful  dispute  arose  between  Lady 
Harriette  and  her  host,  concerning  the  relative  me- 
rits of  a  bottle  of  Chambertin  and  a  bottle  of 
Richebourg  red  wine.  The  gentleman,  as  may 
sometimes  happen,  chanced  to  be  in  the  right. 
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The  lady  unfortunately  discovered  this,  and  her 
displeasure  became  excessive. 

"  That  he,"  she  said  afterwards  to  Delancy — 
"  this  pitiful  quill-driving  fellow,  who  was  thank- 
fiil,  no  doubt,  to  be  swilling  muddy  beer,  whil« 
her  father's  servants  consumed  as  much  wine  in  a 
month  as  might  have  inundated  his  whole  estate — 
that  he  should  give  an  opinion  against  hers  I'" 

"  And  be  in  the  right  too,"  said  Delancy,  with 
provoking  gravity. 

Lady  Harriette  thus  checked,  smiled,  and  said, 
"  Well,  I  shall  be  revenged  of  both  of  you." 

"  Repeat  agiun,  Delancy,  for  the  edification  of 
Mr.  Hutchen  who  has  so  just  a  taste  in  poetry, 
those  lines  you  bestowed  on  my  private  ear  to-day 
at  dinner,"  said  Lady  Harriette  as  a  circle  of  gen- 
tlemen, and  among  the  foremost  Mr.  Hutchen,  mol- 
lified by  his  wine  victory,  drew  near  the  ottoman, 
on  which  she  had  made  her  tlurone,  and  where  she 
received  homage  from  her  worshippers. 

"  I  am  sorry  that  I  cannot  obey  you.  Lady 
Harriette ;  and  ashamed  to  say  that  I  have  even 
quite  forgot  to  what  you  allude.  I  indeed  rather 
think"— 

"  O  !  that  about  wine — you  remember,"  inter- 
rupted Lady  Harriette. 
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**  Come  Ddancy,^  said  the  now  derated  and 
Mr.  Hatchen.  **  Something  from  Anacre- 
on,  or  Horace— or  Tom  Moore— or  perhaps  your 
own.  Come !  lo  Bacchus  !  To  <  lusty  wine 
the  nectar  of  the  muses.' — ^Eh  !  Lady  Harriette  ?^ 

^'  I  hare  the  most  wretched  memory  in  the 
world  tm  verse,^  said  her  ladyship,  with  a  look  of 
abstraction,  and  rubbing  her  left  temple  with  her 
forefinger,  as  if  to  brighten  the  sinister  organ  of 
memory. 

*^  I  am  certain  she  is  meditating  some  damned 
impertinence,^  thought  Hutchen,  who  well  under- 
stood her  ladyship's  physiognomy.  ^^  Here  b  a  wo. 
man  now!  but  what  is  the  good  of  thinking  of  her?'* 

Lady  Harriette  tumbled  over  twenty  splendid 
volumes  which  lay  on  an  inlaid  sofa-table  near 
her,  and  at  last  exclaimed---^'  Come  hither,  Mr. 
John  Hutchen — ^you  who  read  poetry  so  well. 
Here  is  the  Delancy  passage.'' 

Mr.  John  Hutchen,  junior,  thus  honoured, 
placed  his  back  to  the  fire,  tucked  up  his  collar, 
held  the  book  at  proper  distance  with  one  hand, 
laid  the  other  on  his  chest,  occasionally  waving 
it  with  graceful  expression,  and  proceeded— 

<*  In  nlent  twm    ai  iMit  in  nknee  dinti 
Nor  one  opinion  gire  of  food  or  wine. 
Wine  hadet  thoa  ttUoni— wilt  tboo  be  to  Tiin 
Ai  to  decide  OB  Ckret  or  QiainpeigDe? 
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Doit  from  thy  lire  derive  thji  tute  (ublinw, 
Who  ordered  Port,  Ibe  dMen  U  >  time, 
Vben  every  glus  beld  precioui  in  our  ey«6> 
We  judged  the  value  by  the  bollk'i  alt  ?" 

"  Excellent !  excellent !"  cried  Mr.  Hutchen ; 
"  no  satirist  after  all  like  our  friend  Crabbe." 

"  Nay,  I  was  sure  you  must  admire  these  lines. 
And  then  the  inimitable  emphasis  of  John,"  said 
Lady  Harriette — "  a  second  Charles  Young,  your 
son,  I  protest,  my  dear  Mrs.  Hutchen." 

"  Juliana,  love,  you  must  copy  down  those  pret- 
ty verses  in  my  new  Russia  gilt  Album — ^those 
verses  which  papa  and  Lady  Harhette  admire  so 
much,"  swd  worthy  Mrs.  Hutchen. 

The  evil  star  of  Delancy  led  him  on  this  night 
to  speak  of  how  well  and  gracefully  Elizabeth  de 
Bruce  rode,  "  witching  the  world  with  graceful 
horse  worn  anship,"  he  said  ;  and  next  morning  great 
was  Ms  astonishment  and  consternation  to  find  Miss 
Juliana  in  yellow  boots  and  black  plumes,  ready  to 
join  the  gentlemen  in  following  the  hounds. 

"  This  you  know  is  not  to  be  borne,"  said  De- 
laney  to  Lady  Harriette,  after  he  had  been  twice 
out  with  Juliana,  or  rather  Juliana  with  him. 

"  Mortally  fatigued  poor  wretch  she  is,"  said 
Lady  Harriett^—"  but  the  eclat  of  following  the 
hounds  all  the  morning,  daubing,  reading,  string- 
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ing  doggreU,  and  scribbling  letters  till 
and  then  shining  forth  the  brilliant  enchantress  of 
the  evening  drawing-room,— ^e  reputation  of  ex- 
hanstless  intellectual  and  physical  activity,  are 
worth  sleeping  for— «ven  in  the  day  time.^ 

Next  morning  Juliana  was  brought  home  on— 
nnnrtifying  vehicle ! — a  sheep-hurdle.  Made  and 
blue,  contusions  innumerable,  and  Dr.  MaDodr 
talking  learnedly  of  a  dislocation  of  the  jaw. 

**  You  have  requited  Hutchen^s  hospitality  at 
last,^  said  Lady  Harriette  to  her  young  confident. 
^  How  r — *^  By  making  the  girl  take  that  leap. 
It  was  genuine  strong-hearted  humanity— she 
would  have  been  in  a  fever  in  less  than  a  week — 
now  she  will  have  a  little  interval  of  quiet,  poor 
dear  soul,  to  recruit.'" 

^*  Your  ladyship  b  continually  overrating  my 
humble  merits.  She  took  the  leap  of  herself  If 
it  cure  her,  or  any  lady  of  the  ridiculous  affectation 
of  a  love  of  field  sports,  a  week  in  bed  is  time 
well  spent"" 

^^  But  then  to  be  all  bumps  and  bruises,  carried 
home  on  a  sheep-hurdle.  Why,  Delancy,  have 
we  such  contempt  for  contusions  and  black  eyes, 
vin^ar  and  plasters  of  brown  paper,  while  sword- 
thrusts  and  gun-shot  wounds  are  things  so  interest- 


ing,  though  ohea  both  more  easily  won,  and  far 
more  easily  cured?  But  here  come  papa  and 
mama,  the  former  rather  gluttsfi,  as  the  Scotch 
say.  I  leave  you  to  make  your  peace."  The 
lady  escaped  by  a  side-door  as  the  parents  of  Juli- 
ana entered. 

"  How  could  you,  Mr.  Delancy,"  said  the  mo- 
ther, "  suffer  my  heedless  Juliana  so  to  peril  her- 
self! You  know  that,  as  Lady  Harriette  says, 
her  wild  buoyancy  of  spirits  leads  her  perpetually 
into  danger." 

"  Leads  her  to  the  devil,"  thought  Mr.  Hut- 
chen,  who  appeared  in  exceedingly  bad  humour. 

"  Delancy  explained  and  apologized,  and  Mr. 
Hutchen  walked  into  what  was  called  his  business 
room.  Mrs.  Hutchen  requested  tliat  Delancy 
would  breakfast  by  himself,  and  followed  to  mollify 
her  lord  in  behalf  of  poor  Juliana.  Either  the 
partition  was  particularly  thin,  or  Mr.  Hutchen 
spoke  in  louder  tones  than  usual  ^  for  Delancy 
though  deaf  must  have  heard  aU  that  passed 
within.     Lady  Harrictte  again  Joined  him. 

"  You  make  a  fool  of  that  girl,  woman,"  said 
Hutchen ;  "  and  you  will  both  soon  find  it  so." 
Mr.  Hutchen  seldom  deigned  to  talk  to  his  wife 
even  in  this  familiar  style  of  rebuke. 
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«  I  make  a  fool  of  her,  Mr.  Hutdien  ?  I 
am  free  to  say  that  Juliana  Hutcfaen  poeacwet 
enough  of  the  temper  of  her  father^s  fiunily,  Mr. 
Hutchen,  to  take  that  task  entirely  into  her  own 
hands.  But  what  would  you  have  with  her  ?  For 
what  have  you  educated  her  ?  Is  she  not  beau- 
tiful, admired,  accomplished,  all  that  the  fondest 
father  could  wish  in  his  child  ?^ 

Hutchen  had  none  of  the  good-humoured  vanity 
and  egotism  of  his  simple  lady.  His  pride  de- 
manded in  his  daughter  what  nature  had  denied 
her ;  and  this  his  proud  spirit  felt  with  mortification 
and  bitterness. — *^  But  what  comes  of  all  this  ad- 
miration of  which  you  tell  me  P^  said  he— *^  Where 
is  it  to  end  ?     It  does  not  pay,  I  tell  you."^ 

This  was  something  so  extremely  different  from 
the  ordinary  habits  of  thought  and  expression  be- 
longing to  the  lofty  and  polished  Mr.  Hutchen, 
that  it  was  not  wonderful  his  lady  exclaimed— 
*^  Goodness  me  !  what  a  phrase  for  you  to  apply 
to  your  daughter,  Mr.  Hutchen !  Rather  than  sub- 
mit to  all  that  mortifying  opinion  implies,  Juliana, 

I  am  certain,  would^ Mrs.  Hutchen  could 

not,  all  at  once,  fix  on  what  her  daughter  would 
do,  to  prove  her  delicacy  and  assert  her  dignity. 
'^  Poh  !  Mrs.  Hutchen,^  returned  the  gentle- 
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man,  "  the  girl  is  not  an  absolute  idiot  eitliK. 
She  is  quite  as  villing  to  be  married  as  ever  kn 
mother  was." 

"  Heavens  !  Mr.  Hutchen," 

"  And,  the  sooner  she  is  decently  disposed  of 
the  better,"  said  the  father,  emphatically. 

"  Decently  .' — What  a  phrase  again,  Mr.  Hui- 
chen. — No,  sir!  my  Juliana,eveu  with  her  mother's 
fortune,  is  certainly  entitled  to  look  for  both  for- 
tune and  connexion— «oiin«.J«w(,  Mr.  Hutchea~- 
and  lower  she  shall  not  stoop.  I  have  no  fears 
about  the  wretched  folly  of  my  Juliana  falling  im- 
properly in  love." 

"  Then  the  sooner  you  get  rid  of  this  young  fel- 
low the  better."  ('  Who  can  that  mean  ?'  whispered 
Lady  Harriette,  laughing  to  her  companion-) 
"  If  he  had  cared  a  damn  for  your  daughter"  ('  Oh, 
shocking !'  whispered  Lady  Harriette.  '  A  lay 
member  of  the  General  Assembly  of  the  Scottish 
Kirk  !')  "  he  never  would  have  allowed  her  to  take 
that  leap,"  continued  Mr.  Hutchen. 

"  Viulling  lunhiiion  which  o'srlMjx  itaelf, 
"  Aod  blli  on  ibe  other  side," 

whbpered  Lady  Harriette.  "  You  must  try 
whether  the  sanded  parlour  of  the  Grahame  Arms 
will  suit  till  EmescrAig  Tower  is  ready  for  you. 
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Ddancy.  You  perceive  that  Mr.  Hutchen  is  a  man 
of  business  as  well  as  of  fashion,  and  goes  direct 
to  the  point.**"  Delancy  finished  his  breakfast  in 
haste,  and  left  her  ladyship  to  enjoy  alone  the  re- 
mainder of  the  matrimonial  tHe-a-tHe. 

In  the  meantime  the  {axr  invalid,  whose  hurts 
were  rather  ignoble  than  serious,  with  the  assistance 
of  her  mother  and  Dr.  Mallock,  on  whom  Apollo 
had  bestowed  more  than  one  of  his  gifts,  made  the 
most  of  the  unlucky  adventure;  and  next  day 
when  Mr.Hutchen  took  up  the  Rookstown  Journal, 
which  was  laid  firesh  and  smoking  on  the  break- 
fitft-table.  Lady  Harriette  remarked — ^^  Mr.  Hut- 
dien,  you  surely  find  something  peculiarly  interest- 
ing in  that  paper. — Do  pray  favour  me  ?^ 

^*  Advertisements,  your  ladyship,  I  am  always, 
9B  yon  say,  hunting  after 

'  Mookt  wanted  and  eatatn  on  tale. ' 

—And  here— is  a  confounded  mistake.'"  He  walked 
into  his  own  parlour  or  library,  the  room  imme- 
diately adjoining,  and  making  the  drying  paper 
crackle  in  the  hand,  now  clenched  in  fierce  passion, 
threw  it  into  the  fire. 

"  The  idiots  ! — ^the  downright,  beastly,  natural 
fools  f"— exclaimed  he — "  to  make  themselves  the 
jest  and  scorn  of  the  country  !     For  what  have  I 
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been  toiling,— for  what  struggling  ? — and— ancU— 
for  what  ? — to  heap  up  wealth  for  a  booby  aud  an 
impertinent,  only  to  make  their  folly  and  my  own 
disgrace  the  raore  conspicuous.  That  damned 
insolent  woman  too.  Should  her  malicious  eye 
light  on  this !" 

The  whole  cause  of  Mr.  Hutclien's  excessive 
anger  was  only,  after  all,  a  "  neat  paragraph"  in 
the  newspaper,  in  which  Dr.  Mallock  had  expend- 
ed all  the  point  of  his  wit,  and  which  he  fancied 
worthy  of  any  London,  or  even  Bath  fledgeling 
practitioner,  though  celebrated  as  pccidiarly  suc- 
cessful in  female  cases.     It  ran  thus : — 


"  It  is  with  lh«d€«i«it  regret  w«  tmiaifthf  mriuicbDly  tuli  oltbii 
dty  umonncing  la  ournuinerooirtadfn,"  (the  lut  wordi  intfrpoUltd, 
pntably  by  (be  Dlilor,  u  od  u  after  taveetigilian  Dr.  AliUock  bold- 
ly pleuled  ■  Not  Guilty,'  u  to  '  numcrout  leiden,')  "m  dremdfnl  te- 
ddeDl  which  hcfel  (he  beautiful  ud  iceompliihed  Uim  Juliuu  Ac 
Bruee  Huteben,  Id  miking  the  leip  uf  the  Bilivhirlie  pia-lbid,  when 
following  the  boundi  yf-vterday-EDonung  in  campuiy  with  tbe  HoD- 
oonUe  Mr  Frederick  DeUocy,  ud  (be  diitioguiilicd  pvty  who  m  at 
present  enjoying  the  hmpittlitio  oT  her  father  Air.  Hutchen't 
huutiful  Kit  of  the  Whim.  The  mltention  end  uuiety  of  Mr.  Delu- 
cy  were  exlreme.  Attended  by  him,  the  tair  nifttrer  wu  cirdiilly 
convej-ed  to  the  HTiim  on  a  KttrT,  and  the  best  nirgiul  aid  inuoe- 
dialely  obtained. 

■>  We  are  happy  lo  be  able  lo  lay,  that  though  (hit  lamentable  a&ir 
'buoflipned  the  gaiety  of  l»untie^■  a>  both  Mr.  Hutihen'i  grand 
dinner  for  the  tOth  current,  and  Mn.  Hutchen'i  fete-ehvnpetre, 
fixed  fcir   the  II  th,    uc  unavoidably  poitpoocd — the  beauty  of  the 

young  lady,  through  the  akill  and  uaremittiag  on  of  Dr.  M ,  the 

familj-eurgeOfi,  will,  it  ii  hoped,  luituu  do 
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thitf  hf  Uie  Slit  dM  win  hsvt  mmUeal  ptmiamm  <  to  trip  il  oo  the 
ligbt  fimtMtic  toe,*  as  lordjr  and  more  interertiof  then  errr.  The 
fidr  nftrcr  haa  borne  her  contuakMH  with  admirable  fiortitade,  tooth- 
ed bf  maternal  tendememy  and  the  darkncai  of  her  nck-chamber  il- 
fannined  hf  thoae  irradiationa  of  coDoquial  wit  which  flaih  eootinn- 
oaaif  Anngh  ervy  atmoaphere  brightened  by  the  prcacnee  of  Lady 

The  fiHhionable  inqoiriet  at  the  Whim  hare  been 


Mr.  Hutchoi  was  an  ambitious,  an  ostenta- 
tioiis,  nay  eren  a  vain  man ;  but  he  was  more 
proud  than  vain.  He  had  a  better,  or  at  least  a 
more  crafty  understanding  than  the  other  mem* 
hers  of  his  family  ;  and  he  knew  the  world.  His 
pride  would  not  submit  to  his  wife  and  daughter 
remaining  in  the  respectable  privacy  of  the  circle 
in  which  nature  had  placed  them  ;  yet  the  alter- 
nate dragpng,  pushing,  and  checking,  required  in 
their  upward  march  towards  the  point  which  his 
ambition  coveted,  was  to  him  the  source  of  ever- 
lasting discomfort,  mortification,  and  shame.  With 
the  eztemi^  insignia  and  trappings  of  wealth,  as 
displayed  by  his  family,  he  was  tolerably  satisfied. 
Juliana  was  elegant  and  fashionable  in  her  attire ; 
her  mother,  rich  and  expensive.  There  was,  in- 
deed, an  occasional  tendency  to  overdo,  to  vulgar 
excess,  which  his  better  tact  perceived  both  in  their 
attire  and,  more  particulariy,  in  their  prompt  adop- 
tion and  sealous  patronage  of  every  new  untried 
invention,  whether  in  dress,  furniture,  or  equipage. 
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But  the  lavish  waDtonness  of  exorbitant  vealth, 
will  ever,  in  a  rich  country,  bear  its  own  apolog)'. 
Mr.  Hutchen  was  indeed  rather  gratified  than 
otherwise  to  see  his  drawing-rooms  sumptuously 
decorated,  with  French  draperies,  French  mirrors, 
rich  carpets,  silken  couches,  splendidly  bound 
books,  fine  collections  of  prints,  and  nick-nacks  of 
all  sorts ;  but  dreadful  was  his  wrath  when  his  de- 
lighted lady  challenged  the  admiration  of  her  vi- 
siters to  those  trappings  of  his  ncw-bom  greatness. 
His  inordinate  pride  required  to  be  lulled  in  the 
belief  that  these  luxuries  were  part  and  parcel  of 
himself,  things  of  natural  right  and  inheritance  ; 
and  yet,  with  all  this,  Mr.  Hutchen  felt  an  over- 
weening pride  in  the  talent  and  energy  of  business, 
and  enterprise  in  speculation  which  had  raised  him 
to  his  new  rank. 

The  only  within-door  ornaments  which  he  wae 
ever  known  to  point  out  to  his  guests,  were  the 
cornice  of  the  dining-room,  which  was  at  once 
tasteful,  rich,  and  appropriate, — the  young  Bac- 
chus, dancing  nymphs,  and  festoons  of  vines  ; 
his  drawing-room  chimney-piece  of  exquisite  sculp- 
ture, and  the  grate  of  the  same  apartment,  "  fitted 
up,^'  he  said,  *'  on  philosophical  principles  by  hia 
friend,  Professor ■" 
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Of  his  cellan  and  out-door  possessioiis  Mf. 
Hutchen  talked  with  more  freedom.  His  young 
plantations,  belts,  dumps,  drives,  drains,  horses, 
salmon-fisheries,  and  rural  improvements  of  all 
kinds,  were  indulged  and  fiiivourite  themes ;  there^ 
instead  of  being  outstripped,  he  took  the  lead  of 
his  aristocratic  neighbours.     He  was  of  those 


<<  Whow  ikm  aMgiM  the  prin 
"For  crilMfM  hd  ia  tUlk,  and  ptM,  ud 
**  Who  plant  eneoorafe*  aad  who  jonrnab  hi9p, 
<<  And  talk  widilorda  aboatabreodof  ilwe|>." 

Mr.  Hutchen,  notwithstanding  the  sneers  of 
Monkshaugh  and  Lady  Harriette  Copely,  was  not 
altogether  one  of  the  recent  productions  forced  up 
in  the  hot-bed  of  manufacturing  speculation.  He 
was  a  man  of  money  by  several  descents ;  and  his 
own  education  was  liberal  and  solid.  The  history 
of  his  fiunily,  for  three  generations,  was  that  of  the 
commercial  progress  and  prosperity  of  Scotland. 
His  grand&ther,  Matthew  Hurcheon,  the  son  of 
the  reputed  witoh,  commenced  life  indeed  as  a 
^'  saut-cadger,^  but  gradually  rose  to  be  an  exten- 
sive carrier  and  dealer,  noted  for  the  forecast,  en- 
terprise, and  long-headed  sagacity,  which  for  a  time 
appeared  hereditary  in  the  race.  His  father  was 
an  extensive  wholesale  victual-dealer  and  shipik 
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husband,  in  the  west  of  SL'Otland ;  and,  at  his 
death,  was  said  to  have  bequeathed  to  John,  his 
eldest  son,  twenty-five  thousand  pounds,  and  the 
miserable  pendicle  of  moor-ground  which  gave  hun 
the  title  of  "  Harlelillum." — A  second  son  became 
a  West  India  merchant,  and  settled  in  Liverpool ; 
a  third,  an  Exchange  broker;  and  a  fourth,  a 
Scotch  distiller, — all  men  of  enterprise,  prosper- 
ous, and  reputed  rich. 

The  wealth  of  the  family  had  been  acqmred  by 
frugality  and  patient  accumulation.  Mr.  John 
Hutchen  was  got  a  step  beyond  this.  HU  style 
of  living  and  appointments  were  upon  a  settle  of 
magnificence  unknown  even  to  the  richest  of  the 
old  provincial  gentry  of  hia  neighbourhood,  His 
resources  seemed  unbounded — ^lus  offers  of  money 
to  his  cmbarra.^ed  "  landed  friends,"  liberal,  frank, 
and  gentlemanlike ;  till  in  lime  half  the  neigh- 
bouring estates  were  his  in  trust,  if  not  in  actual 


Mr.  Hutchen  might  reasonably  have  expected 
to  marry  his  daughter  to  advantage ;  but  for  her 
he  had  early  formed  his  own  plans.  The  charac- 
ter of  his  only  son,  John,  confirmed  bis  purpose. 
At  a  certain  era  of  his  progress,  and,  indeed,  in 
what  externally  appeared  the  very  zenith  of  his 
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pxospcrity,  Mr.  Hutdien  began  to  feel  that  all 
was  not  right.  *^  He  had  too  many  irona  in  the 
fire,^  MB  the  homely  phrase  goes, — too  nuuiy  to  be 
kept  all  hot  at  onoe  in  oool  cautious  Scotland.— 
^  Lord  de  Bruoe,^  it  was  remarked  in  the  neigb- 
bomhood,  ^  had  now  been  eighteen  years  seques- 
tered from  the  world,  and  his  debts  were  still  not 
diminished  one  fiffthing— Monkshaugh  rode  to 
church  and  market  on  an  old  roan  pony,  in  riew 
of  the  various  splendid  equipages  of  his  former 
TVttf^ee— and  Captain  Wolfe  Grahame,  the  heir 
to  both  estates,  was  living  on  the  bare  pay  of  a 
dragoon  officer.^  Mr.  Hutchen  knew  the  world 
too  well  not  to  aim  at  standing  fair  in  its  opini<m. 
Could  he  unite  Juliana  with  Wolfe  Grahame-* 
no  one  durst  surmise  any  remarkably  selfish  mo- 
tive in  such  a  connexion.  Her  reputed  fortune 
was  ample,  her  person  agreeable,  her  education— 
^<  confound  her  education*"  was  the  substratum 
thought  of  Mr.  Hutchen— her  education  the  best 
that  could  be  bought.  Mr.  Hutchen  had  at  all 
times,  on  this  his  fiiivourite  project,  very  great 
doubts  and  misgivings ;  but  the  baronial  Tower 
of  Emescraig,  with  the  ancient  title,  the  old  trees 
of  Monkshaugh,  and  above  all — ^we  must  do  him 
justice— the  desire  to  obtain  for  his  family  the  al- 


liance  of  a  man  of  sense,  spirit,  and  worth,  w« 
deserving  of  trial,  fair  or  foul. 

Mr.  Hutchen  was  too  acute  a  man  to  be  duped 
either  by  his  natural  affection  or  his  vanity.  He 
had  educated  hie  son  in  England — at  Harrow  and 
Oxford — and  at  great  expense,  intending  to  '*  push 
him"  into  Parliament.  Indifferent  eyes  saw  in 
tall  John  only  a  vaia,  good-natured  lad — ^rather 
a  handsome  peg  for  a  tailor  to  display  well-made 
clothes  upon — who  rode,  fenced,  talked  familiarly 
af  lords  and  men  of  family  with  whom  his  father's 
wealth  enabled  him  to  associate,  and  fancied  his 
father  the  greatest  and  cleverest  man  on  earth,  and 
himself  heir  to  all  this  grandeur.  Hutchen  alone, 
loathing  while  he  loved,  saw  in  John  a  mixture  of 
fop  And  fool,  galling  to  his  affection,  disappointing 
to  his  hopes,  and  hateful  to  his  pride.  His  wife, 
his  daughter,  and  his  son,  sinking  by  gradation 
into  silly,  sillier,  silliest,  appeared  to  him  in  a  more 
contemptible  point  of  view  than  to  any  one  else ; 
because  his  pride  wnthed  under  those  varied  ma- 
nifestations of  the  vanity,  folly,  and  marks  of  a 
mean  spirit  which  nothing  could  elevate.  That 
Wolfe  Grahame,  with  his  natural  taste,  pride,  and 
understanding,  should  admire  or  love  Juliana,  Mr. 
Hutclicn,  though  a  father,  strongly  doubted;— 
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boi^  as  we  hare  said)  he  piqued  himself  on  knowing 
the  world ;  and  what  adept  in  that  science  does 
not  know  the  variety  of  motives  which  influence  a 
sensible  man''s  choice  in  marriage. 

**  I  married  her  mother,""  thought  Mr.  Hutchen; 
and  this  was  so  far  conclusive — for  Mr.  Hutchen, 
among  all  his  doubts,  never  once  doubted  of  his 
own  taste  and  judgment ;  or  that  other  clever  men 
were  swayed  by  the  same  sordid  or  ambitious  mo- 
tives that  governed  himself. 

While  Lady  Harriette  was  railing,  laughing, 
half  crying,  and  wholly  stamping  over  the  news- 
paper where  her  name  appeared,  and  of  which  she 
had  with  difficulty  procured  a  copy,  Mr.  Hutchen 
rode  out  in  the  direction  of  Emescraig,  to  look  at 
some  wood  lately  consigned  by  him  to  the  execu- 
tioner's axe,  and  there  had  an  unexpected  encoun- 
ter which  nearly  overset  all  his  schemes. 
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CHAPTER  III. 


THE  JDS   HASITI. 


"  Tbcn  nriiDa  do  goon  ai  ptj  bat  kwb  «  kit 
She  GdiU  khdc  boont  ginder  fn  her  nUe." 

Thebe  never  vbb,  ve  will  Taitme  to  say,  ■ 
creature,  that  is  a  female  a«ature,  married  with 
her  own  consent,  who  did  not,  in  the  midst  of  all 
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hands  given  in  marriage  are  £ur — ^yet  she  had  as- 
sumed the  point,  and  this,  it  is  well  known,  may, 
with  good  management,  often  come  to  nearly  the 
same  diing.  Her  providing  had  been  duly  aired 
on  the  green  hollies  that  is  the  store  of  blankets, 
bed-tick,  curtains,  and  sheets  and  towels,  to  an 
amount  which  must  have  obtained  the  suffrage  of 
llaltbus  himself;  for  it  would  have  been  deemed 
a  mere  tempting  of  Providence,  in  Effie^s  days  of 
prejudice  and  home-manufactures,  for  any  lass  to 
have  thought  of  manying  before  her  providing 
was,  by  her  own  industry,  first  got  together.  £f- 
fie,  who  had  reached  the  mature  age  of  fifty-seven, 
was  indeed  doubly  and  trebly  provided.  Besides 
the  indispensable  prerequisites  above-mentioned, 
together  with  fine  linen  for  a  corpse  shroud  and 
a  wedding-shirt  to  the  bridegroom,  and  a  pair  of 
neat  red  pocket-Bibles,  Effie  boasted  the  posses- 
sion of  a  ^^  dear  copper  tea-ketde,^  a  glased  comer 
Ciqiboard,  with  crockery  garnishing  for  the  same, 
a  set  of  wainscot  drawers,  and  a  King  George  and 
Queen  Charlotte  ^*  coloured  stucco  images'"— the 
last  brittle  articles  a  gift-— besides  a  variety  of 
other  odds  and  ends  which  only  Effie  or  a  magpie 
would  ever  have  thought  of  hoarding.  Her  silk 
manlua  and  black  mode  cloak  had  been  likewise 
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aired  slong  with  the  providing ;  and  the  annual 
ceremony  had  been  perfonned,  of  bestowing  a  liba- 
tion on  certain  ends  of  pearlin,  net  lappets,  and 
Jbwery  lawn  aprons,  which  were  as  duly  purified 
as  a  Dutch  parlour,  and  afterwards  as  r^ularly 
locked  up  from  sun  and  wind,  till  the  next  yeat^a 
boukit  washing. 

Already  had  Effie  made  two  visits  to  the  shop  of 
AJlie  Sellathing,  the  general  dealer  of  Castlebum, 
to  chaffer  about  a  printed  calico  at  fourteenpence 
per  yard,  "  the  very  lowest  bodle — stout  fabric^ 
fast  colours,"  Effie  had  washed  and  bleached  the 
swatch  at  the  pantry  window  for  two  days  in  the 
sun,  and  found  it  proof;  and  there  was  good  hope 
the  bargain  might  be  Btnick  on  this  third  confer- 
ence, as  the  belligerents  had  agreed  to  split  the 
original  difference  of  a  farthing  on  the  ell,  which 
wonderfiilly  simplified  the  negociation,  and  now 
only  stood  out  on  twopence  of  a  luckpenny,  which 
Ailie  wished  to  pay  in  kind,  and  Eflie,  who  found 
plenty  of  "  idle  Lcddy  'Lizbeth's  lost  thread," 
insisted  on  having  in  bard  black  specie.  On  this 
third  embassy,  Effie  plodded  towards  Castlebum, 
"  not  in  her  best  Sabbath  things,""  but  in  her  se- 
cond best — "  decent" — she  said,  "  but  not  gaudy," 
—inventing  arguments  wherewithal  to  combat  the 
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ayarioe  of  Ailie ;  and  revolving  subjects  of  more 
retl,  though  to  Effie  ftt  the  time  of  less  relstire 
importance,  when  at  the  junction  of  the  Pechs^ 
Path  with  the  road  to  the  hamlet,  she  met  Mr. 
Hutchen  riding  Captain  Wolfe  Grahame^s  favou* 
lite  Arabian  horse. 

^  Think  o'  the  de'il  and  hell  appear,""  thought 
Effie.  And  her  perked  pinched-in  waist  nearly 
touched  her  heels,  as  in  zealous  worship  of  Mam* 
mon  she  curtsied  with  profound  reverence,  ^^  hoping 
the  ladj  and  the  bonnie  family  were  weel,"^  and  so 
ibrth. 

In  former  years,  when  it  was  both  profit  and 
distinction  for  the  young  agent  to  visit  at  Monks- 
haugh,  Mr.  Hutchen  had  been  very  well  acquaint- 
ed with  Mrs.  Effie  Fechnie.  **  Suits  of  ribbons,"" 
which  when  a  lad  he  had  presented  to  her,  retain- 
ed in  Effie"s  fancy  and  chest-cofi*er  their  first 
blush  and  lustre.  Mr.  Hutchen  had  loo  much 
good  sense,  and  was  too  secure  of  his  place,  to  feel, 
or  fear  any  taint  of  degradation  firom  frankly  re- 
turning the  salute  of  his  old  acquaintance.  Inqui- 
res for  Monkshaugh  and  Eliiabeth,  with  jocular 
congratulations  on  the  rumoured  event  to  which 
GideoQ  nlone  now  remained  a  stranger,  all  passed 
frankly. 
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The  maiden  blushed  blue,  looked  as  baahftil 
and  conscious  as  her  ngid  facial  muscles  would 
permitt  and  replied — "  It  was  aneitt  that  same, 
Harletiilum,  I  wanted  a  private  word  wi'  yoursel', 
baith  as  a  man  of  buzziness,  and  a  man  o'  con- 
science. One  scrape  o'  your  pen  in  a  bit  minute,  and 
jottin',  saying  the  langest  liver  should  brook  a' 
as  it  were,  as  in  the  course  o'  nature,  the  minis- 
ter being  like  twenty  month  and  three  days  my  un- 
deniable major: — and  no  reasonable  charge  grudg- 
ed to  the  sum  and  compass  o'  my  sma'  meam,  for- 
bye  payment  of  the  stamp." 

Some  dignitaries  of  the  law  would  have  been 
offended  by  Eftie's  application — not  so  Mr.  Hut- 
chen,  bad  as  his  humour  was  on  this  morning. 

"  An  ante-nuptial  contract,  Eflie :"  said  htv— 
"  very  proper — but  I  am  afraid  I  cannot  serve 
you  here.  Go  to  Rookstown,  to  Glcd  or  Gripem, 
sure  hands  both."  He  drew  bridle  to  end  the 
conference. 

EfBe  seized  the  stirrup.  "  But,  Harletiilum, 
there's  my  twa  or  three  pennies  i'  the  Laird  o' 
Monkshaugh's  custody  and  keeping.  It  cannot 
be  muckle,  considering  my  smaU  fee,  and  the  Ung, 
dour  sickness  o'  my  auld  mither ;  but  as  I  am 
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mteriBg,  with  the  LonTs  Uetniig,  on  a  fiwulr 

^  Yoa  would  like  to  get  your  money,  I  fop- 
pose  ?  Wdl,  EfliOy  joo  miift  jott  seek  it.  Yoa 
haTe  proper  yondien,  I  dare  say.** 

M  Black  and  white  fisr  ilka  £uthiiig.  But  if  the 
tailyie  Unna  broken,  and  the  land  aeUed,  where  m 
the  siller  to  oome  frae  to  paj  aff  mj  bit  band  f 
inqoired  Effie.  ^  I  have  my  ain  rrasoi  tar 
thinking— bnt  I  say  nothing— that  Captain 
Wolfe"— 

^  Captain  Wolfe— wdl,  what  of  him,  Efie  r* 
said  Hotchen,  beginning  to  be  interested.  "  What 
is  the  rare  matter— oat  of  cash  again— oatron 
the  constable— di  ?*" 

^  Worse  and  worse,*^  groaned  E£Be ;  ^  and  that 
was  bad  enough,  that  auld  sair  o^  his  first  year^ii 
extravagance,  and  the  eating  moth  of  eight  bonder, 
they  say,  flnng  to  the  codes  for  a  commission,  that 
were  the  lad  to  die  this  night,  is  lost  gear  ins'  time 
coming  to  the  fiunily  of  Monkshaagh,  hoase  and 
heritage."^ 

^  Ay,  EflBe,  bat  yoa  know  Us  widow  would 
haye  a  pension.'" 

Effie  started  bolt  upright.*-*^  The  Lord  be 
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about  US,  HarlctiUum;  and  has  the  lad''s  uifatuate<- 
iiess  reached  even  your  length.  0!  the  poor  house 
o'  MoidiEhaugh !  the  riuned  house  o'  Monkshaugh ! 
and  my  bit  siller  band,  barking  and  fleeing !  flee- 
ing and  barking !"  And  Eflie  beat  time  with  her 
open  palm  and  spread  fingers  upon  her  flat  stom- 
ach, as  if  all  her  wrongs  were  sticking  tliere. 

Mr,  Hutchen  alighted,  led  his  Horse  forward  a 
few  paces,  and  in  five  minutes  was  possessed  of 
all  Eflie's  knowledge,  real  or  conjectural.  Here 
then  fell  to  pieces  his  favourite  towering  scheme 
of  ambition  and  family  aggrandisement !  He  had 
imagined  a  thousand  obstacles ;  yet  this  insur- 
mountable one  never  once  entered  his  thoughts. 
But  the  marriage  was  secret — perhaps  irrt^ular— 
it  might  be  regretted — Mr.  Hutchen''s  ideas  were 
all  tumult  and  confusion. 

*'  Your  caution  is  prudent  and  commendable,'' 
said  he  at  last  to  his  fair  client,  who  stood  alarm- 
ed at  the  workings  of  passion  visible  in  his  face, 
attributing  them  all  to  one  cause. 

"  Can  we  no'  break  the  tailyie  ?""  cried  she. 

"  At  any  rate  I  shall  take  care  that  your  trifle 
is  safe ;  and  we  must  see  what  can  be  done  to  se- 
cure it  to  yourself  independently  of  your  future 
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busbaad.  Yoa  uj  Frbel  knows  lU  the  partacu- 
lan  of  thisttraiige  itory?  I  must  hear  fivthcr  of 
it.    And  as  fiir  Mr.  Gideon ^ 

^  Ay,  bind  him  siekcr ;  tether  him  wed,  Harie- 
tiDnm,^  and  she  demonstrated  the  neoessttj  of 
this  with  her  open  hand  on  Hutcben^'s  sleeve  ;— 
^  a  simpk  man  that  wad  harry  and  min  bis  &flu- 
ly  wT  his  ain  ten  fingers !  Abondanoe  of  kw  docs 
na  break  law.     We  are  a'  death-like  and  life-like. 

Black  and  white  wears  weel w" Again  Mr.  Hot- 

chen  cut  the  bead-roll  of  EflSe's  legal  and  pmden- 
truisms. 

*^  Frisel  you  say  knows  the  particulars?  The  en- 
il  cannot  be  touched  till  I   know  aU.     Let  me 
see  yoa  to-morrow^ 

''  Certainlie !  certainlie  !""  cried  EiBe.  ^  111 
wait  on  your  honour  the  mom  by  noon.  As  my 
near  cousin,  the  auld  Gudeman  o  Hungeremout 
said  afk— *  When  ye  begin  a  plea' 

^^  A  very  judicious  person,  Eflie ;  but  be  punc- 
tual to  your  hour ;  you  know  the  private  entrance 
to  my  library.^ 

^  If  it  should  be  like  the  quarter  or  may  he  the 
twenty  minutes  more,**  said  the  anxious  Effie;  ^'  for 
your  honour  must  know  that  I  am  wishing  up  my 
bits  6"  sma^  muslin  duds,  giving  them  their  yeariy 
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drink,  as  I  ca'  it.  Nae  doubt  the  leddy  will  ken 
that  the  strength  o'  March  water,  Harletillum,  for 
bleaching  linens,  beats  a'  the  months  trac  June  to 
Januar' — though  I  am  minded,  wi''  a  blessingi 
when  I  change  my  state  to  put  off  my  great  bouk- 
it  washing  every  year  till  after  the  Sourholet 
Preachings,  to  dear  out  all  our  dirt  at  once.^ 

"  The  devil  confound  your  great  duds  and  your 
small  dudfl,"  thought  Hutchen,  who  stood  out  all 
this  maundering,  in  the  hopes  of  gleaning  some 
gntinB  of  information  among  the  plenteous  chajf  of 
Effie's  future  domestic  plans.  "  Old,  blinded,  ava- 
ricious devil,  in  wbose  stupid  mind  a  lappet  lost 
in  the  washing,  or  a  bill  for  the  half  you  possest, 
appears  an  evil  of  the  same  magnitude.''—"  Ai 
punctual  as  you  can,  Effie,"  he  cried  aloud ;  and 
mounted  and  put  ^urs  to  his  horse. 

"  Then  bind  him  sicker.     O  !  bind  him  sicker, 
Harletillum ! — and  get  me  infeft  and  indorsed;— 
d'ye  hear !" — shouted  she ; — "  yird  and  stane  ! — 
Twohimdredand  sixty-five poundB,eleven  shilling*    , 
and  sevenpence  hal^nny,  is  no  sic  a  trifle.      Ye   ' 
maun  make  a,  bit  memorandum  o'  the  soom  : — hard    i 
and  fast  tied  down  to  mc  and  the  lawful  heirs  o^  my 
body — and  a  tig  for  the  juice  mariti.'"  By  this  time 
Mr,  Hutcfaeawas  galloppedto  at  teaita  quarter  of* 
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mik^s  distance.  ^  Fnmcie  Frbel,  spitefu^  sparlan ! 
wT  his /nice  ffiorj/i,'"  continued  Effie  in  soliloquy-— 
^  had  raised  my  nerves  to  sic  a  degree  that  I  had 
aWwt  rued  bargain.— Juice  mariti  f^^iice  o^  a 
hoMfel  rung  to  their  auld  backs.  Lords  of  Session 
though  they  be— and  that  I  wad  be  bauld  to  tell 
them  to  their  red  fiu^es,  if  a^  their  feiftecn  muckle 
wjgB  weie  hinging  there  a-row— to  giV  waster,  wan- 
thrifty  men,  the  power  and  spending  o**  a  douce 
maiden^s  sair-won  penny  o^  tocher  gude !— But 
dsere  can  be  nothing  in  it,  or  HarletiUum— the 
dell  they  say  is  no  sae  ill  as  he  is  called— wad 
^furely  have  given  me  an  inkling  o^  a  whaup  i'  the 
nqpe,  and  perils  by  water : — troth  I  was  frightened 
ftom  the  bare  mention  of  it  to  him ;— for,  if  the 
ihaiTiage  were  to  gang  back  now,  and  I  were  sent 
to  bewail  my  virginity  upon  the  mountains,  it  wad 
pot  me  in  my  catdd  grave.*^ 

The  purchase  of  the  wedding  garment  was  this 
day  happily  com|deted ;  and  no  farther  obstacle 
voMHBed  in  the  way  of  Effie's  felicity,  save  indeed 
dK  trifling  one  of  obtaining  the  consent  of  the 
fandegroom  dect. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 


THE  TKOOFER. 
'•  A  MiMifT,  m  iDH  of  tnnl,  that  hath  HI  tlia  worid  1  bat  Id  ibi 
J-on't  Xoisiir'i  IdA 

It  may  be  imaged  that  Elisabeth  waited  tlie 
opening  of  Frisers  budget  with  considerable  inter- 
est and  anxiety.  But  what  was  her  astonishment 
on  finding  that  the  papers  submitted  to  her  next 
noniing,  as  soon  as  she  entered  the  parlour,  wu 
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the  future — all  urged  what  she  clearly  felt  to  be 
an  act  of  meanness — a  breach  of  honour  and  of  self- 
respect.     For  an  mstant  she  paused: — ^But  the 
creed  of  her  understanding  was  simple  and  uncom- 
promising.    There  was  no  paltering  or  juggling 
between  the  right,  and  the  expedient.     Her  short 
mental  struggle  lay  wholly  between  the  right  clear- 
ly perceiyed,  and  the  wrong  insidiously*  seductive. 
Had  the  temptation  come  in  the  decided  form  of  a 
crime  we  know  not  how  the  trial  might  have  end- 
ed ;  for  who  shall  answer  for  mortal  strength ! 
It  appeared  as  baseness  and  degradation,  and  Eli- 
sabeth thrust  it  from  her,  despising  herself  for  this 
brief  hesitation.     This  momentary  weakness  sea- 
soned her  rebuke  with  humility  when  she  turned 
to  Frisel    and  commanded  him  to  take  the  pa- 
pers from  her  sight,  and  instantly  return  them  to 
die  proper  owner.     Her  tone  admitted  of  no  par- 
ley ;  and  Frisel  conceiving  himself  a  very  ill-used 
man,  swept  them  up  in  silence  and  left  the  room. 

On  farther  reflection,  in  the  course  of  this  day, 
Elisabeth  thought  that  there  could  be  no  harm  in 
endeavouring  to  ascertain  whether  the  woman  she 
had  met  in  the  Pechs''  Path  was  the  quondam  wife 
of  the  Corporal ;  and  the  afternoon  being  very 
fine,  followed  by  the  Whittret,  she  accordingly  di- 


reeled  her  stroll  ta  Fugal's  habitadon. — A  lovely 
though  lonely  spot  it  was.  A  broken  and  wind- 
ing track  dived  sheer  down  &om  the  Fecha'  Path 
into  the  bottom  of  the  dean  of  Emescraig.  This 
romantic  path,  str^gling  on  through  natural  cop- 
ses, and  in  many  a  curve  and  Link  following  the 
maze  of  the  stream,  was  chiefly  frequented  by 
children  in  the  nutting  season,  or  during  the  time 
of  birds'  nests  ;  and  by  solitary  Hshers  or  sports- 
men in  search  of  woodcocks,  or  bent  on  grave  con- 
sultation with  the  skilful  veteran  touching  horse 
diBeoHCs,  dogs^  wonning,  or  the  other  branches  of 
his  multifarious  vocation. 

"  How  does  the  poor  old  fellow  contrive  to  roost 
here  ?"  said  Elizabeth,  as  the  path  all  at  once  de- 
veloped upon  the  small  platform  in  front  of  Fu- 
gal's shed.  The  hut  itself  rested  against  a  blulT 
red  rock  which  formed  the  back  wall  and  one  ga- 
ble, its  low  heath  roof  garlanded  with  streamers 
of  ivy,  and  tangled  masses  of  plants  and  bushes, 
all  hanging  in  rich  and  inextricable  confusion. 

"  He  gets  his  will,"  said  Frisel,  "  and  thsta  a 
great  matter  to  an  auld  trooper.  He  calls  himself 
the  Lord  de  Bruce's  game-keeper" — and  Frisel 
pointed  to  the  dead  birds,  and  the  wild  skins  of 
aninuls  with  which  Fugal  had  tapestried  his  outer 
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wallf ;  and  wliick)  with  iu  other  nlviii  decon^ 
UofDBy  gKre  hk  fattt  a  very  pictareaque  appearance. 
^He  it  baith  man  and  DUMter^-nistreaB  and  maid, 
wT  a^  the  brocks  and  fbwniarts  for  his  vassak ;  and 
a  blithe  hame-gaun  he  makes  here  under  doud  o^ 
night, — the  bum  roarin^  down  the  linn  a  speat-^ 
the  howlets  skreighin'  i^  the  woods— ibe  winds 
soughin''  and  wailing  i"*  the  craigs,  and  auld  Blun- 
derbnsh  himsel'*  palmann^  down  the  glen  wT  his 
hani4xnret  glintiii''  through  the  busses  like  Spun- 
kie.  But  an  auld  rough-rider  of  dragoons  fears 
neither  de^il  nor  dragon— eh,  Fugal  ?^ 

For  while  he  yet  spoke,  the  warrior  lord  of  the 
dingle,  hearing  voices  approach,  had  eyolved  from 
his  den,  drawing  up  his  tall,  spare,  rigid  figure  in 
fircmt  of  it,  till  the  wonder  grew  from  whence  all 
this  length  of  man  had  come.  Advancing  en  mu 
Utairef  he  received  the  lady  on  his  span-breadth 
lawn,  with  the  stately  bearing  of  a  Field  Marshal. 

Fugal  had  not,  unless  about  pension  time,  much 
of  the  jolly,  bluff  swagger  of  an  old  bold  English 
dragoon — ^yet  his  whole  air  and  figure  were  strongly 
symptomatic  of  his  ancient  profession.  His  long 
legs  and  curved-in  knees  still  seemed  to  press  the 
sides  of  his  charger  ;  and,  spite  of  the  seedy 
bareness  of   his   weather-stained    uniform  coat, 
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his  clouted  Bpalterdashes,  and  the  browner  shade 
of  a  tri-cockcd  hat.  garniehed  with  the  skeleton  of 
a  cockade,  he  might,  with  the  inexperienced,  have 
even  passed  for  a  decayed  military  man  of  rank — so 
grand  was  his  mien — so  high  and  Roman  was  his 
nose — so  terribly  archedwerc  his  brows.  Round  the 
"bald  polish^  of  a  veryMartello  tower  of  forehead — 
let  the  Phrenolo^sts  make  what  they  will  of  its 
height — there  still  straggled  a  few  thin  tresses  of 
the  colour  and  consistence  of  that  beautifiil  Bub- 
stance  called  spun-glass.  These  were  in  part 
drawn  into  thin  military  side-curls ;  the  remaining 
few  hairs,  twisted  e«  quaie,  hung  midway  down  a 
long  stiff  back  still  as  straight  as  a  drumstick.  It 
was,  altogether,  a  countenance,  form,  and  bearing, 
which  gave  one  a  complete  idea  of  the  mock-h&. 
roic  :  its  general  effect  was  irresistible. 

Fugal  was  regarded  as  an  incomparable  person 
in  this  parish.  Indeed  Mr.  Gideon  was  often 
compelled  to  rebuke  the  unlicensed  delight,  which 
his  relation  of  marvels  communicated  to  the  au- 
dience drawn  into  the  intoxicating  atmosphere  of 
his  tales  and  his  tobacco-pipe,  on  a  Saturday  even- 
ing in  the  smithy  of  Castlebiim  ;  where  he  usually 
earned  a  dozen  pence,  by  reaping  twice  as  many 
l(  beards  of  a  week's  standing.     To  these  cam- 
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pirigrn^g  wonders,  it  was  to  be  feared,  many  of  the 
yoonkers  listened  with  ftiUy  more  unction  than 
cren  to  Mr.  Haliborton'^s  pious  discourses  of  the 
next  day. 

No  one  had  ever  Ustened  with  such  unquestion- 
ing faith  and  entire  delight  to  FugaTs  narratives 
as  Eliiabeth.     When  advancing  years  led  her 
most  reluctantly  to  doubt  those  wondrous  rela- 
tions, still  the  excessive  glee  of  the  narrator — the 
enjoyment,  the  fire,   the  freedom  of  his  soldier- 
like air,  prolonged  the  charm.     She  had  been  a 
Tery  great  favourite  with  the  veteran  in  her  child- 
hood ;    and   now,   ^*  Ma-dame  Xixbcth,^   as  he 
styled  her,  besides    being  a   '^  fine  ^ooman,*"  was, 
moreover,  the  only  person  in  the  neighbourhood, 
except  himself,  who  could  speak  a  word  of  what  he 
called  ^^  high  English.'^  Nothing,  in  reality,  could 
be  more  inoffensive  than  Fugal^'s  gazettes,  which  in- 
volved no  scandal  of  more  recent  date  than  Marl- 
borough and  Prince  Eugene,  or  the  German  wars  of 
George  II.;  unlike  Frisers  stories,  whose  inventions 
were  sometimes  intended  to  set  half  the  parish  by 
the  ears,  and  not  seldom  produced  the  desired  ef- 
fect.   Though  FugaPs  tales  had  ceased  to  delight, 
they  never  offended  his  present  guest. 

Elizabeth's  frank  address  corresponded  to  her 
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early  recoUections  of  the  old  trooper,  vho,  h 
having  been  her  father's  atteadant,  wu  an  exceed- 
ing favourite  with  Wolfe  Grahaoie. 

"  You  have  chosen  a  lonely  dwelling,"  said  ehe. 
"  Monlcshaugh  would  lilfc  to  know  if  we  can  send 
you  any  tiling  to  make  you  more  comfortable  here, 
now  that  you  have  lost  your  friend.  Captain 
Wolfe  Grahame." 

"  Ay  ! — boddies  used  to  biggit  houses  might 
faic  but  so  so  here  ;  but  wc  of  the  Grej/a,  Ma- 
dame 'Lizbeth,  would  ha'e  been  tliaukful  of  worse 
quarters  in  Flanders — d'ye  take  me  ?  Every  man 
sleeping  at  his  bridle-rein,  knee-deep  in  water- 
ready  to  spring  at  the  cry — '  Boot  and  saddle,'" 

"  So  I  have  heard  you  tell.  Corporal,"  said 
Elizabeth.     "  These  were  llie  days  of  men  !" 

"Ay,  Ma-dame 'L.izbcth  !  but  when  the  day 
did  come — tlie  day  of  days !  It  was  scarce  daw- 
ing  yet,  when  Grandboy  dashed  gallopping  along 
our  line  on  his  favourite  grey  Sally  Dunn" — 

"  The  Laird  has  twenty  times  told  ye  to  call 
the  brute  Saladin,"  said  Frisel. 

"Has  the  Lairil  of  Monkshaugh  sarved,  I 
should  be  glad  to  know  ?"  inquired  the  trooper 
with  a  swell  of  dignity  ;  and  he  proceeded. — "  The 
_F_liijndera  cocks  were  just  crawing,  I  remember.— 
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'  Up  aad  to  the  gate,  my  lads,"  quoth  he ;  ^  for, 
jbjr  /ii^y  tbeve^s  a  &pang  a-playing  yonder  away, 
and  we  are  not  at  the  dancing  of  it  f  ^  The  ani- 
aiated  yeteran  flooriahed  his  arm,  and  threw  out 
bis  1^,  kit  eyes  sparkling  with  triumphant  recoL- 
iecticm.  ^^  Jintlemen  of  the  Light  ho'se,  take  ilk 
Irian  an  infantry  behind  you.^  And  there  he 
pcanced  and  curvetted  down  the  line,  puttii^ 
Sally  Dunn  to  the  caper-roU.*" 

*^  Ay !  and  are  the  Flanders  cocks  up  and  at  it, 
as  soon  as  our  ain  oock-a-leerie-las?^  said  the  Whit- 
trot. 

^  Like  an  honr  earlier  yon  morning,  Francie;— 
fafut  then,  Madame  Xisbeth— then  came  the  rous- 
ing craw  middng  a  man^s  heart  thump  like  the  cry 
of  ^  Mount  and  away/  ^ 

^^  I  could  twist  their  scraighin  necks  whiles — 
baith  at  The  Place  down  yonder,  and  mair  especial 
up  at  Emescraig  Tower  C  and  Frisel  sung  the 
old  ditty. 

«  Bat  the  cock  prored  hxm  onto  the  fweet  lea, 

For  he  ecuw  an  hoar  ovrt  eooa  ; 
The  laene  thought  it  dajr  when  the  tent  her  love  away, 

Bot  it  WM  bot  a  blink  o*  the  moon.** 

A  slight  blush  mingled  with  the  half-angry 
smile  with  which  Elizabeth  listened  to  the  seeming- 
pert  but  imconscious  glee-man. 
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1 

All  ready  -    | 
— "  That       I 


"  Go  on,  Fugd,"  he  continued.  "  All  1 
my  Isds  !" — mimicking  Fugal's  manner. — " 
comes  next  I  thinli." 

"  Ves,  Francie. — '  All  ready  my  lads  ?'  cried 
Grandboy. — '  All  ready  General !'  shouted  our 
troop,  every  man  bowing  to  hie  saddle  bow,  and 
tasting  a  suji  of  his  brandy  flask  :  as  plenty  as 
ditch-water  with  us  in  Flanders. — '  Where  lags 
Mons  Meg  ?'  cried  Grandboy." 

'*  And  wlio  might  she  be  f"  said  Frisel. 

"  Mon§  Meg !"  replied  Fugal,  with  an  air  of  in- 
effable contempt  for  civilian  ignorance ;  "  why, 
the  great  gun  with  which  Sir  William  WaUacc 
blattered  down  the  walls  of  Troy  and  Dumbarton- 

'  Prime  mc  wed^  uu)  keep  me  dno, 
ru  curty  a  bbU  to  C&luia'  Green.* 

It's  a  pity  Francie,  so  mettle  a  chap  for  your  few 
inches  had  not  got  a  touch  of  sJirvice. — Vott  must 
have  read  in  history,  you  who  are  a  scholard,  of 
Meg,  Madame  'Lizbeth  ?" 

The  shake  of  Elizabeth's  head  confessed  ignor- 
ance ;  and  Fugal  launched  out  into  a  romantic 
description  of  this  marvellous  piece  of  ordnance, 
which  exceeded  even  the  patience  of  the  gentle 
Elisabeth. 

"  Weel  ha'e  done  man — Mons  Meg  carried  the 
field  I  fancy,"  said  the  Whittret. 
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*'  No  such  matter.  Master  Frisel- 


^*  Weel,  but  it^s  your  wife  Be$8  the  Lady 
'^Lisbeth  wishes  to  hear  about— and  no  Mons 
Meg- 

**  And  that^s  the  very  thing.  He  has  hit  the 
toudi-hole  now,  Madame  Xisbeth— ^Tye  take  me? 
fiir  this  was  in  Kitty  Gehaghan^s  the  first  ^ooman^s 
time.  She  was  the  very  first  that  used  the  Ita- 
iron  in  our  troop—" 


**  And  what  has  this  to  do  with  a  battle  gain- 
ing?" 

*'  Halt,  Francie  ! — and  ye  shall  hear *  Aid- 
de-camp  de  Bruce,'*  cried  Grandboy,  ^  take  that 
feUow  Scrymmager  with  you,  and  off  at  a  hand- 
gallop  to  yonder  steeple,  and  tell  me  if  you  see 
them  lazy,  cowardly  scoundrels  of  the  ArtiUery 
coming  up.  It  was  the  steeple  of  Mall  Plackie, 
from  which  one  could  see  a  hundred  miles  over 
them  long  flats  of  Flanders ^ 

"  At  cock-craw  from  Malplaquet  r  said  the 
Whittret. 

*^  ^  Devil  a  speck  of  the  blue-coat  trundling  rcu- 

collie  to  be  seen'— called  I. *  Confound  the 

lazy  scoundrels' — said  Comet  de  Bruce. — ^Your 
own  grand-uncle,  Madame  'Lizbeth. — ^  Here  Fu- 
gal,  dem  you, bring  us  out  Kitty  Gehaghan's  Italian 
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^ 


iron — tliat  shall  be  our  artillery  for  this  day." 
So  said,  so  done.  We  primed  and  loaded — made 
a  breach — and  long  before  the  Artillery  cainc  up 
had  carried  the  field,  Madame  Xizbeth  ! — I  heard 
there  was  a  talk  of  a  devil  of  a  fellow  witJi  a  long 
nose,  a  little  o'  one  side,"  Fugal  just  touched  his 
own  prominent  member. — "  I  say  nothing — but 
the  monsheer.s  remember  that  day.  D'ye  take 
me?  and  no  thanks  to  the  blue-bottles -Df  the  Ar- 
tillery neither." 

"  Take  ye  for  an  auld  blastin  bl under buM," 
mumbled  Frisei,  while  Elizabeth  said — "  But 
you  surely  had  another  wife,  Fugal ;  I  remember 
when  a  child,  a  tall  woman  with  a  red-cloak,  not 
called  Kitty,  who  used  to  be  very  kind  to  me.  I 
think  you  must  have  had  another  wife." 

"  O!  savral  women — savral  women,"  said  Fugal 
carelessly.  "  We  gentlemen  of  the  Greyg  always 
had  OUT  own  luck  with  the  ladies.  But  this  for 
sanan  was  in  the  iirMt  woman'tf  time ;  for  I  ha'e 
gone  three  times  through  the  rigg,  Ma-dame  'Lix- 
beth.  If  you  would  sit  down  I  would  be  pn>ad  to 
tell  you  all  about  it." 

Fugal  spread  a  dried  deer  skin,  and  Elizabeth 
seated  herself  on  n  rustic  bench  made  of  twisted 
tree  roots  which  leaned  on  his  porch.     Frisei,  on 
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Imp  bUdmg,  aqoftfled  Kke  a  frog  oo  a  Stone  oppotite 
l»  her,  Imt  toiDe  yaids  off.  The  yeteran  phioed 
hmmU  bende  Frisel,  deliberately  lighted  his  pipe 
with  hia  old  campaigning  apparatus — projected 
Ida  nether  lip  loringly  to  embrace  its  short  black- 
ened atem--4hrew  his  long  right  leg  over  his  left 
knee— jpushed  back  his  tri-cocked  hat,  till  spite  of  its 
•canty  Ancasions  is  took  something  of  the  rakish, 
feckless,  reprobate  air  of  a  bold  dragoon's  head- 
gear—fdaoed  his  left  arm  a-kimbo ;  and  the  whole 
man  had  assumed  the  bearing  of  the  privileged 
story-teller  who  reckons  on  an  attentive  audience. 

FngaTs  native  dialect  was  the  broadest  dialect 
€f  Pitbauchlie ;  but  he  had  enlisted  when  very 
young,  and  in  Ireland  his  original  speech  had 
undergone  such  purification  and  refinement,  that 
now  the  delicacy  or  affectation  of  his  accent,  when 
in  his  altitudes,  often  placed  him  far  beyond  all 
ctdinary  comprehension,  and  completely  baffled 
Elizabeth. 

^*  So  I  am  to  understand  that  you  have  been 
three  times  married,*  Corporal,^  said  she,  to  set 
him  agoing,  in  the  hope  of  extracting  some  infor- 
flMlion. 

The  gils  would  so  ha'e  it— *Grod  bless  their 
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kind  h'flrts .'  We  were  bould  swashing  blades  in 
them  times — we  of  the  Grey  Ho'se. — Did  you 
ever  see  a  review  of  a  regiment  of  ho'se,  Madame 
'Liibeth  ?" 

Elizabeth  mentioned  that  she  had  lately  seen  a 
yeomanry  corps — the  gentlemen  of  the  county — 
reviewed. 

"  Faugh  !"  cried  Fugal,  making  a  horrible  face 
of  disgust :  but  prudence  checked  the  rest,  and  he 
reverted  to  himself.  "  Bould  swaggering  blades — 
and  go  where  we  would,  played  the  very  devil 
among  the  gils.  But  poor  Kitty, — she  washed 
for  the  troop. — It  was  a  hansome  thing,  let  me 
tell  you,  Francie,  a  troop's  washing  in  Flanders — 
the  Bmall  plat  MUk  were  all  the  go  then.  She  was 
well  paid,  and  reckoned  honestly  to  me  for  every 
farden.  To  be  sure,  she  had  not  the  spunk  of 
Bess — the  last  'ooman. — Poor  Eltty  !  I  lost  her 
in  Flanderu  o'  the  shaking  fever — or  the  Hollands 
she  took  to  keep  off  the  fits.  It  comes  all  to  one, 
as  the  Doctor  said."  Here  Fugal  made  a  few  ra- 
pid whiffs,  sacred  to  the  manes  of  "  poor  Kitty," 
and  then  resumed. 

"  No  bad  country  neither,  them  same  Lowlands 
of  Hollands.  I  might  ha'e  laid  something  handsome 
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to  the  fine  then,  fer  a scyre  foot;  bat  the  g^Ui  and 
the  Sdieidam  erer  played  the  deuce  with  hus  jin- 
tlemen  o^  the  Greys.^ 

^  Bat  yoa  married  again,  Fugal,^  said  Elisa- 
beth,  anxioua  to  lead  him  to  the  point. 

^  The  next  ^ooman,  Madame  'Lisbeth,  if  I 
don'^t  minremember,  was  the  Dutch  Frau  Van- 
tdmapsy^  said  Fugal — a  little  doubtfully,  however, 
as  if  the  ha  were  not  quite  clear  to  himself-—**  a 
jdly  bouncing  widow  of  HaVlem.*^ 

*^  I  have  often,^  said  Frisel,  **  heard  Richie 
Whands  of  the  Royals,  tell  of  the  great  organ 
there,  by  which  the  fat  Fraus  make  their  famous 
salt  butter.  They  just  fill  a'  the  kirns  round  the 
country-side,  set  the  organ  a  booming,  and  in 
twenty  minutes  take  out  the  yellow  lumps  without 
woman'^s  hand  touching  milk  or  cream.'^ 

^*  I  have  seen  the  butter  come  in  like  ten  mi- 
nutes, Madame  "Lizbeth,  by  your  grand-uncle'*8 
gold  repeater,^  said  Fugal,  gravely. 

"  Now,  Fugal,  ye  never  saw  butter  made  by 
the  great  organ  in  your  life,^  said  Frisel,  who  had 
indeed  just  made  the  story  for  the  occasion. 

**  Did  I  not  a  thousand  times  tould,  sir  P  Do 
you  think  the  Royals  saw  more  in  Flanders  nor 
hui  of  the  Greys  'f     They^re  not  a  bad  corps  them 

VOL.  II.  K 
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Royals  either — but  a  leetle" — Fugal  lowered  hU 
voice  and  winked — "  you  take  me  ? — indicted  to 
lying: — too  bad — too  bad  in  jintlemcn. — But  a 
jolly  bouncing  widow  of  Ha'rlem,  as  I  said,  on 
whom  I  and  Robin  Ramage  of  ours  was  billeted 
—a  fine  strappin  Ruglen  lad  he  was  too— but  you 
ladies  ha'e  your  own  fancies,  Madame  Xizbeth.  I 
was  the  lucky  man  for  sartan  !  That  Ihitcb woman 
might  ha'e  made  a  man's  fortin  in  the  sutler  line 
■^a  portly  woman  too — ^four-and- thirty  stone 
Dutch,  if  she  weighed  an  ounce,  Francie ;  wi'  as 
much  gould  in  her  ears  as  would  ha'e  bought  the 
Harletillum  property  twice  over ;  but  kept  every 
aliTeT  hke  the  cockles  o'  her  h'art ;  and  when  the 
Greys  embarked — mutinied — would  not  ma-nrch 
^-d'ye  take  me  ?"  Fugal  knitted  his  brows  in  ter- 
rible wrath  over  the  conduct  of  his  refractoiy 
Dutch  spouse, 

"  Let  her  go  !"  continued  Fugal,  after  a  pause, 
snapping  his  fingers,  and  puffing  the  Frau  down 
the  wind  with  the  smoke  of  hb  pipe.  "  So,  when 
down  at  Kilmainham,  I  forgathered  wi'  this  Bess 
Slattery,  with  whom  I  had  kept  company  at  Cork 
even  before  the  first  woman's  time.  So  being  once 
more  a  free  man  of  the  forest,  the  Frau  being  a 
forender,  and  more-and-ovcr  deserting  her  colours, 
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SngmtSabreiidie  g»V  as  a  word  oyer  the  swoord, 
which  was  alwajrs  in  war-time  hdd  good  matrimony 
in  our  ttocfp* 

^  And  this  was  your  last  wife  ?^  said  Elisabeth, 
a  little  disappdnted. 

'<  The  last  ^ocmum,"^  replied  Fugal^  nodding  ac 
quieseeBce  with  the  assumed  opinion.  ^^  And  a 
mettle  weneh  too,  the  slut !  We  did  a  noble  stroke 
of  bofiinessi  let  me  tell  you,  in  the  flying  stationer 
and  hard-ware  line»— "" 

**  Ballants,  pans  and  horn-spoons,^  said  Frisel. 
Fugsl  glanced  contempt  firom  under  his  dauntless 
brows,  and  went  odh- 

^  Keepin'  mostly  them  Hill-side  paroehines-** 
or  striking  landward  it  might  be  the  length  of  a 
Crieff  fair,  or  a  Kenmure  market.*^ 

^  And  taking  a  tout  on  his  drum,'"f  said  Fri- 
aeL 

'^  We  made  a  good  rough-and-round  livin^  of  it, 
let  me  teU  you,^  said  the  veteran,  deigning  no 
notice  of  FriselVpert  remarks.  ^^  But  Bess,  you 
■ee,  was  all  for  a  town  life  and  ahot  supper !  So  we 
wmt  to  Glaigow— Were  you  ever  there,  Madame 
Xisbetb?— a  malefiictorin^eity  of  great  taste  that.— 
What  a  pipe  the  jade  had !     1  haV  seen  us  draw 

f  Kennote*t  Drtmi-^  ctak  othnakf. 
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a  matter  of  live  shillings  in  a  fore  night  o'  win- 
ter— from  lamp-lighting  till  the  ringing  in  o'  the 
pie^bells,  with — 


Bess  was  very  choice  o'  her  songs ;  and  this  to  be 
sure  was  war-time  agin,  when  the  gi'ls  are  ever  tin- 
der-Varted. — That  was,  I  thinlt,  afore  we  brought 
out  '  Donald  M'Donald.'  Purdigious  run  it 
had  too — five-and-forty  nights  before  we  tried 
Paisley !"  Fugal  made  a  few  reflective  puffs. 
Wliat  a  speaking — what  a  tell-tale  thing  of  the 
moods  of  mind  is  a  tobacco-pipe  in  operation  !  It 
ranges  through  the  whole  scale  of  the  passions. 

"  Well,  Fortin  the  jade  will  not  smile  always — 
them  were  fine  times." 

"  And  so  poor  Fugal  is  a  disconsolate  widower 
once  more,"  said  Elizabeth  rising,  now  concluding 
that  the  long  hoiu:  was  completely  mispent. 

Fugal  from  his  distant  seat  regarded  her  with 
a  face  full-primed  with  weighty  meanings— drew 
three  short  in-breathed  whiffs — then  sucked  in  one 
of  seemingly  endless  duration — took  the  pipe  from 
his  lips,  and  compressing  them  strongly,  placed 
his  arms  a-kimbo,  and  pufl'ed  abroad  on  the  sofl 
clear  evening  air  to  right  and  left,  through  both 
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his  bristled  nostrils,  whole  rolling  volumes  of  smoke 
— a  terrible  aecomplishment  which  he  had  scquir- 
ed  in  Flanders,  and  with  which  he  used  to  astonish 
his  Saturday  night  pot-companions  at  the  Grahame 
Arms.  Through  this  tabernacle  of  cloud,  Elisa- 
beth could  just  discern  the  prouder  arch  of  his 
nose,  and  the  more  terrible  vibration  of  his  whisk- 


^*  I  would  not,  Madame  Xisbeth,  haV  minded 
it  that^ — and  he  flourished  and  snapped  his  fin- 
gers once  more  over  his  head  till  they  cracked 
like  his  own  holster  pistols — ^^  had  the  jade  gone 
off  with  one  of  ours — a  jintleman — but  this  fellow 
was  a— Jfarin€,  Madame  ^Lizbeth  I""  Fugal  lower- 
ed his  emphatic  voice — frowned — and  shook  his 
head  bitterly  and  rapidly  over  the  utter  degrada- 
tion, baseness,  and  vulgarity  of  spirit,  discovered 
by  his  last  and  favourite  sultana. 

Elizabeth,  a  little  out  of  countenance,  knew  not 
how  to  minister  consolation.     It  was  a  task  too  de- 


**  Then  may  be  your  bonnie  Bess  is  roaming 
hereabouts  yet  ?*"  said  Frisel. 

*^  No— the  jade  keeps  the  Galloway  and  Dum- 
frish  bounds  when  not  over  in  the  kingdom,^  said 
Fugal.  *^  But  I  care  not,  Madame  "Lubeth.  I  ha'e 
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the  King's  pension — God  bless  him! — Nine  pounds, 
two  shillings  and  sixpence — the  receipt  for  shoe- 
blacking,  o'  which  I  makes  a  han  some  thing  let 
me  tell  you,  Fiancie — my  fishing-rod,  and  the  use 
of  the  Joe  Alanton — long  life  to  Captain  Wolfe 
for  that !  So  the  King  on  his  throne  is  not  hap- 
pier than  I  sitting  here  in  my  own  dominions- 
thinking  of  our  men  in  Flanders,  and  having  a 
pop  at  them  woodcocks  when  the  sun  is  wastlin' 
yonder ; — if  I  could  hear  any  tidinga  of  Bess  the 
slut,  and  sometimes  had  a  little  mair  tobacco." 

For  the  last  want  Elizabeth  readily  engaged — 
the  first  was  beyond  her  power.  She  hovered  a 
minute  behind  Frisel ;  and  took  leave  quite  as  vise 
as  she  had  come  to  the  dell,  except,  perhaps,  at 
the  achievements  of  Mons  Meg. 

Fiisel,  meanwhile,  alternately  sprung  and  climb- 
ed to  the  towering  summit  of  Fugafs  protecting 
rock,  with  the  agility  of  the  animal  from  which  he 
took  his  name.  There,  capering  and  dancing,  he 
shouted  aloud — "  All  ready,  my  lads  ? — By  jing 
there's  a  spring  a-playing  at  the  Grahame  Arms, 
and  we're  no'  at  the  dancing  o't !  Light  ho'se,  take 
each  man  an  infantry  behind  you."  And  he  ho- 
vered over  the  ledge  as  if  about  to  leap  on  Fugal's 
MhouldcTs. 


Fugftl,  grinniiig  betwixt  anger  and  mirth,  took 
aim  at  the  modcer  with  stick  and  stone;  but  the 
Whittret  dezteroosly  ducked  to  avoid  every  mis- 
sile, and  only  left  his  vantage  ground  to  follow 
Elisabeth  up  through  the  woods. 

^  It  was  seven  half-mutchkins  ye  drew  for  Cor- 
poral Fugal,  yestreen,^  said  Frisel  next  day  to  the 
female  waiter  of  the  Grahame  Arms. 

^  Na,  man  f«— it  was  just  only  five,  for  as  clever 
as  ye  are  in  your  counting. — Ane  to  Madame  Xis- 
beth^s  health — ane  to  Captain  Wolfo^s— -ane  to  the 
Army "^ 

**  Weel,  I  dinna  b^rudge  auld  Blunderbush 
Leddy  Xizbeth'^s  half-crown,  though  I  got  nae 
share."^ 


CHAPTER  V. 


THE  FLANDERS    MlKllOn. 


ili-h  unci 
That  ere  di^Uced  b 


19  would  Ik 


And  oft  io  lOKt  tuny  llicir  raulu  he  placed, 
And  oft  willi  carrfpl  eye  ihfir  r»nk>  reviewtd  ; 

for  noTcl  formi,  though  much  thoK  formn  had  gtued 
IlimMlf  and  nuiden  miniatfr  ewhetFcd. " 

Tilt  Old  B-c 


It  remains  open  to  any  debating  club,  who 
diciosc  to  entertain  the  question,  whether  the  old- 
fashioned,  stationar)' — indeed  immovable — obeti- 
nate,  hereditary  plagues  of  household  servants  once 
knowninScotlandjthat  wont  to  talk  of  "our house," 
— "  our  master," — "  our  ground," — and  "  our 
young  folks ;"  or  the  modem  breed  of  smooth,  sup- 
ple, selfish,  hackneyed  menials,  who  come  on  their 
virtuous  written  eharacter,  and  go  on  their  month's 
warning,  be  the  greater  domestic  nuisance.  There 
were   days   in   every   year,  and   hours   in   every 
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week,  in  which  Monkshaugh  gave  the  point  wholly 
against  his  own  staunch  retainers,  and  vowed  to 
make  a  dean  sweep  of  them. — This  determination 
had  never  been  more  violent  than  on  the  morning 
following  £ffie^8  secret  negotiations  with  Harletil- 
lum. 

Various  petty  causes  of  irritation  had  occurred 
for  several  days ;  and  the  receipt  of  certain  offidal 
despatches  from  the  Whim  did  not  mend  the 
LainTs  humour.  While  he  sat  at  breakfiMt  with 
his  fair  guest  on  the  morning  following  her  visit 
to  Fugal^s  hermitage,  the  voices  of  Effie  and  the 
Whittret  were  heard,  in  open,  indecorous,  and  out- 
rageous clamour.  Off  went  the  parlour-bell,  speak* 
ing  wrath  and  denouncing  vengeance  as  shriUy  as 
ever  bell-dapper  spoke.  Both  culprits  appeared 
as  if  in  a  leash — Effie  smoothing  her  apron — Frisd 
composing  his  features,  both  determined  on 
self-justification, — both  excellently  skilled  in  the 
noble  art— the  one  relying  on  her  sex  and 
length  of  service— the  other  on  his  address  and 
voice  potential  in  the  family.  Passing  over  the 
real  cause  of  dispute,  for  she  prudently  avoided  ex- 
tremities, Effie  grounded  her  complaint  on  vicious 
intromission^  with  a  certain  modicum  of  bran- 
dy she  had  set  apart  to  flavour  an  '^  Eglinton 
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pudding,  as  his  honour,  MonkEhaugh^s  leddy  mo- 
ther had  liked  it." 

"  Ey,  Lord,  to  hear  her  now  !  as  if  it  were  love 
of  drink  made  me  Bwallow  that  thimblefnl  of 
brandy  !" — And  Frisel  turned  up  hands  and  eyes 
in  utter  aetonishinent. 

"  Let  us  hear,  Francis  Frisel,  what  reason  else 
folke  may  have  for  drinking  brandy  in  a  morning. 
I'll  hear  them  out,  coolly.  Lady  'Lizbeth ;  and 
then  shew  them  who  is  master  here." 

"  Reasons  for  drinking  brandy,  Monkshaugh, 
your  honour  ! — Conscience  ! — I  only  wish  we  had 
brandy  for  gi'eing  reasons.  My  sang,  we  should 
no  be  slack,"  said  Frisel. 

Monkshaugh  would  not  smile,  and  the  manikin 
went  on — "  Did  not  your  honour  order  me  pri- 
vately, the  day  Mr.  Delancy  dined  here,  and  was 
so  delighted  wi'  The  Place,  to  rub  up  the  grand 
Flanders'  mirror  ?" 

"  I  did,  sirrah,  a  f\ill  week  before  then.  I'm  a 
well  obeyed  master  among  ye  !" 

"  Wcel,  then,"  and  he  demonstrated  with  his 
fist  in  Eftie's  face,  "  was  I  to  go  to  spit  in  the 
bonnie  face  of  the  grand  Flanders'  mirror,  next  my 
heart,  without  swallowing  that  trifle  of  brandy  to 
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earich  my  spitde  m  it  were.  Mortal  man  will 
nerer  brighten  a  minror  wT  a  fastin^  spittle.— I  rt^ 
fer  that  to  yoo^  Lady  'Lobeth.^ 

<^  Now,  after  that  my  thing  T-^And  EfRe 
turned  up  her  white  and  her  green  eye  in  wonder 
fully  more  sincere  than  that  which  she  had  excit- 
ed: 

*«  TiMf  lav*  acid  o*  ft  lof  ipooi  that  nqpt  wT  *•  db'fl ; 
Tbcy  biw  acid  o'  ft  rough  grip  that  huidki  an  atL*' 

^*  I  trow  I  may  say  sae  when  I  come  to  dose 
grips  wT  you,  Frande.'^-^And  Effie  put  her  apron 
to  her  eyes. 

*^  The  Lord  o^  Session'^s  mirror — ten  hunder 
year  auld  if  it  be  a  day !  The  lilce  of  it  for  gran- 
deur is  no  in  all  Rantletree-house.  Was  I  goii^ 
to  shew  it,  or  this  family,  the  diBreq>ect  of  spittii^ 
in  its  fiice  a  bladc-fasdn^  spittle,  which  111  go  to 
death  upon  that  I  never  did  in  my  horn  days.-* 
I  better  ken  my  place."" 

Had  Elisabeth  not  smiled  it  is  probable  the 
Whittret  might  have  got  clear  off  upon  this  ;  but 
her  mirth  roused  all  the  master  in  the  soul  of 
Monkshaugh.  Effie  was  sternly  ordcaed  from  the 
presenoe.*— ^^  We  must  look  idxmt  for  another 
lass,^  said  he. 
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"  'Deed,  Monkshaugh,  we  maun  ca"  canny. — 
We  have  neither  meat  nor  wark  for  anithcr  lass- 
quean,  till  ane  o'  us  change  our  state."  And  Ef- 
fie  quietly  walked  ofl' — the  bare  possibility  of  dis- 
miBHal  never  once  entering  her  mind. 

"  As  for  you.  Master  Frisel — that's  been  the 
plague  of  my  life  for  two-and- twenty  years — wher- 
ever ye  come  frac,  cither  you  or  I  must  quit  this 
house,  I  tell  ye  that." — And  he  looked  round  as 
if  to  challenge  Elizabeth's  admiration  of  his  B]nrtt 
with  his  saucy  menials. 

"  Are  ye  positive,  Monkshaugh  ?"  inquired  the 
little  man,  placing  his  hand  on  his  haunch  and 
looking  up  with  entire  sangfroid.  The  Laird's 
heart  turned  cold  with  secret  dread;  but  his  pride 
angrily  answered  "  Positive." 

"  Then  I  do  not  know  where  ye'U  be  sae  weel, 
Monkshaugh.  Ye've  lieen  lang  accustomed  to 
The  Place.  For  my  ain  part  I  have  no  thought 
•o"  clian^ng  my  cozie  quarters,  I  ne'er  was  wan- 
restfu'."  And  with  a  swinging  bow  he  also  walk- 
ed off. 

"  'Lizbeth  de  Bruce,  ye'rc  laughmg — are  ye  ^ 
What  was  Job's  patience  to  mine  !  Better  I  had 
married  a  leddy  at  once,  and  dared  the  worst." 
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^^  And  if  I  Imugfaf  Heaven  knows  my  heart  is 
sad  enough.  I  know  it  is  not  these  kitchen-squab- 
bles could  so  ruffle  you  this  morning,  Monks- 
haogh.  Would  that  I  were  older,  or  wiser,  or 
any  thing  that  might  fit  me  for  deserving  a  larger 
share  of  your  confidence.'" 

^^Xiabeth,  my  dear,  I  never  doubt  your  judg* 
ment — though  few  are  gifted  with  the  strong  mind 
of  Lady  Tamtallan ;  but  why  need  I  grieve  and 
harass  you  about  John  Hurcheon,  or  his  bills  and 
bonds,  homings  and  poindings.^ 
Then  you  will  write  to  Wolfe.'' 
He  has  done  too  much  already  ;-—dinna  speak 
of  him,  'Lizbeth ;  it  vexes  me.'" 

^^  Shall  we  summon  Mr.  Haliburton  to  our  con- 
clave ?  He  may  not  have  your  knowledge  of  life, 
nor  your  legal  abilities ;  but  he  is  a  very  honest 
man,  sincerely  devoted  to  your  house.'" 

^^  I  wed  belieye  it,  'Lizbeth.  Bring  him  over 
to  dinner  with  ye.  We  must  have  something  done 
for  him.  Oftener  a  salt  herring  than  a  roast  at 
the  SourhoW  mid-day  meal,  I''m  thinking.— ^ 
Christy  Grahame  speared  a  gallant  salmon  in 
Oran,  behind  The  Place  yestreen. 

^  ^  Speered  nae  John  Hurcheon's  leave,'  as  Fran- 


u 
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cie  Bung. — It  was  a  vcrj'  natural  feeling  that  of  his 
about  the  mirror  too.  To  spit  where  so  many 
brave  and  bonnie  faces  had  been  gleaming  for, 
we'll  say,  one  hunder  years— not  ten,  'Lizbeih— 
for  the  family  ye  ken — " 

Elizabeth  knew  the  age  of  the  family  so  well  that 
she  required  no  fresh  remembrance ;  so,  escaping 
as  respectfully  as  possible,  she  bent  her  steps  to 
the  tabernacle  of  Gideon. 

"  A  blithe  good  morrow  to  ye,  Burd  "Lizbetli," 
said  Gideon,  taking  her  hand,  while  welcome  and 
glee  unusual  shone  in  his  tawny  eyCs. — "  Here  ye 
come,  like  a  fresh  lily  on  its  stalk,  or  a  red  rose 
new  blown — blithe  and  bonnie  !" 

"  I  see  you  have  made  gallant  use  of  my  '  bal- 
lant-book,' "  replied  Elizabeth,  laughing. 

"  That  remains  to  be  sliewn,  'Eizbeth.  Natli- 
less,  as  bound  in  duty  and  in  conscience,  I  ha'e 
done  my  beat." — Elizabeth  looked  amazed.—"  Step 
this  way  into  what  the  lass  ca"s  the  study." 

Elizabeth  followed  her  old  friend  into  a  little, 
damp,  mud-floored  crib,  eight  feet  by  six,  lying  be- 
tween the  kitchen  and  spence  of  Gideon''s  abode, 
and  lighted  by  four  panes  of  dull  green  glass. 
Round  this  apartment  he  had  ranged  a  few  worm- 
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eaten  folios  of  divinity,  along  with  some  of  those 
thick  squab  ydumes  which  prove  their  Dutch  ori- 
gin ot  descent  even  by  their  figure. 

'*  Muckle  better  pleased  would  I  have  been  had 
an  abler  champion  ta^en  up  weapon  in  this  cause, 
Elisabeth— -a  grave  Doctor  <Hr  a  learned  Professor. 
But  since  it  is  left  to  me  to  buckler  honest  Janet, 
her  ehampon  shall  not  be  found  wanting  in  cou- 
rage and  seal,  however  he  may  lack  ability.  The 
measure  ofour  gifts  Lb  not  in  our  ain  hands.  Lucky 
it  was  I  stumbled  on  your  ballant4KKdc,  Xisbeth ; 
£nr  such  dinkum-dankum  gear,  unless  it  be  the 
Grospel  Songettes  and  Blind  Harry's  WaUace,  finds 
small  place  in  my  slender  stores  o'  human  lesxning; 
though,  when  I  sojourned  in  tents  o'  Kedar  amang 
the  shepherds  o^  the  southland  dales,  as  an  instnic- 
ter  of  youth,  I  own  I  inclined  e^en  but  owre  muckle 
to  their  toys  o^  harping  and  gramarye.*^ 

Gideon,  modestly,  but  still  with  the  consrious 
ur  of  successful  authorship,  now  placed  before 
WiMtheih  a  manuscript  of  neariy  a  cubic  foot  in 
sise,  on  which  she  read  inscrUied  as  a  title— 

^  Vtndieation  of  the  name  and  fame  of  that 
pnciouB  Scottish  reformer  and  singular  Christian 
woman,  Margaret,  otherwise,  Janet  Gedde^  firom 
.the  calumnious  aspersions  of  certain  prelatic  ma- 


»0 
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lignants,  and  more  especial  from  the  wanton  attack 
contained  in  the  notes  to  the  Ball  ant-book,  en- 
titled '  The  MinBtrelsy  of  the  Scottish  Border'' — 
torn  II.  p^e  7" 

"  Xizbeth,  mine  indignation  was  roused ! — my 
zeal  consumed  me,"  said  Gideon,  "  from  the  mo- 
ment these  calumnious  passages  fell  under  my  no- 
tice !  I  felt  myself  imperiously  called  on  to  gam- 
eay  and  confute  tlie  false  accusers  of  the  breth- 
ren, and  clear  the  memory  of  her  who  was  the 
very  Joan  of  Arc  of  our  Reformed  Kirk ;  except 
that  her  inspiration  came  from  another  guess  quar- 
ter than  idolatrous  Joan's.  I  said  to  tnysel',  toss- 
ing on  my  bed  in  the  night-watches,  1  said  to  my- 


*  ■'  Impaticat  Id  accompliih  the  total  rsToluCiaD  (in  reli^on) 
wbidi  hii  fsther't  caudouB  timidity  had  left  incamplftc,  Chuln  tn- 
dcavoUTfd  at  ance  to  introduce  into  Scolluid,  the  church -goranmtn^ 
■nd  to  rcwv,  in  Eugliod,  the  temponl  domimtion  ofhii  predccuwr. 
Heoty  VUL  The  furioui  temper  of  the  Scottish  natioo  fint  took 
firej  lad  the  brandiihcd  footatuol  of  ■  proujtutc  ga'e  the  aignil  for 
ciyil  disHiuioa,  which  ceued  not  till  the  Church  wu  buried  uadR- 
the  niiiu  or  Ihe  CooilitutiDn ;  till  the  nation  bad  stooped  to  a  milituy 
deipatiim ;  and  Ihe  monarch  to  the  block  of  the  executioDCT-" — uiv- 
ATRVLST  OF  THE  sconi5B  noH nEK.  — J^tucrtofum  04  LtJ^^i  ifarcM, 

"  •  Out,  false  loos  !  wilt  thou  nj  Ihe  maB  at  my  lug  (ew),' 
was  the  well  known  eicUmatlonof  Margiret  Ceddes,  aiehe  diacbaifcd 
bcr  miailc  tripod  Bgainal  the  Bishop  of  Edinburghi  who,  in  obe- 
dience  to  the  urdera  of  Ihe  privy-council,  wi*  endeaTauriag  to  rebeane 
the  conunon  piajer.  Upon  a  Hat  more  Elevated,  the  uid  Marguet 
had  ihoTtly  befDre'done  peuuice,  before tbe  congiegation ;  luch,  at  lean, 
»  the  loij  tnditioD. "— .MiMnidLiT  or  iitx  iciyrTiiiH  BORnaa. 

1 
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ul\  when  it  even-tide  I  walked  forth  to  meditate 
en  the  banks  of  Oran,  *  to  thia  am  I  called.^  It 
was  darted  into  my  brain  at  seasons  when  I  could 
ill  divine  whether  it  was  a  call,  or  a  temptation  of 
the  Enemy  puiBng  me  up  with  vanity  of  letters 
and  scholar-craft.  *^  If  a  bluidy  Richard,  a  pro- 
fime,  ribald  Falstaff,  a  manslaying  Mary  Stuart 
have,  as  ye  tell  me,  each  found  a  champion  in  this 
age  of  clearing  and  redding  up  of  characters,  yea, 
even  a  Mary  Magdalen,  out  of  whom  were  cast 
seven  devils,  shall  this  mother  in  our  Israel  be 
handed  down  to  posterity,  branded,  and  stigma- 
tised with  odious  epithets,  unseemly  to  mention 
in  this  presence,  from  prelatic  levity,  to  call  it  no 
worse." 

^^  However  that  may  be,""  said  Elizabeth  laugh- 
ingly, ^^  I  conceive  that  we  are  very  little  indebt- 
ed to  Mistress  Janet  Geddes,  if  it  be  she  that  has 
kept  you  all  tUs  time  from  Monkshaugh.*" 

Elisabeth  was  sincerely  attached  to  her  uncouth 
old  instructer,  though  it  is  to  be  feared,  that  her 
affection  sprung  more  from  early  habit,  and  from 
the  truth,  kindness,  and  simplicity  of  his  genial  na- 
ture, than  from  any  higher  qualities  which  he  pos- 
sessed, whether  of  grace  or  knowledge.  His  breach 
with  Monkshaugh  was  now  of  three  weeks  dura- 

VOL.  II.  F 
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tion,  and  all  parties  secretly  longed  for  oblivion 
and  renewed  intercourse.  The  mediatrix  was  em- 
powered to  bring  him  back  with  her  to  dinner,  on 
the  imderstanding  that  be  was  to  plead  guilty  to 
"Prinkieboddie,'' and  throw  himself  on  the  Laird's 
mercy.  But  what  with  the  vindication  of  Janet 
Geddes,  and  a  vbit  to  the  Sourholcs,  which  had 
been  announced  from  Lady  Harrictte  Copely  and 
"  the  Harletillum  ladies,"  as  they  were  called, 
far  were  such  Bublunary  matters  as  dinners  and 
pardons  beneath  the  mind  of  Gideon. 

"  Ladies  are  rare  guests  in  my  chalmer,''  Baid 
he ;  "  and  to  equate  my  spiritual  duty  with  my 
breeding  to  women  of  degree,  come  to  consult  me 
as  one  entrusted  with  a  message  to  sinners — ^ 

"  Insolent  dames  !"  cried  Elieabeth,  giving  way 
tu  her  indignation  at  what  she  was  sure  was  the 
real  purport  of  this  menaced  visit— this  maldng 
sport  for  the  Philistines. 

''  So  ye  think  it  is  to  spy  the  nakedaess  of  the 
land  they  come,"  said  Gideon  ;  "  that  is  the  diit 
and  confusion  of  an  ill-rede  up  house.  Throw  me 
my  gramaches,  Francie." 

The  Whittrel  set  Iiimself  to  clear  a  space  for 
tlie  admissiuo  of  the  exjiected  visiters. 

"  There  seems  a  providence  in  your  looking  uf- 
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tor  Effie,*  mid  he,  iwistiiig  up  Im  features  to  a 
grotesque  expression  of  gravity.  ^  As  she  is  init 
a  door,  db,  drjr-hairtd,  elderiy  maiden,  it  eannot 
be  soppoaed,  io  die  seaadal  and  detriment  of  your 
profeasion,  Mr.  Gideon,  that  ye  use  your  Christian 
liberty  in  leadiag  about  a  nsler  as  a  wife  to      ■  ** 

^  Peace,  Frisd  I""  said  Eliiabelh,  '*  your  rea- 
sons and  apologies  for  matrimony  are  not  lacked 
keie.^ 

^  Tkm  jam  wig  is  ladoad  there,  Mr.  Gideos,*" 
said  Frisel,  handing  the  hairy  meteor  to  its  owner, 
from  the  atool  on  which  it  had  lain  all  night  *' I 
am  sme  oiur  Laird  ance  gifted  ye  wi^  an  auld  wig. 
box.— -Ye  needna  g^owr  round  and  round. — It  will 
be  as  wed  out  of  the  leddies^  road,  on  your  ain 
head,  as  bestowed  any  where  else.'" 

^*  True,  Francie,  Fse  fling  it  on.  He  says  truly, 
Xiribeth.— -Fm  not  fit  to  guide  mysd^  wi^  common 
diseredo»— 'I  have  lang  kenned  that— and  how  am 
I  to  wresde  and  contend  wi**  men  of  carnal  craft 
woridly  wisdom,  fii^  o^  theb  mocks  and  jeers, 
the  matter  -of  Janet  Geddes,  or  put  to 
■ought  a  runagate,  nimUe-witted  gentlewoman— 
/  that  ck>  not  eren  ken,  till  reminded  by  the  LainTs 
knaf«,  tliat  my  ain  head  is  the  best  quartering  for 
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my  ain  wig."  Gideon,  humbled  and  mortified, 
shook  that  head  ruefully. 

"  My  dear  sir,"  said  Elizabeth,  "you  know  what  is 
so  much  better — so  infinitely  better — that  it  drives 
all  meaner  knowledge  fiom  your  mind. — But  why 
not  run  off  with  rae  if  you  dread  tlie  encoimter  ?" 

"  Dread  the  encounter  !"  thundered  Gideon, 
again  roused. — "  No,  'Lizbeth,  I  may  be  a  simple 
man,  but  I  am  the  bearer  of  no  mean  message.  If 
these  light  gentlewomen  come  to  flout  and  gleek, 
the  shame  be  theirs." 

Honest  Gideon,  though  wonderfully  free  of  spi- 
ritual pride  considering  the  place  he  occupied,  was 
not,  altogether,  without  a  certain  portion  of  that 
self-esteem  of  wliieh  no  human  being  was  evw 
wholly  devoid ;  and  Elizabeth  half  smiled  as  he 
went  on  to  say, 

"  Honourable  women  not  a  few,  inclined  to  the 
ministry  of  the  Apostle — Lydia,  the  seller  of  pur- 
ple, Priscilla  and  Dorcas,  once  in  the  gall  of  bit- 
terness— yea,  he  himself,  though  far  from  being  that 
imwerfn'  man  in  a  pulpit  that  some  of  his  youngs 
brethren  were  honoured  to  be,  might  have  his 
small  gift.  Divers  Christian  gentlewomen,  and 
more  especial  the  widow  of  the  auld  gudeman  a* 
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Hongeremoat,  and  Mistress  Euphan  Feclmie,  had 
sat  under  his  ministry,  they  said,  wi**  great  fructifi- 
cation  of  spirit,  and  found  it  a  banner  o^  love.'" 

Elisabeth  knew  it  was  in  vain  to  dissuade  Gi- 
deon from  his  meditated  display  of  eloquence  to 
his  expected  fashi(mable  proselytes,  or  from  lifting 
up  his  testimony  against  their  vanities,  errors,  and 
enormities.  The  humour  in  which  she  found  him 
had  frustrated  one  main  object  of  her  walk,  which 
was,  to  ask  his  counsel  in  accepting  or  rejecting  an 
(^er  which  Mr.  Delancy  had  made  of  forwarding 
letters  to  Captain  Wolfe  Grahame,  under  cover  to 
his  uncle  who  held  a  high  official  situation  in  Ire- 
land. She  meant  also  to  acquaint  him  with  her 
fears  that  the  foolish  pertinacity  of  Monkshaugh, 
and  the  petty  provocations  it  was  the  daily  study 
and  delight  of  Frisel  to  offer  to  Mr.  Hutchen  and 
his  servants,  might  have  drawn  down  that  gentle- 
man^s  implacable  resentment.  She  was  aware  that 
Mr.  Hutchen  had  the  power,  by  a  very  summary 
process,  of  consigning  the  person  of  the  represen- 
tative  of  all  the  Monkshaughs  to  a  prison,  and 
firmly  believed  that  he  was  only  withheld  from  this 
extremity  by  a  lingering  respect  for  the  opinion  of 
the  country-side. 

The  Whittret,  who  acted  but  too  often  as  his 
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master's  pmy-counsellor  as  well  ae  henchman,  was. 
at  all  tiiBCB,  ready  to  encourage  that  petty  jeahiusy 
and  rivalship  which  gave  scope  to  hia  own  p<nrnB 
of  derision  and  sarcasm.  A  few  evenings  before 
this,  he  had  quarrelled  with  Mr.  Hutchen's  game- 
keeper in  a  casual  rencontre  (in  the  moors,  throngh 
whom,  as  he  openly  boasted  on  liis  return  home, 
he  had  bravely,  in  hfs  own  and  hia  master's  name, 
"  given  the  dare  to  the  seed  and  breed  of  Muckle 
Meg,  skin  and  bim." 

It  muEt  be  owned  that  slighter  insults  have,  be- 
fore now,  stirred  the  bile  of  country  gentlemen, 
and  carried  their  animosity  to  the  extreme  point 

Monkshaugli  had  that  overweening  conceit  of 
Iiis  own  family  consequence  which  lulled  him  in 
the  belief  that  John  Hutchen,  of  Harletillum. 
would  not,  could  not,  durst  not  have  the  audacity 
to  imagine,  much  less  to  offer,  any  real  outrage  to 
the  dignity  of  the  family  of  Grahame  of  Monks- 
haugh,  or  to  the  actual  head  of  that  renowned 
house.  The  entreaties  of  Elizabeth,  that  he  would 
be  on  his  guard  and  provide  against  the  worst, 
were  therefore  treated  with  scorn  as  wanting  in 
spirit,  or  with  pity  as  made  in  prlish  ignorance. 
Beside  her  well-founded  apprehension  of  the  re- 
sentment which  Monkshaugli  was  drawing  upon 
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hJBUfilfj  bj  mamtainiiig  this  futile  md  ignoble' 
warfiore  with  his  rich  nei^bour,  fiDeUngs  yet  more 
fKuAtij  Mifpnbenmxnu  more  distressing  were  press- 
lag  on  hor  mind  To  her  true  and  devoted  siTec- 
tion  it  qppestred  humiliating  and  ungenerous  to 
dombe  of  Ms  regard  whom  she  so  ardently  and  so 
etircly  kved  But  that  leaden  torpid  sickness 
wUdb  alternates  with  the  acute  agony  of  ^^  hope 
deferred/*  was  creeping  around  her  heart  in  her 
ofWM  dsspite. 

Ffom  the  date  of  the  conversation  which  Ehsa^ 
beth  had  so  unfortunately  overheard,  every  change- 
fbl  mood  and  fluctuation  of  her  own  spirits  was 
become  another  cause  of  horrible  anxiety  and  dis- 
qnietode.  As  often  as  the  agonising  fear  of  the 
fnnily  malady  of  the  de  Bruce  seised  her,  the  na- 
tive energy  of  her  mind  was  promptly  exerted  to 
dbpel  or  banish  those  phantom  terrors  which,  when 
ipdolgedydo  too  often,  it  may  be  feared,  obtain  power 
Id  lealixe  themselves.  To  a  mind  oppressed  with 
the  fearfbl  consciousness  of  being  liable  to  heredi- 
tasy  mmital  distemperature,  it  must  ever  be  a  dan- 
geious  occupation  to  watch  those  misty  and  ill- 
dsfiaed  boundaries  which  sometimes  are  all  that 
fiems  to  divide  exalted  passion  and  enthusiastic 
aidtemeBt  from  mental  aberration.  Of  this  £lix». 
beth  was  well  aware.    Yet  there  are  acute  and 
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fanciful  minds  to  whom  thit)  habit  of  self-contem- 
plation, and  a  morbid  watchfulness  of  morbid  sensa- 
tion, and  of  the  varying  symptoms  of  the  mind's 
health,  is  pecuharly  seductive ;  and  Elizabeth's 
was,  at  this  time,  of  this  class.  To  guard  against 
indulgence,  in  a  study  so  dangerous,  she  had  for 
some  weeks  inured  herself  to  a  life  of  incessant 
bodily  activity,  worked,  and  rode,  and  walked, 
and  sung,  and  bravely  struggled  to  conquer  this  be- 
setting desire  of  shaping  out  of  the  dark  future  the 
misty  forms  of  unknown  evil.  She  had  entered  ac- 
tively and  zealously  into  all  the  household  improve- 
ments and  reforms  of  Monkshaugh,  joined  what- 
ever rural  society  offered  in  their  secluded  abode, 
and  obtained  the  sufli-age  of  her  own  mind  for  ex- 
ertion and  fortitude  to  which  she  had  indeed  few 
external  excitements.  But  on  her  return  from 
visiting  Gideon  this  morning,  notwithstanding 
the  amusement  she  had  derived  from  his  literary 
and  proselyting  schemes,  the  nervous  depression 
and  langour  of  her  spirits  became  so  excessive,  that, 
shutting  herself  up  in  her  solitary  chamber,  she 
gave  way  to  the  woman's  weakness  of  those  slow- 
dropping  and  yet  soothing  tears  which  can  be  as- 
signed to  no  certain  source,  but  which  gush  up  in 
ailence,  relieving,  by  their  quiet  flow,  the  hidden 
and  surcharged  springs  of  the  soul. 


THS  ARREST.  89 


CHAPTER  VI. 


THE  ARREST. 


Yoo  hare  andoiie  a  man  of  ibarKore  jreart. 
Who  tiKmght  to  fill  his  grave  in  quiet :  jrca. 
To  die  upon  the  bed  mjr  fiober  diedy— 
To  lie«k)ee  by  bis  booest  bones. 

WiMter*i  Tak. 


While  submitting  for  once  to  this  weakness, 
Elisabeth  heard  the  trampling  of  feet  in  the  court, 
and  in  the  space  of  a  minute  the  thrilling  cry  of 
some  one  as  if  in  extreme  pain.  With  the  speed 
of  thought  she  rushed  into  the  parlour,  which  she 
found  filled  with  strange  faces,  hardened  and 
coarse,  though  seen  by  her  but  as  in  a  dream. 

^^  The  villains  have  kiUed  my  auld  master,^ 
cried  Frisel,  in  deep  grief 

"Oh!  what  is  this. ^"^  exclaimed  Elizabeth,  throw. 
ing  herself  on  her  knees  beside  Monkshaugh,  who 
lay  on  the  floor  insensible. 
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"  Killed  !  What  call  ye  killed  ?"  said  one  of 
the  men  surlily.  "  We  showed  him  our  caption ; 
and  gude  right,  were  he  Duke  o'  Montrose  instead 
of  Laird  o'  Monkshaugh.  But  gi'e  him  a  drap 
brandy,  Francie.  'Od,  a  wee  drap  poured  owre 
Craig's  close,  as  we  say  in  Edinburgh,  will  bring 
back  a  man's  spirit  like  fanging  a  dry  pump  waal. 
And  blame  na  us,  Madam ;  wc  but  showed  the 
caption,  and  owre  he  popped  as  if  shot  by  an  air 
gun." 

**  Leave  the  room,  sirs,"  said  Elizabeth  ;  "  and 
do  you  Francie  take  horse  instantly  and  ride  for 
aid,  on  your  bare  Hfe,  as  you  ever  hope  to  prosper 
by  the  name  of  Grahame." 

"  Small  need  of  that  counsel,"  returned  Frisel 
"  But,  oh,  gin  Captain  Wolfe  Grahame  were  here 
tu  stand  his  ain :  for  we  are  feckless  folk  at  the 
best !" 

"  O,  that  he  were  !"  thought  Elizabeth. — She 
bathed  the  temples  and  chafed  the  hands  of  poor 
Monkshaugh,  who  was  lifted  tu  a  couch ;  and 
watched  his  recovery  with  the  most  intense  interest. 
He  began  to  move  his  eyes. — "  Leave  the  room 
I  command  you,"  said  she  to  the  men,  in'  a  low 
but  Hrm  tone.  "You  have  authority  to  urest, 
but  surely  not  to  do  murder." 
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Thi  mem  begsn  to  matter  9one  surly  rqrfy,  when 
£«NF  locerposecL 

"  Wortky  gentlemen,  honest  gentlemen— thk 
yonug  ieddy,  a  Bear  eousm  of  the  LourdTs,  mi4  the 
daehter  of  the  great  Lord  de  Bruce,  is  distraught 
wf  grief,  and  kent  na  weel  what  she  sajs.  There's 
eflold  beef  aad  ale  is  the  pantry ;  fdenty  o'  baith 
to  refresh  ye^  Ocb,  sirs  f  och,  sirs !  think  ye  is 
be  mning  found?  If  he  covp  the  crana  wf  tbe 
antail  unbroken,  that's  a  elearment  o'  a'  scores,  biD 
aad  bond — though  surely  the  servant's  wage  wiB 
be  like  a  debt  on  the  estate,  tailyied  though  it  be.'" 

The  arguments  of  Effie  were  much  more  clear 
and  eonclusiTe  with  the  officers  of  the  law  than 
the  commands  of  Eliiabeth.  They  withdrew  to 
partake  of  the  offered  refreshment,  the  principal 
personage  saying,  as  he  led  the  way,  ^^  We  can- 
not arrest  a  dead  corpse,  to  be  sure.  That  is  a  na- 
tural superiority  of  the  law  of  England.'" 

**  Follow  them,  Baby,  woman,'"  sung  forth  the 
bousekeeper,  in  the  same  whining  tone  in  which  she 
bewailed  her  master  and  the  soundness  of  the  en- 
tail. *^  Canna  ye  ibUow  them.  There's  a  junt 
o'  corned  beef  behint  the  cann  wi'  the  kitchen-fee — 
CMi,  when  will  I  see  anither  roast  within  the  warm 
wa's  o'  Monkshaugh !— -there  may  be  twa  or  three 
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mauchs  about  the  banc ;  but  it's  ne'er  a  hair  the 
waur  to  them  that  wots  na,  and  e'en  owre  gude 
for  greedy  gleds  like  them.  But  stay,  I'll  gang 
myseP. — Think  ye  is  he  combig  round  ?  Och 
hone .'  the  bonnie  house  o'  Monkshaugh  ! — full 
and  bein — blanket  and  feather  bed — cod  and  bow- 
ater ! — poinded  and  harried — ^rouped  and  scatter- 
ed I — man-servant  and  maid-servant  fleeing  on  the 
four  winds  bke  peelings  o'  ingans. — And  ocli  hone  I 
that  headstrong  laddie  that  wad  na  be  counselled ! 
for  an  he  had  mooled  in  wi'  John  Hutchen's  doch- 
ter,  this  day  of  dule  and  dyvourship  had  never 
visited  our  houHe !" 

It  vae  thus  EfHe  took  up  her  lamentation,  and 
made  her  wailing  exit. 

Ebzabeth  was  too  clear  in  judgment,  and  too 
high  in  soul  to  indulge  the  slightest  feeling  of  self- 
reproach,  from  having  been  the  cause  of  prevent- 
ing the  matrimonial  union  to  which  Effie,  in  her 
own  worldly  wisdom,  looked  for  the  salvation  of 
her  master's  house,  and  of  her  own  wages  ;  yet  it 
was  with  delight  that  she  saw  Monkshaugh  stun 
up  like  a  returned  spirit  and  exclaim  : 

"  Hold  your  profane  tongue,  ye  time-serving 
nuld  quean,  and  mind  who  is  your  master.  I  would 
rather  rot  in  the  deepest  dungeon  of  Rookstown 
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tolbooth,  wf  toads  and  askea  to  neighbour  me, 
than  owe  land  or  liberty  to  so  black  a  bargain  !"*" 

^  Hush  !  hush !  my  dear  sir,^  cried  Elizabeth. 
^  Are  you  better  ?  Say  but  that  you  are  bet- 
ter." 

^  O  !  'Lisbeth,  I  am  better ;  but  I  am  a  help. 
less  auld  man—sore  bested  this  day  T  And  drop- 
fung  his  head  on  her  shoulder,  he  shed  a  few  na- 
tural tears,  while  Elisabeth'*s  eyes  rained  fest. 

**  Leave  the  room,  Baby,""  said  he.  **  AJl  of 
you  leave  the  room.  Ye  need  na  greet,  ye  silly 
tawpie.  I'^m  not  angry  at  ye.  But  see  ye  that 
all  things  be  clean  and  in  order,  to  be  made  over 
to  the  creditor,  as  becomes  the  keeping  of  a  well- 
ordered  household.'" 

And  the  tender-hearted  Baby,  the  huge-boned, 
sturdy,  waiting  damsel  of  all  the  cows  and  sdrks  in 
Monkshaugh'^s  fold,  with  cheeks  and  chin  of  a 
deep  but  firesh  red,  and  face  and  limbs  covered  with 
a  short,  soft,  amber-coloured  down,  at  this  pathetic 
injunction  burst  into  a  hysterical  ^*  Ugh !  ugh  r 
and  throwing  her  apron  over  her  head  in  guise  of 
Iphigenia^s  veil,  sobbing,  withdrew  in  haste. 

**  Puir  hizzie  r  whispered  Frisel,  who  was  already 
returned,  having  met  the  surgeon,  who  seldom  for- 
got to  call  at  Monkshaugh  in  the  course  of  his  visii- 
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atioas.  "  As  for  the  ither  nuld  rigwoodie  fadge, 
her  heart  is  bb  boss  as  a  bourtree  bush." 

Monkshaugb  8till  leaned  oa  the  shoulder  of 
Elizabeth,  waiting  tlic  arrival  of  the  medical  raaD. 

"  If  this  should  be  my  last  hour,  Elizabeth," 
he  said,  "  then  my  hut  word  shall  he  a  blessing 
on  you,  who  liave  dune  a  daughter's  part  by  me. 
Reach  me  my  ebony  and  ivoiy  box,  Fnsel.  Suie- 
ly  they  wiU  pay  all  tbe  ajrears  of  the  aeivamts' 
wages — my  poor  knave  ?" 

With  a  small  gold  key  attached  to  his  watch 
chain,  Monkshaugh  undid  the  bos,  and  then  the 
tiny  spring  lock  of  a  casket  which  it  contained ; 
itnd  took  from  thence  a  very  valuable  necklace. 

"  The  carcanct  of  my  ever-honoured  mother," 
said  he ;  "  no  mean  gift  even  to  the  daughter  of 
tlie  Lord  de  Bruce.  I  meant  it  for  the  bride  of 
Wolfe  Grahame ;  but  it  could  not  grace  a  &iter 
bosom,  DOT  a  dearer  to  me.  It  is  your  ova,  'Li>- 
betfa.  I  am  not  to  be  refused  this  day.  The 
ways  of  Providence  are  not  as  our  ways,  or  a  iairer 
bride  ue'er  entered  the  court  of  Monkshaugh  since 
the  day  that  my  ever-honoured  mother,  attended 
hy  twa  score  gentlemen  riders,  and  as  many  ladies 
mounted  gallantly,  forbye  hundreds  of  the  com- 
mon scaH-raff But  the  Lord  be  merci^l  to  me 
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a  maaei  r  taid  lie,  checking  Ub  pride.  ^  I  have 
beea  even  oTciiy  Tab  of  my  name  and  my  gifts ; 
^Dd  aoicly  am  I  cfaaatiaad.^ 

Tkeae  last  WOTda  were  spoken  with  some  diiB- 
eidty.  It  became  erident  to  Elisabeth  that  he 
had  snstained  a  aa^cre  aback  of  some  kind^tbou^ 
faerdenderiiedieal  skill  could  not  trace  itsnatuve. 

Monkflhaugfa  submitted  quietly  and  patiently  to 
die  Tarious  remedies  prescribed  by  the  surgeon,  and 
lay  all  day  m  the  same  condition,  an  object  of  deep 
eonpassion  aad  strong  interest  to  her  who  was  now 
become  his  only  stqr. 

Gideon,  who  had  hastily  abandoned  his  fair  pio- 
adytes  on  the  summons  of  Frisel,  kept  watdi  dur- 
kig  diis  nig^t  by  the  bedside  of  Monkshaugfa,  and 
wbflethus  stationed,  Effie  opened  through  EU- 
Mbeth  a  masked  battery  on  his  warm  and  simple 
heart.  Her  clamorous  outcry  about  **  the  dear 
young  leddy  killing  hersd'*,"^  was  all  set  down  by 
him  as  kind-hearted,  motheriy  consideration ;  and 
on  their  imited  entreaties  that  she  would  retire  to 
Elisabeth  withdrew,  thus  leaving  Effie  in  pos- 
oon  of  a  clear  field  fer  her  meditated  operations. 
Ffon  this,  however,  the  shade  of  Janet  Geddes  pt#- 
lecting  her  champion  put  Effie  to  rout ;  and  fi>r 
yet  another  day  averted  the  fate  of  the  minister. 
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In  the  family  of  Monkehnugli  there  was  little 
Hluinber  for  the  eyes  of  any  one  on  this  distressing 
night.  Elizabeth  devoted  the  hours  of  rest  to  de- 
tailing to  Wolfe  Grahamc,  with  the  genuine  elo- 
quence of  feeling  in  the  glow  of  its  first  impulse, 
the  melancholy  circum stances  in  which  she  found 
herself,  betraying  the  depth  of  her  anguish  in 
the  care  with  which  she  strove  to  conceal  its  extent 
&om  him  who  must  suH'er  in  all  her  sufferings, 
while  he  endured  what  was  fallen  upon  himself. 
Ijove,  passionate  love,  has  its  transports  ;  but  it  is 
in  hours  of  suffering  and  trial  that  the  unfathom- 
able kindness,  the  fond  and  generous  solicitude  of 
a  woman's  bosom,  can  be  wholly  Itnown  even  to 
herself.  Sorrow  is  the  soil  in  which  her  affection- 
gentle  and  strong — best  flourishes ;  tears  are  the 
dews  that  nourish  it.  It  is  in  moments  like  those 
in  which  Elizabeth  and  those  whom  she  loved  were 
placed,  that  woman's  affection  becomes  conscious 
of  all  its  dormant  energies,  and  puts  forth  its 
whole  power. 

In  glancing  over  her  very  hasty  writing,  ElisA- 
beth  chided  herself  for  having  given  too  mudi 
way  to  despondence,  if  not  to  actual  complaining). 
This  was  amended  by  those  earnest  expressions  of 
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tenderneM,  finniiess,  cheerfulness  and  submission 
with  which  she  concluded  her  letter. 

**  From  the  ends  of  the  earth  this  summons  wiU 
bring  him  to  me,^  said  she.  She  then  arranged 
her  dress,  and  with  a  humble  and  earnest  spirit, 
touched  by  the  mefciful  compassion  Youehsafed  to 
an  who  call  upon  it,  but  so  tenderly  and  emph*- 
tically  promised  in  the  day  of  trouble  to  those  who 
have  none  to  help,  she  recommended  herself  to 
the  hearenly  protection,  and  breathed  her  speech* 
less  gratitude  for  the  goodness  and  mercy  which 
had  fidlowed  her  all  the  days  of  her  life.  From 
the  performance  of  this  duty-— from  the  enjoyment, 
more  properly,  of  this  highest  privil^e  of  a  ration- 
al, a  feeling,  and  a  suffering  mind,  she  descended 
at  dawn  to  the  watchers  of  the  night. 

Monkshaugh  was  reported  better,  and  the  fami- 
fy  were  summoned  into  his  chamber  to  prayers** 
or  to  ^^  Family  worship,**"  as  was  Gideon's  better 
idurase. 

Meanwhile  the  worshippers,  at  least  some  of 
them,  had  not  spent  the  night  in  idle  sorrow.  In 
the  general  wreck  and  confiision  which  they  fore- 
saw, the  servants  wished  to  save  something  for  their 
master,  and  probably  a  little  for  themselves.  Fri- 
sd  had  accordingly  stowed  away  about  six  dosen 
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of  the  choice  old  claret  iii  a  fox-earth  in  the  dean  of 
Emescraig,  near  Fugal'B  hut,  and  with  the  con- 
nivance of  that  retired  veteran. 

"  Aye,  sorrow  is  drouthy,  Francie,"  drawled 
Effie  in  irony. 

"  Then  de'il  swallow  the  drop  o"  that  wine  shall 
cross  my  halse  if  it  fihould  gizzen,"  cried  the  Whit- 
tret,  in  indignation  at  the  ungenerouE  suspicion. 

The  cares  of  the  prudent  and  foreseeing  Effie 
took  a  more  remote  flight.  She,  in  the  first  pUce^ 
secured  all  that  spreacherie  which  she  called  het 
*<  ain  gear,"  as  charity  begins  at  home ;  and  then 
thus  addressed  her  gossip  in  the  hamlet  ■— 

"  It  is  a  sore  matter,  Ailie,  that  the  auld  leddy 
of  Monkshaugh — peace  be  wi'  her  ! — should  have 
lefl  sic  a  wardrobe  of  silks  and  satins,  forbye  si^ 
t«en  full-mounted  beds  o'  eider-doun  and  the  grey- 
goose  feather,  and  her  gallant  Oe  not  ha'e  a  bed  to 
gtreek  him  on,  if  ever  he  returns  from  the  wars  to 
brook  his  ain  in  the  Ha'  house  of  Monkshaugh." 

"  I'm  the  wife  will  hand  the  grip  for  Captain 
Wolfe,  blessings  on  his  bonnie  face  ;  if  ye  be  my 
warrant  that  it's  neither  theftdom  not  receipt  o' 
theft,"  said  Ailie ;  "for  though, but  in  a  small  way^ 
I  am  in  gude  credit,  and  wad  like  ill  to  hear  my 
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honest  OAine  routed  in  Bailie  Court  or  Birlie  Court, 
in  matto'  o"  stolen  bed  or  bowster.^ 

^^  Ye  mbleard  woman,"^  replied  EfBe ;  ^^  think  ye 
wT  such  jNKwpecti  as  mine,  I  would  either  thieve,  or 
conniyeat  theftdom  or  thefhious receipt: — though 
this  at  the  want  would  be  but  a  rescuing  and 
redeeming  o^  the  prey  firae  the  Amalekites.  There 
18  scripture  warrandice  for  that ;  and  I  have  law 
enoogfa,  and  from  a  sure  hand,  to  ken  that  the 
jmUm  mariH  cannot  ^tach  a  gudewife  like  the  auld 
Leddy'^s  providing  o^  sheets,  napery,  and  paraphar- 
nals  marked  in  leaLsteek  wi"  her  ain  maiden  name 
B.  F.,  be  she  gentle  or  be  she  semple.  But  take 
your  will,  Ailie.  The  house  of  Monkshaugh  ha^e 
lang  been  gude  customers  to  you.  In  a  week  or 
twa  I  may,  wf  the  blessing  o'  Providence  upon  my 
poor  endeavours,  be  in  condition  to  gi'e  thae  bits 
o**  bundlies  quiet  quartering  till  the  young  Laird's 
pleasure  is  known  anent  them ;  an**  ne'er  a  thanks 
to  ye.'' 

The  last  argument  prevailed  with  Ailie ;  and 
under  the  denomination  of  ^^  bits  of  bundlies,'" 
tome  cart-loads  of  trash,  with  a  few  articles  of 
▼alue,  were  that  night  smuggled  out  by  the  pantry 
window,  with  the  ostensible  purpose  of  benefiting 
Captain  Wolfe,  the  young  laird ;  but  in  reality, 
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□ot  without  some  distant  view  to  salvage  and  cel- 
larage entertained  by  both  tlie  fair  conservatotB. 

The  wardrobe  of  the  old  lady  of  Monkshaugh 
had,  "even  from  Effie's  girlish  days,"  been  to  her 
an  especial  object  of  adoration  and  reverence,  du- 
interestedly  beloved  for  its  own  sake  ;  though,  un- 
less the  property-man  of  a  provincial  theatre,  or  a 
(Tetachment  of  the  antiquarian  society  had  attended 
the  sale  at  Monkshaugh,  the  whole  array  would 
not  have  brought  five  pounds ;  for  private  theatri- 
cals were  yet  unknown  in  this  quarter.  Effie  re- 
garded with  utter  contempt  those  light  and  fiimsy 
productions  of  the  modern  fly-shuttle,  gossamers 
and  spider-nets  well  so  named  ;  but  the  massive 
productions  of  the  "  old  masters" — silk  brocades 
and  sUver  tissues,  "  that  could,''  she  said,  "  have 
stood  their  lane,"  were  to  her  as  things  of  life. 
Touched,  viewed,  handled  with  tenderness  and  af- 
fection, her  foldings  and  unfoldings  were  like  fond 
caresses ;  and  all  this  trash  she  earefrilly  treaauied 
up  for  the  young  soldier,  for  whom  she  had  as  much 
affection  as  for  any  one,  and  that  is  not  saying  much. 
But,  as  we  have  said,  the  summons  to  family- 
worship  put  an  end  to  those  midnight  practices, 
which  it  was  judged  highly  expedient  to  keep  from 
the  eye  of  Elizabetli. 


THE  AmEKST.  101 

The  ncred  duty  was  perfonned  by  the  bed-side 
of  the  master  of  the  house  as  quietly  as  was  at  all 
compatible  with  the  mmbling  sohool  of  eloquence 
in  which  ^  Godiy  Gideon**"  had  been  trained  It 
could  not,  however,  be  expected  that  he  was  alto- 
gedier  to  resist  the  opportunity  of  one  hit,  or  even 
a  second  side-blow,  at  ^*  the  extortioner'"  and  the 
^oppressor  of  the  orphan,^  to  which  Effie  groaned 
in  cadence,  the  more  naturally  and  pathetically 
that  Frisd,  who  knelt  near  her,  ever  and  anon  be- 
stowed on  her  lank  sides  an  illustrative  dig  with 
his  sharp  elbow,  enjoying  his  own  shrewd  com- 
mentary, at  least  as  much  as  he  did  Gideon'*s  text 
Elisabeth,  who  knew  that  h^  friend,  with  all  his 
uncouthness  of  manner,  possessed  much  of  the  de- 
licacy which,  in  all  ranks,  is  inseparable  from  true 
ieding,  was  gratified  alike  by  his  pious  and  earnest 
supplications  for  the  family,  and  the  wonderfully 
alight  notice  bestowed  on  *^the  young  handmaiden, 
who,  in  the  course  of  providence,  had  been  called 
on  to  share  in  the  troubles  of  an  afflicted  house.'*" 

It  was  immediately  on  rising  horn  his  knees  that 
honest  Gideon  resolutely  buttoned  up  his  single- 
breasted  coat  of  Galashiers  grey,  as  if  casing  him- 
self in  armour,  seised  his  oaken  cudgel,  and  pre- 
pared to  five  forth  to  withstand  to  the  death  ^^  the 
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tyrennous  man  who  had,"  he  said,  "  broken  faith 
and  truce  with  Captain  Wolfe  Grahame,  and  laid 
his  heavy  hand  on  the  feeble," 

"  But,  my  dear  sir,  you  must  tarry  breakfast 
with  me,"  said  Elizabeth,  who  had  great  doubts 
fts  to  the  discretion  of  the  volunteer  ambasE^dor. 
"  And"  she  hesitated  a  little — "  if  it  were  not 

too  much  trouble — if  you  would,  before  going, 
make  yourself — a  little — clean — "^ 

"  Clean  !"  thundered  Gideon.  "  I  wish,  'Liza- 
beth,  we  had  clean  hearts  ! — This  is  a  weary  wark 
about  the  outside  o"  the  cup  and  platter  !" 

Elizabeth  would  not  have  seriously  offended 
him  ibr  the  world ;  and  Gideon  had  the  same  feel- 
inge  towards  her.  So,  with  mutual  hasty  repent- 
ance and  hurried  explanation,  but  well  understood 
kindness,  they  parted, — the  lady,  when  afterwards 
questioned  by  the  Laird  on  the  state  of  the  minis- 
ter's beard,  candidly  owning  that  she  "  had  often 
seen  it  worse" 
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CHAPTER  VII. 


THX  AMlASSADOm. 


BnMfd-dodi  without,  and  a  wmn  heart  within.** 


The  fiunily  had  aMemUed  in  Mr.  Hutdien's 
ImaklSMt  parlour  early  on  this  morning.  Lady  Har- 
fktte  Copdy  sat  at  a  distant  window  playing  with 
bcr  finrourite  spaniel.  Daphne,  and  talking  apart  to 
Ddancy :  Mr.  Hutchen  was  reading  letters  with 
intense  earnestness,  Mrs.  Hutchen  making  tea ; 
and  Juliana,  with  her  arm  in  a  silken  sling,  and 
dressed  in  a  rich  laced  cap,  India-muslin  wrapping- 
gown  and  Cashmere  shawl,  apologizing  for  being 
ID  ill-dressed,  and  looking  the  unrouged,  if  not 
pale,  interes^ng  invalid  with  all  her  might. 

^  Ddaacy,  can  you  riddle  me  what  really 
biought  you  and  me  to  this  delectable  place  ?^ 
said  Lady  Harriettc. 
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"  I  could  give  a  slirewd  guess,"  returned  the 
young  man.  "  Your  ladyship  had  nothing  better 
to  amuse  you  withal — or  your  lord  and  husband 
thought  BO— and  I  was  much  in  the  same  predica- 
ment." 

"  My  lord  !— I  thank  his  cares.  Well,  I  have 
the  consolation  of  thinking  Hutchen's  voluntary 
office  of  groom  of  the  chambers  to  Lady  Harriette 
Copely,  has  not  been  a  sinecure.  But  what  do 
they  want  with  you;Delancy  ? — unless,  indeed,  you 
were  needed  to  bring  in  tlie  hand  of  dear  Juliana, 
as  young  anglers,  you  know,  ^re  taught  to  rake 
for  gudgeon  to  iit  them  for  belter  throwB. — Don't 
be  wroth  now.  Here  we  are  brethren  in  adver- 
sity—let us  at  least  be  true  to  each  other.  There 
are  still  many  weeks  of  my  engagement  here  to 
run.  I  would  certainly  run  from  them— if — I  had 
horses.  But  can  you  tell  me  what  detains  you, 
Delancy  f" 

The  gentleman  had  no  ready  reply.  Some- 
thing he  said  of  iield-sports,  and  the  beauty  of 
this  part  of  the  country,  and  his  promise  to  re- 
main till  the  end  of  the  month;  and,  finally,  the 
impossibility  of  tearing  himself  from  her  ladyship, 
or  obtaining  posscEsion  of  Emcscraig  Tower  for 
some  time  yet. 
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^  Tliat  of  Goune,'*  she  reiriied,  and  ^Aded,  *'l 
tbfOfQf^t  of  settiiig  fire  to  the  bouse  to  get  out  of 
it.  Hare  you  any  more  novel  schemes  ? — smok- 
h^  the  fox  in  his  hole.^-See  where  he  aits  scowl- 
thatching  Uack  mischief. — How  I  loathe  that 
• 

he  lady  was  in  the  hsaght  ot  \mt  play  with 
log  while  she  -uMoed  this  inamgraons  speech. 
Your  ladysbtp  is  assuredly,  as  Hutchen  says» 
your  own  mistress,  and  may  leave  a  place  so  odious 
to  yon  when  you  please.^ 

^  True;  but  I  fear  my— our—-fiiy  extravagance 
I  suppose  is  the  word,  has  made  this  fellow,  for 
die  tinie,  poor  Copely^s  master.  How  blessed  for 
me,  Pliancy,  iiad  there  been  added  to  the  deca- 
logue such  A  commandment  as-—*  Thou  shalt  not 
spend  C  or—*  Thou  shalt  not  play  sX  cards'"— 
^  Thou  shalt  give  no  balls  !^  I  believe  the  degrad- 
jaag  ooBsdousness  of  these  wretched  inthralments 
makes  me  more  rude  and  impatient  with  this  fel- 
low than  I  otherwise  would  be ;  as  a  man  on  the 
diny  brink  of  a  precipice  is  tempted  by  the  very 
si|^  of  his  danger  to  take  the  leap.— But,  lo  !  the 
qiostle  Gideon.^ 

And  so  it  was— clearing  the  way  in  huge  strides, 
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his  head  and  neck  in  his  haste  pushed  far  in  ad- 
vance of  his  large  ioose-jointed  limbs,  Mr.  Gideon 
Haliburton  was  seen  brushing  tlie  dews  off  the 
nicely  shaven  lawn,  and  advancing  to  the  great 
man's  door,  not  by  the  meandering  roundabout 
approaches  and  gravelled  carriage  sweeps,  but 
straight  as  the  crow  flics,  now  shouldering  his 
staff,  now  striking  it  into  the  turf,  and  muttering 
to  himself 

"  Come  to  explain  all  about  his  abaurd  miatake 
of  the  ''Ji  Home,''  I  dare  say,^  said  Mrs.  Hutdioi. 
— '*  We  will  be  obliged,  with  your  permission. 
Lady  Haxriette,  to  give  the  poor  man  some  break- 
fast." 

"  I  wonder  what  the  creature  eats,"  said  Juli- 
ana. 

Now,  pray,  Lady  Harriette,  and  Juliana,  my 
dear,"  said  the  mother.  "  be  on  your  good  beha- 
nour.  Mr.  Hutcheu  you  are  always  so  much 
occupied.  Here  is  the  Sourholes'  minister  come 
to  see  UB." 

Mr.  Hutches  was  accustomed  to  hear  the  prat- 
tle and  uttering  of  his  womankind  with  as  much 
indiiference  as  the  buzz  of  the  house-flies  in  the 
^ame  apartment.    He,  however,  looked  up  as  GU 
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deoncBtored;  and  dvilly  joined  his  wife  and  daiigh« 
lor  in  Teqaesting  him  to  be  seated  at  the  table  and 
aooommodated  widi  far^dL&at 

^I  am  bdiokkn  to  jonr  drility,  Mr.  John 
Hntchen,^  nid  Gideon^  gravely  and  fermaUy ; 
^but  I  willnesther  eatof  your  bread  nor  drink  of 
your  ciqp  till  I  hare  done  mine  errand  with  yoo.^— 
That  this  enand  was,  at  least  in  the  estimation  of 
die  bearer,  of  great  weight  and  importance,  might 
be  gathered  from  the  expression  of  interest,  which, 
ftr  the  time,  gave  something  of  dignity  to  the  atti- 
tude and  homely  features  of  Gideon. 

^Now  pray  do,  my  good  sir,  have  a  cup  of  cho- 
colate,^ said  the  affable  Juliana.  ^And  do  sit 
lieie  by  me.  I  am  not  accustomed,  I  assure  you, 
to  be  refused  by  gentlemen ;'"-— and  she  nodded 
significantly  to  Lady  Harriette.  **  You  must 
luiTe  had  a  long  appetising  walk  this  morning 
orer  the  moors.^ 

^  I  have  had  a  sight  this  morning,  young  Ma- 
dam,^ replied  Gideon,  ^^' which  puts  length  of 
imd,  and  roughness  of  path,  and  bodily  needs  out 
of  head.  I  am  here  en  the  part  of  a  frail, 
feddess  man,  whom  it  could  surdy  nerer  be  your 
design  to  prosecute  to  the  extremity,  Mr.  John 
Huldien;  and  of  a  young  lady  of  gentle  blood  Md 
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gentler  nature,  bome  down  with  the  double  burden 
of  his  sorrow  and  her  own  grief,  and  far  from  all 
that  could  feel  for  her,  or  fend  for  her  in  this  strdt." 

■"Good  heavens !  what  has  happened  ?"  exclaim- 
ed Lady  Harriette ;  and  Delancy  repeated  the 
question  in  tones  of  yet  deeper  interest. 

Mr.  Hutchen,  compressing  his  lips  as  if  to  re- 
strain the  boiling  passion  which  was  ready  to  burst 
forth,  said,  "  At  this  table  we  discuss  bread  and 
butter,  Mr.  Haliburton — neither  business  nor 
preachments,  whether  the  text  be  from  the  Wis- 
dom of  Solomon  or  the  Lamentations  of  Jeremiah. 
Sit  down  and  follow  my  example,  or  wait  my  lei- 
sure in  the  next  apartment." 

"  In  that  I  will  do  your  bidding,  Mr.  John  Hut- 
chen," said  Gideon  formally ;  and  much  to  the  dis- 
appointment of  Lady  Harriette''B  curiosity  and  De- 
lancy's  anxious  interest  in  this  supposed  business, 
Gideon  moved  towards  the  door. 

""Young  gentleman,"  said  he,  turning  back, 
"  if  you  bear  the  appellation  of  Delancy,  I  was 
charged  by  the  Honourable  Elizabeth  de  Broce, 
in  name  of  her  afflicted  kinsman,  Mr.  Robert 
Grahame  of  Monk^augh,  to  intrust  this  packet 
to  your  keeping ;  that,  through  the  medium  of 
youi  noble  conaexions  in  that  unhappy  country 
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in  whidi  Captain  Wolfe  Grahame  sojonniB  for  the 
time,  yoa  would  safely  transmit  to  him,  of  wbont 
we  can  i^ean  no  tidii^^  what  will  go  near  to  break 
his  noble  heart  when  he  learns  how  his  auld  uncle, 

and  ane  that  is ^I  say  when  he  leams  how  his 

sold  unde  is  bested."" 

*^  I  will  surely  do  my  utmost  to  have  this  packet 
conveyed  with  safety  and  speed,  unsettled  as  the 
oountry  is,  and  difficult  as  such  commissions  are 
at  the  present  moment  May  I  now  entreat  to 
know  what  has  happened — ^how  it  fares  with  Mr. 
Grahame— 4f  I  can  be  of  any  further  use  to 
the  fSunily  ?"" 

*^  Yes,  young  gentleman,  if  your  liking  reaches 
80  &r,  you  may  tell  your  host  there,  Mr.  John 
Hutchen,  that  it  will  neither  adyance  his  fiune  nor 
increase  his  stores,  to  pursue  to  the  death  a  harm- 
less auld  man,  who,  though  maybe  a  wee  thing 
flory  and  vogie  of  his  nature,  has,  with  his  respect- 
ed forebears,  lived  in  credit  and  honour  in  this 
country-side  for  near  four  centuries,  and  who, 
though  sic  boasts  and  brags  are  but  idle  toys,  is 
omne  o^  the  blood  o*  the  de  Bruce,  to  the  whilk 
you.  Laird  of  Harletillum,  owe  wealth  and  stand- 
mg. 

^'BkxKi  of  a  black  pudding  said  Hutchco,  with 
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vulgar  fierceness  quite  unusual  to  him.  "  And  that 
to  you,  Mr.  Gideon,  were  I  think  the  more  cogent 
argument.  Stop  your  mouth  with  a  muffin,  man. 
Many  a  cause,  besides  this,  might  thank  the  coun- 
sel who  did  80.  If  your  fricud  Mr.  Grahame  hu 
contrived  to  get  himself  over  head  and  ears  in 
debt,  he  must,  I  suppose,  bear  the  penalty  of  his 
folly  like  others, — unless  '  the  blood  o'  de  Bruce' 
wipe  off  the  score.  The  same  chance  has  happened 
before  now  to  as  good,  and  to  much  wiser  men.— 
Another  cup  of  tea,  Miss  Hutchen  ? — I  will  be 
with  you  in  five  minutee,  if  your  business  goes 
farther,  Mr.  Gideon  Haliburton." 

'*  Bear  me  witness,  ye  false  man  and  cruel  op- 
pressor," cried  Gideon,  uplifting  his  voice,  "  Yea 
let  your  conscience  bear  me  witness,  oh  it  one  day 
must,  stifle  it  as  you  will,  and  that  loudly,  that  ye 
have  stung  and  goaded  on  the  vanity  and  pride  of 
that  silly  man,  who  has  run  into  your  snare,  even 
like  a  foolish  bird  into  that  of  the  wily  fowler,  till 
he  is  dragged  from  house  and  hold  into  captivity— 
and  peradventure  unto  death  ;  for  the  proud  spirit 
will  ill  submit  to  your  thraldom :  your  messenger 
was  to  it  as  the  bolt  of  death.  But  I  came  na 
here  to  upbraid  you,  or  to  take  up  a  railing  accu- 
sation against  you  ;  but  the  rather  to  entreat,  that 
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fof  the  sbaatie  of  ibe  woricTs  word,  and  the  sake  of 
that  orphan  maideii^  whose  kith  and  kin  have  made 
ye  what  ye  are,  and,  above  all,  for  your  own  souPs 
sake,  and  as  ye  would  find  grace  with  God  or  fav- 
our with  man,  that  ye  stay  your  hand  firom  what, 
if  ye  perust,  may  even  amount  to  blood-guilti- 


While  Gideon  was  thus  remonstrating,  the  fair 
Juliana  was  familiarly  whispering  Lady  Harriette. 
^jHow  shockingly  vulgar  Papa  talks  at  times ! 
yet  he  is  a  person  of  fine  taste ;  but  vulgarity  is 
inseparable  firom  a  Scottish  education.  I  must 
Tate  him  about  his  pronunciation,  and  old 
Ghrahame— *"  And  she  went  on  aloud  :»-^^  In- 
deed Papa  I  must  insist  on  having  something 
done  for  old  Mr.  Grahame.  I  recognised  him. 
Mama,  in  leaving  church  the  other  day  ;  and  the 
poor  little  man  was  so  grateful,  so  delighted,  you 
can't  imagine.^ 

^^  Peace !""  cried  Hutchen,  striking  the  uble.-* 
^^  And  for  you,  reverend  sir,  who  thus  thrust  your 
meddling  snout  into  matters  above  your  under- 
standing, and  which  concern  you  not,  I  presume 
jrour  mission  to  this  house  is  ended.^  He  beckon- 
ed to  the  door,  and  looked  fiercely  and  angrily 
round,  sparing  not  even  Lady  Harriette  in  the 
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rapid  ireful  glance,  as  if,  finding  retreat  and  eva- 
sion too  late,  he  stood  at  bay  and  braved  the  worst. 
"  I  am  a  man  of  peace,  Laird  of  HarletUIum ;" 
replied  Gideon,  making  his  stand  in  the  middle  of 
the  floor,  and  striking  hie  staff  in  a  not  very  peace- 
like attitude.  **  I  am  the  bearer  of  a  message  of 
peace  and  good-will  to  men  ;  but  my  brow  shall 
not  blench,  nor  my  heart  quail,  because  ye  exalt 
your  horn.  Roar  like  a  bull  of  Basan,  and  1 
mind  it  nae  mair  than  the  chirping  of  the  kattle- 
wren  on  the  moor.  I  will  tell  you.  man  of  pride, 
to  your  face,  that  I  have  the  fear  of  God  before 
my  eyes,  and  that  this  matter  is  concernment  of 
mine : — that  I  have  red  blood  in  my  veins,  and  lipa 
which,  though  auld  and  withered,  have  been  steep- 
ed in  woman's  milk — and  that  your  cruel  oppres- 
sion is  concernment  of  mine  ! — and  of  yours,  noble 
kdy — and  ofyours,  honourable  young  gentleman — 
and  of  all  who  would  help  the  fatherless  and  the 
oppressed  unto  their  riglit,  thai  the  man  of  the 
Mrth  be  no  more  exalted  against  them."  And,  in 
brief  and  energetic  terms,  Gideon  enumerated  the 
ancient  wrongs  heaped  upon  his  friends,  till  the  I 
present  arrest  of  Monkshaugh  had  filled  up  the  I 
measure  of  severity  :^-of  treachery  too,  he  said,  1 
MBce  Captain  Wolfe  Grahame,  before  leaving  thel 
1 
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counUy,  had  cntcnd  into  arnmgeiiiaits  with  Mr. 
Hutchen  tn  the  protection  of  his  unde^s  person, 
at  mil  the  risks  which  he,  the  presumpdve  heir  of  two 
estates,  coold  take  upon  himself,  and  whidi  Mr. 
Hutchen  at  the  time  had  accepted  as  sufficient 
guarantee  fer  his  own  security.  In  confirmation 
of  this  engagement.  Captain  Grahame  had,  on  Mr. 
Hutchen**8  giring  the  hint,  stooped  his  pride  to 
bargain  with  his  great  neighbour  for  his  favourite 
hone,  and  for  those  sporting  dogs  that  still  remem- 
bered their  finrmer  home  and  friends. 

A  pause  of  dead  rilence  followed  the  bold  state- 
ment of  Gideon, — and  then  Hutchen,  with  wonder- 
ful composure,  replied  in  a  low  tone. — **  Mr.  Gi- 
deon Haliburton,  I  pay  no  stipend  to  your  kirk, 
and  win  accordingly  excuse  you  from  farther  mis- 
sions to  this  family.  I  meddle  not  with  your  gos- 
pel ;  and  let  me  tell  you  that  I  brook  no  interfer- 
ence with  my  law.  I  wish  you  a  very  good  mom- 
ing.*" — ^Mr.  Hutchen  walked  out  of  the  room. 

^*  Pray  excuse  papa,  my  good  sir,^  cried  Julim- 
na. — **  You  see  he  is  so  busy. 1  must  counte- 
nance the  poor  man  a  little  you  know  Lady  Har- 
riette.'' — Aside, 

^^  He  is  so  admirably  countenanced  already," 
said  Lady  Harriette. 

VOL.  II.  H 


"  I  promised  to  sing  for  you,  and  shew  you  the 
gardens,  and  my  album  and  pictuiee,  and  thoee 
sort  of  thinge,  when  we  were  at  Sourhotes ;  but 
you  perceive  I  am  an  invalid. — So  good  bye. — 
Love  to  your  pupil,  Elizabeth.  She  does  not  draw 
I  believe — nor  care  much  for  poetry."  The 
young  lady  laid  her  email  hand  upon  the  homy 
brown  fiat  of  Gideon. 

"  So  have  I  seen,"  said  Lady  Harriette,  "  at  a 
country  fair,  the  jadfanspcB,  with  playful  grimace, 
leap  up  and  perk  himself  on  the  shoulders  of  the 
huge  and  solemn  bear,  which  looked  on  the  gam- 
bols of  his  pert  aasociate,  even  as  Gideon  does  nov." 

Awkwardly  bashful,  actually  blushing  for  him- 
self and  the  young  lady,  and  yet  looking  as  if 
strongly  inclined  to  give  the  fair  Juliana  a  cuff  in 
guerdon  of  her  affability,  Gideon,  perceiving  the 
merry  eye  of  Lady  Harriette  upon  him,  tnaafullf 
rallied ;  and,  after  a  hideous  preliminary  chudde, 
said, 

"  Elizabeth  de  Bruce  keeps  no  album  ;  but  she  j 
has  an  old  rhyme.  Miss,  that  may  do  for  yours : 


Do  you  ken  that  amang  your  other  poetry  and  aj 
coroplishmentB  'f  Accomplishments ! — If  you  k 
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to  take  the  whhde,  and  lose  tlie  um  of  jour 
fiffefinger  tome  daj^  what  would  come  o^  thema\  I 
wonder?*" 

^*  Sudi  a  Kbel  on  modem  education  r  cried 
Lady  Harriette,  laughing ;  and  she  curtsied  to  the 
retiring  guest  with  greater  personal  effort  than 
she  was  usually  in  the  habit  of  making  fer  Mr. 
Hutchen'*s  casual  country  visiters.  Oideon  bow- 
ed in  return,  as  if  she  had  been  Moderator  of  the 
Associate  Synod. 

**  He  is  indeed,  Julie,  love,  all  you  have  ever 
said  quite  a  gem  ! — Some  touch  of  humour  too, 
Delancy— apt  at  quotation.*" 

**  Very  apt  to  be  impertinent— like"— —the 
reet  was  muttered. 

^*  Like  what,  Julie  P — Your  governess  must 
surely  have  told  you  that  nothing  can  be  so  ill-bred 
aa  to  mutter  and  mumble.'" 

**  It  is  not  worth  my  while,"  said  Juliana, 
tossing  her  head  as  she  walked  off. 

Right,  Julie,  love. — Lady  Harriette  Copely  is 
not  worth  Miss  Juliana  Hutchen's  while."  Her 
ladyship^s  brow  flushed  the  deepest  hue  of  anger. 

"  I  am  very  much— -certainly  very  much  inter- 
ested in  what  this  worthy  man  has  been  telling 
us,"  said  Delancy ;    "  yet  will    your  ladyship 
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pardon  me  irhen  I  say,  that  the- vexation  which  I 
feelat  seeing  you — you,  with  yourfine  talents,  taste, 
and  spirit — deseenil  to  altercation,  or  to  bandy- 
ing inuendo  with  that  paltry  girl,  puts  it  half  out 
of  my  head.     Pardon  my  freedom." 

"  Very  well  said,  Delancy.  But  what  would  you 
have  me  do 't  Vet  in  general  I  never  do  notice 
her  save  when  her  father  is  by — unless  I  can  seeth 
the  old  goat  in  the  blood  of  the  frisky  kid.  This 
very  talent  and  spirit  you  talk  of  urges  me  on.  It 
is  my  curse — my  demon — the  attendant  spirit  of 
the  sorcerer  given  on  the  Condition  of  being  always 
kept  in  employment,  else  it  will  turn  and  rend  its 
master.  Michael  Scott  tasked  his  to  reckon  the 
sands  on  the  seashore,  and  mine  must  just  now,  for 
want  of  nobler  employment,  submit  to  teasing  our 
Bweet  Juliana." 

'*  But  has  your  ladyship  never  yet  seriously  set 
about  assigning  this  your  genius  some  nobler  oc- 
cupation ?     Pardon  the  freedom  of  the  question." 

"  0  !  yes.  I  tried  if  it  would  knit,  or  knot,  or 
play,  or  paint,  or  class  plants,  or  embalm  butter- 
flies. These  pretty  pastimes  were  nothing  to  my 
indefatigable  imp.  The  set  tasks  were  concluded 
in  an  instant ;  and  it  was  as  importunate  as  ever 
with  its  wretched  mistress  for  fresh  work     While 
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it  had  loreJetten  to  write — not  to  Copdy — and 
my  noble  siie^s  displeasure  to  brave  and  contend 
withy  it  was  the  happiest  devil  on  earth  ;  but  that 
you  know  is  an  age  ago.  Happiness  cannot  last 
fiir  ever." 

^  And  has  your  ladyship  never  once,  since  then, 
fidlen  upon  some  suitable  occupation  for  this  per- 
turbed spirit  ?^ 

**  Ye — ^yes !  Graming  I  think  was  a  rather  con- 
genial element;  but  this  raised  another  fiend, 
whose  name  was  L^on — so  that  was  on  the  whole 
a  losing  bargain.'" 

^*  Will  your  ladyship  permit  me  to  be  serious  P 
Perhaps  this  restless  demon  requires  to  be  appoint- 
ed to  a  higher  sphere  of  action — to  be  exercised 
in  social  duties,  intellectual  pursuits — to  be  enter- 
tained by  society — ^particularly  by  female  society  of 
a  more  exalted  kind  than  you  find  here  ?^ 

**  Social  duties !  Surely,  Delancy,  you  must 
have  heard  that  I  ruined  myself  in  discharging  so- 
cial duties — in  health,  spirits  and  fortune.'"  De- 
lancy shook  his  head  in  hopelessness.  **  As  for 
mental  cultivation,  and  exalted  female  society,  and 
all  that — ^pardon  the  ill-breeding  of  repeating  your 
words;  I  assure  you  I  am  not  laughing  now:_I 
tried  all  these  too— clever  women  as  a  last  despe- 
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rate  remedy  ; — not  mere  notables,  and  muiagers. 
and  educators,  but  genuine  literary  ladies.  '  Spare 
the  boreE  of  hearing  !^  An  Irish  nurEe,  the  moet 
garrulous  of  all  female  creatures,  is  precious  to  me 
in  the  comparison.  Of  all  the  diversified  forms  of 
ennui,  in  this  its  native  empire  of  England,  a  con- 
veraaiione  is  to  me  the  most  appalling — to  be  re- 
gularly and  formally  cited  to  the  bar  of  tlie  bat 
bleu,  who,  full-primed,  ready  to  explode,  bears 
down  upon  you,  reading,  quoting,  prosing,  vers- 
ing, flattering,  corresponding,  friendsliiping  you  to 
death,  or  to  ennui  worse  than  ten  thousand  deaths ! 
My  demon  will  not,  I  assure  you,  be  quieted  by 
such  sublime  engagements.  To  it  there  is  no  fe- 
male wit  tolerable  above  the  degree  of  a  market- 
woman,  no  Muse  beyond  the  sybil  who  in  Con- 
naught  screams  the  Ullaloo.  And  pray.  De- 
lancy,  what  makes  you  so  long  from  dear  Con- 
nKught  ?^ 

"  Driven  by  my  demon,  belike,"  replied  D&- 
lancy,  smiling. 

"  There  our  imps  differ.  Mine  has  made  the 
tour  of  Ireland  with  great  pleasure.  I  even  began 
to  think  that  the  clearing  blessing  of  St.  Pfttrick, 
besides  rats  and  rq)tiles,  extended  even  to  Uu« 
denils ;  not  that  my  demon  was  originally  blue,  it 
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WIS  quile  cofuleur  dt  raiSj  thoo^  to  this  com- 
plezioD  all  dsrUs  must  come  at  last^  And  the 
lady  si^^iad  widi  the  lady-like  miztme  of  affiecta- 
tion,  intended  to  disguise  natural  feeling. 

^  If  it  does,  the  blame  must  be  all  your  lady- 
shipe.  It  is  a  pleasant  though  a  humorous  sprite, 
pregnant  with  all  quamt,  mirthful,  mischieirous, 
and  imaginatiYe  devices— -^th  innocent  delig^its, 
too,  were  it  properly  tried.^ 

^  It  was  tried  I  once  forced  my  imp  upon 
the  round  of  the  innocent  pleasures,*"  said  Lady 
Hairiette ; — ^*^it  wmb  forcing — ^birde,  and  flowers, 
and  conservatories.  It  was  like  the  French  lady 
who  avowed  she  had  no  taste  for  innocent  plea- 
sores,  a  candid  sensible  person  sneer  at  her  who 
may.*" 

^  I  fear  I  can  suggest  no  other  employment  for 
the  busy  devil  that  so  haunts  and  torments  your 
ladyship,  though  given,  I  doubt  not,  to  minister  to 
your  power  and  pleasure  if  properly  trained  and 
governed.  Suppose  for  a  trial  you  task  it  to  take 
an  especial  interest  in  performing  useful  service  to 
some  friend.^ 

^  It  shall  knit  a  pair  of  mittens  for  Mr.  Gideon,^ 
said  Lady  Harriette,  gravely. 

**  I  presume  too  far  in  thinking  my  opinions 
wertiiy  of  yowr  ladyshtp^s  serious  notice."^ 
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"  Nay,  proceed,  Delancy  ;  I  never  hesnl  you 
with  half  so  much  edification  in  my  life.  I  know 
you  wish  to  speak  of  Elizabeth  de  Bruce,  Out 
with  her." 

"  Then  permit  me  to  say  that  I  would  be  hap- 
py to  see  you,  Latly  Harriette,  give  your  attend- 
ant genius  some  duty  to  perform  that  will  outlast 
the  moment— of  consequence  to  humanity — uncon- 
nected with  self.  The  situation  of  the  young  lady 
you  have  mentioned  is  one  for  which  every  gene- 
rous female  mind  must — "^ 

Lady  Harriette  reddened  in  the  slightest  per- 
ceptible degree.  Blame,  directly  implied,  how- 
ever delicately,  was  what  her  spirit  could  ill 
brook.  In  a  gay  tone,  and  after  a  moment's  pause, 
she  e.xclaimed : 

"  Pshaw  I  I  tell  you  mine  is  a  mischievous  as 
well  as  a  useless  devil,  and,  moreover,  it  loathes 
women.  It  knows  there  are  among  them  many 
good  creatures  enough  in  their  own  way,  as  mo- 
thers and  daughters,  and  sisters  and  wives ;  but 
it  has  nor  mother,  nor  daughter,  nor  sister,  nor 
wife.  Women  to  it  are  a  mere  blank  in  creation. 
Oh!  the  sickening  vacancy — the  torpor  of  heart 
under  which  one  may  suffer  in  festal  halls,  blazing 
with  lights,  crowded  with  slim  misses  floating  a- 
bout  in  light  drapery,  with  clusters  of  well-brushed 
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cull — *  sweet  creatures,"  and  ^  elegant  creatures," 
and  *  most  accomplished  creatures" — barring  Mr. 
Gide<m"s    wUtlow— and    ^  talented    creatures" — 
these  last  chiefly  Irish — ^with  all  their    ^  excel- 
lent," or  ^  pleasant,"  or  *  respectable,"  or— deeper 
and  deeper  still— ^  very  superior"  mothers.     Yes, 
Delancy,  my  imp  has  felt  delight  in   watching 
in  such  assemblies  the  rise,  and  progress,  and 
workings  of  vanity,  and  envy,  and  maUce,  and 
an  uncharitableness,  which  the  gauxy  veil  of  po- 
liteness mellows  down  into  something  so  delicious. 
^is  after  all  an  odious  study.     It  dimples  the 
dieek,  but  corrodes  the  bosom.     The  lip  smiles, 
but  the  heart  withers.   Yet  leave— O  leave  me,  my 
tallJohn,  and  my  little  Juliana !     After  all  I  have 
tasted,  she  is  to  my  sated  appetite  as  the  refresh- 
ment of    *  that  poor  creature,  small   beer,"  to 
which  the  sufferer  of  fevered  thirst  returns  after 
having,  in  double  and  quadruple  draughts,  quaff- 
ed  stronger  stimulants,  till  he  has  got  sick  and 
headached  upon  them."" 

Delancy  dropped  the  conversation  ;  and  at  the 
request  of  the  lady  went  to  order  his  carriage  for 
her  use. 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 


THE  BAROX  BAILIE. 


Defbmy. — b  our  whole  dfamnUy  appeared  ? 
Virgri — O,  ■  stool  inil  ■  ciuhiua  for  the  Snun  ' 
Suton.— Wbiqh  br  the  nulefuton  P 

MkJi  Ado  Ahaul  A'oUini. 


Mh.  Gideon  Halibdrtox  was  not  one  of  those 
wits,  who,  in  the  success  and  popularity  of  their 
own  Jokes,  overlook  their  ill-nature.  His  honest 
heart  emote  him  for  the  uukindnesa  of  his  lips  the 
instant  he  heard  the  applausive  laugh  of  Lady 
Harriettc.  "  She  is  but  a  light  leddy  that,  too, 
or  I  am  mista''en,"  thought  he;  "  and,  to  say  truth, 
my  rebuke  to  John  Ilutchen'M  tawpie  lassie  was 
mair  frank  than  &iendly." 

He  bad  passed  Castlebum  hamlet  on  his  return 
from  his  bootless  errand,  when  the  hue-and-cry,   , 
issuing  from  the  gate  of  Monkshaugh,  met  him  ii 
full  swell.     Here  were  two  of  the  sheriff's  officersi 
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who  had  come  from  Edinburgh  to  arrest  Monks- 
haugh,  dragging  along  between  them  Miss  Jaoobina 
Pingle,  who  acrenied  on  the  Torj  ftmdi  of  her 
throaty  Iddced  and  ^nwled,  and  oAred  erery  impe- 
dfancBlmhorpowcrtodieooQneof  jnatioe.  Inthe 
mar  wen  Efie  Fedude,  Friael,  and  Coipoval  Fngal, 
who  aauaUf  officiated  aa  banm  officer  on  the  ba- 
rony of  Emeecraig,  and  now  attended  in  that  ca> 
paeity. 

^  Reacoe  !  leacue  i  Mr.  Gideon,*  aaeemed 
Jacobina,  ^  in  the  name  of  the  L«rd  and  the 
King :  aee  yon  how  the  thief-taker  loona  are  gnid- 
ing  the  bride  o**  Monkahangh  T 

^  And,  if  thietokers,  the  fitter  to  guide  you,  jre 
tfaiering  limmer,*  said  one  of  the  officen ;  ^  to 
Heal  the  Ijng'a  caption  in  your  bedlam  fits.  But, 
by  the  officer  of  Pharoah^a  houaehold,  FU  make 
this  a  Bill-Chalmer  job,  timple  as  I  stand  here.** 

^  la  thia  the  gait  o*t  F*  said  Gideon,  who  was 
weQ  acquainted  with  Jacolnna^a  propensity  to  fildi 
eD  written  papers.  ^  Be  gentle  wi*  the  pitiful 
cvsature,  honest  men.  She  has  a  sinless  infirmity.— 
But  whither  are  ye  bound  1^ 

^  Vat  the  court  o*  your  braTo  baron  bailie,"* 
Bttd  the  officer,  ^the  learned  host  o*  the  Grahame 
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le,  a  King's  messenger  at  arms,  that  neVr 
bowed  to  less  than  the  floor-head  of  the  Counci!- 
Chalmer  of  Edinburgh,  PorUburgh,  or  the  Potter- 
row  at  least. — But,  Miss  Jacky — now  tbere''B  a 
bonaie  leddy,"  and  he  patted  her  on  the  shouldCT 
and  clasped  her  waist ; — "  tell  this  good  gentleman 
what  ye  did  wi'  yon  bit  paper,  and  I"se  gi'e  ye^ 
'od  Pse  gi'e  ye  a  kiss." 

"  i'e'll  gi'e  me  a  kiss,  Tarn  Thief-taker,"  cried 
Jacobina,  bridling  with  the  ineffable  disdain  of  s 
high-born  matron  insulted  by  the  offered  salute  of 
to  unbred  hind.     "  Keep  your  distance,  fellow !" 

"  Now,  this  dings  dinty  !"  cried  the  man,  pro- 
voked by  the  general  laugh  which  Jliss  .Tacky 's 
rebuff  had  drawn  upon  him.  "  Jacobina  Pingle, 
ye  mad  slut,  what  did  ye  with  my  caption  ?"  he 
shouted  in  her  ear,  as  he  shook  her  by  the  shoul- 
ders— "  Did  ye  hum  it .'" 

"  Na,  man,  I  didnn  burned  it,"  cried  Jacobina. 
shutting  her  left  eye,  and  twisting  up  her  mouth  in 
derision  of  liis  rage.  "  I  gave  it  to  one  will  keep 
it  safe,  and  that's  mine  own  body-servant,  at  least 
the  Laird,  my  gudemnn's.  Effie  Fcchnie  there  is 
my  waiting- woman;  for  ye  ken  it  wadna  be  in  char- 
acter, nor  seemly  for  a  married  gentlewoman  like 
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me  to  ha'e  a  man  body  about  her  penon ;  though, 
I  dare  say,  Tarn,  T  the  WarUTs-end  close,  in  Edin- 
burgh yonder,  ye  are  a**  reel-raal  through  ither."" 

This  information,  worthless  as  was  its  source, 
put  the  officers  on  a  new  scent  Frisel,  however, 
had  generalship  enough  not  to  give  them  the  ad* 
vantage  of  making  the  attack. 

^^  GiV  it  to  me,  ye  poor  demented  creature  r 
said  he,  in  tones  of  quiet  pity.  '^  But  the  gentle- 
men have  mair  discretion  than  mind  a  word  comes 
out  o^  the  daft  mouth  o^  ye.*" 

«  Awa  wf  ye  !''  cried  Effie.  "  The  jougs  is 
e^en  owre  gude  for  ye.  To  dem  yourseP  in  a  wi- 
dow gentleman^s  chalmer  to  the  disparagement  of 
his  grude  name. — Your  waiting-maid  indeed  !  A 
bonnie  disgrace  ye  bring  on  a  family  o'  faithfu\ 
honest,  creditable  servants,  to  haul  them  before 
John  Baillie^s  judgment-seat,  though  but  in  a  way 
of  witness-bearing  r 

^^  Fair  and  softly,*"  said  the  officer ;  and  he  reso- 
lutely collared  Frisel,  crying — ^^  Produce  the  cap- 
tion, or  by I''ll  break  every  bane  in  your  bouk 

—and  it^s  no  big — forbye  the  award  of  the  courts 
to  follow."" 

^^  Bridle  your  profane  tongue,  and  let  the  man 
go,""  roared  Gideon,  interposing  the  powerful  arm 
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of  tlie  church  militant.  "  Ye  shall  have  justice, 
but  misguide  the  man  ye  shall  not.'" 

"  This  wont  pass !"  cried  Fugal  in  his  most 
military,  stern,  and  aliected  tones;  and  he  attacked 
the  other  flank  of  the  enemy.  "  This  wont  go 
down  my  lads — them  tricks  of  the  foot  with  wc 
jintlemen  of  the  light  ho'se.  If  ye  did  not  hear 
of  me  before,  I  am  called  the  Macious  Corporal, — 
d'ye  take  me  ?" 

"  Let  them  do  their  worst,"  cried  Frisel 
bravely,  cresting  and  rufOing  like  a  BpaTring 
bantam  cock.  "  Captain  Wolfe  Grahame''  ('  of 
the  light  ho'se,'  said  Fugal,)  "  will  show  them, 
and  John  Hurcheon  at  the  back  o''  them,  what 
it  is  to  assault  his  servant,  an  innocent  man,  on 
the  King's  highway,  or  near  by  it,  on  the  word  of 
a  mad  woman — (hut  that's  no  you  my  leddy,  pat- 
ting Jacobina's  shoulder,  and  smirking  in  her 
face.)  If  ye  can  prove  on  me  the  theft,  or  re- 
ceipt o'  theft  o'  the  caption — that  no  a  beagle  in 
a'  Rookstown  could  be  found  to  execute  oa  ray 
auld  and  honoured  master,  till  you  Edinburgh 
blackguards  were  gotten — I'^  an  indweller  in  Si. 
Serfs  parish,  and  law-biding ;  so  I  dare  ye  to  lay 
a  finger  on  me,  but  in  course  of  law, — Soap  your 
beards  wi'  that  birkies !" 
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FnaA  oiappid  hii  fii^^en  in  defiance  in  the 
Unk  faces  of  the  oiBceni  of  law.  They  would, 
however,  piobaUj  not  have  much  heeded  his  en- 
position  of  the  statute  regarding  the  liberty  of  the 
sulgect,  but  tat  the  martial  frown  of  Fugal,  who 
stood  in  parade  attitude,  toes  squared,  arms  a- 
kimbo,  hat  cocked  fiercely  back,  and  for  the  ha- 
lel  rung  of  Gideon,  which  promised  to  be  in  his 
firiend*s  case  an  able  and  shrewd  forespeaker. 

The  men  consulted  apart  for  a  moment,  during 
which  time  the  Whittret  tipped  a  sly  wink  to  Ja- 
cobina,  which  sent  her  to  the  braes  like  *^  shaft 
fiom  a  bow^— screaming  like  a  lapwing  when  the 
hounds  are  on  its  young. 

With  a  volley  of  oaths  the  officers  gave  instant 
chase,  while  the  Whittret  hallooed  and  clapped 
his  hands,  cheering  now  the  beagles,  and  now  the 
hare. 

**  That's  your  sort.  Miss  Jacky ! — ^Double  down 
the  briery  baulk  there. — Weel  skelpit.  Tarn  Thief- 
taker  ! — Na,  Tarn's  souple. — Fair  play  to  Jacky 
though  ! — Hands  off  there  ! — Ye  brag  yeVe  mes- 
sengers at  arms. — ^"('od,  Jacky  will  make  ye  a' 
messengers  at  legs. — There  he  goes,  heels  owre 
gowdie  !"" — The  man  came  tumbling  down. 

**   For   shame   o'  ye,   Francie   Frisel,''    cried 
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Gideon;  "  to  make  your  May  game  o"  a  demented, 
piiifii'  woman.  1  fear  me,  man,  yeVe  done  & 
morning's  darg  will  work  your  masters  house 
bwtfa  shame  and  sorrow." 

"  Thai's  between  me  and  my  ain  conscience, 
Mr.  Gideon.  In  thae  days  of  law  and  gospel  we 
must  gar  wit  mciid  weapon.  But  I  wadna  like 
to  displeasure  you,  nir,  at  ony  rate." 

"  I  must  see  that  they  misuse  not  the  pitifu' 
thing,"  said  Gideon,  rapidly  striding  off  in  the  di- 
rection of  the  chatic,  which  was  now  hid  &om  his 
sight  by  the  intervening  banks. 

Poor  Jacobina  was  run  down  much  sooner  than 
suited  die  merry  humour  of  Frisel ;  but  not  till 
she  had  bo  far  enraged  Tam  Thief-taker,  a  ^t, 
short-winded,  bull-necked  fellow,  with  the  &ont  of 
a  water-horse,  that  he  menaced  with  his  fist,  as  if 
to  strike  her  down. 

"  Hold  your  hand,  villain,  or  III  hew  ye  down 
like  an  Amalekite,"  thundered  Gideon,  in  those 
tones  which  at  tent  preachings  fiilmined  over  the 
Church  of  Rome,  and,  like  an  earthquake,  shook 
the  Heat  of  the  woman  throned  on  the  seven  hills. 
"Will  you  lay  your  hard  hand  where  the  Almighty 
has  laid  the  hand  of  chastisement  so  heavily  al- 
ready, doubtless  for  wise  and  righteous  purposes?" 
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Gideon,  in  reverence,  closed  his  eye-lids  for  an  in- 
stant.—" Come  with  me,  Miss  Jacky,"  be  then 
said,  sad  kindly  drew  her  arm  within  his  own ; 
Jacobina  the  while  panting  from  ber  exertions, 
yet  bridling,  mincing,  smiling,  and  looking  round 
daintily  and  delicately  as  she  bung  on  his  arm. — 
"  It's  a  daft  job  frae  tap  to  tail,  and  a  ravelled 
hasp  to  wind  out ;  but  I  must  see  the  end  of  it," 
said  he,  sighing.  "  Fit  court  for  sic  &  prisoner ; 
the  judge  fou  tbrice  a  day,  and  ree  a'  day-lang ; 
and  the  culprit — but  we  say  nought — a-hem — 
•lacky  !^  and  be  looked  down  on  her. 

Peace  being  again  restored,  the  cavalcade  moTcd 
forward — Gideon  and  the  lady  he  squired  in  ad- 
vance, Effie  in  the  centre  flanked  by  Fugal  and 
Frisel — the  one  marching  statelily  and  overtopping 
her,  the  other  reacliing  to  her  sharp  elbow.  The 
officers  brought  up  the  rear. 

"  A  brave  sight  for  soir  een,'"  said  Jacobina, 
"  to  see  the  Leddy  o'  Monkshaugh  oxtering  down 
the  green  loanlngs,  in  a  fair  May  morning,  wi'  the 
godly  minister  o"  the  Sourholes  !" 

"  A  brave  sight  indeed !"  cried  the  jealous 
Effie,  indignantly  tossing  her  bead.  "  I  wish  the 
Senion  saw  it." 

"  Ay !  hut  I'm  cauld,  Mr.  Gideon,"  continued 
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the  poor  shivering  mad  creature,  clinging  to  tbe 
ann  of  the  minister.  The  morning  was  drixily 
and  chili,  and  Jacobina,  whose  head  had  rested  on 
no  pillow  for  the  last  night,  nor  probably  for  many 
previous  ones,  was,  moreover,  clad  in  the  motley 
garb  of  looped  and  windowed  wretcliedness,  which 
gave  the  rigour  of  the  elements  fiill  scope  on  her 
emaciated  person. — "  Ay  !  but  I'm  csukl,— find, 
what  19  wauT,  the  mist  will  take  gloss  and  gum  out 
of  my  Lunardi  bonnet  and  black  lace  Therese."' — 
Jacobina  drew  away  her  arm,  and  began  charily  to 
wipe  these  favourite  ornaments. 

**  Could  ye  no  gi'e  the  shivering,  pitifu'  thing  a 
bit  blanket  or  plaiden  coat,  Effie,  to  fend  her 
this  raw  morning?  for  these  popinjay  rags  of  hers — ^" 

"  Blankets  and  plaiden  l  troth,  minister,  I  ha'e 
other  uses — ^"  cried  Effie,  interrupting  him. 

"  Blankets  and  plaiden  !"  screamed  tbe  insulted 
Jacobina,  interrupting  Effie  in  her  turn  ;  and  the 
whole  party  stopped.  "  Set  ye  up  wi'  your  blan- 
kets and  plaiden,  ye  Sourholes'  apostle !  Have  I 
not  my  black  xatin  manteel  lined  wi''  minaiver ; 
my  red  cardinal  faced  wi'  ermine ;  my  silken  railie, 
my  gold-laced  green  Joseph,  I  got  frae  Lady 
'Lizbeth  de  Bruce  ?"  And  she  volubly  ran  ovct 
the  catalogue  of  her  wardrobe. 
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^  May  ProTideiioe  be  good  unto  me !— 4uid  I 
wkh  Xisbelh  de  Bruce  were  here  e^en  now ;  for 
k  h  bcjeod  the  ikill  of  mortal  man,  an  it  be  not 
h«%  to  wik  tfaia  popiqiay-woman  to  Castlebum 
thk  dsy«  And  there,  as  I'm  a  living  sinner !  is 
the  mcny  lady  and  the  young  gentleman  whom  I 
met  at  John  Hurcheon's ;  a  pretty  plight  they  see 
me  in  here  for  a  gospel  minister  !^ 

After  the  conversation  with  DeUncy  before  re- 
lated. Lady  Harriette,  by  way  of  ^^  airing  her 
demim,^  as  she  said,  requested  that  gentleman  to 
drive  her  along  the  valley,  where  she  might  see 
weie  it  but  the  chimney-stalks  of  Monkshaugh'^s 
dwelling. 

While  Gideon  explained  the  meaning  of  the 
stiange  procession,  Jacobina  pranked  herself  in 
emulation  of  the  fine  lady  who  glittered  before  her. 

^  I  have  never  been  in  a  Scottish  court,^  said 
Lady  Harriette.  ^^  Do  let  us  go,  Delancy ;  we 
have  an  interest  in  the  case  as  the  guests  of  Mr. 
Hutdien.'' 

^'  And  a  pretty  swatch  ye'll  get  for  a  beginning 
r  the  Bailie  Court  o'  Castleburn  !^  whispered  the 
Whittret 

**  Poor  Tom's  a  cold— ""  said  Lady  Harriette, 
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looking  with  compassion  on  the  Bhivering  crai; 
woman. 

"  What  are  ye  to  ^ve  me  for  this  now,  Miss 
Jacliy,"  said  the  compassionate  Gideon  ;  '*  this 
to  keep  the  rain  draps  frae  your  hrave  lace  Therese?" 
and  he  put  his  blue  chequered  pocket  handkerchief 
about  her  miserable  naked  shoulders. 

"  Ou,  I  dinna  ken,"  drawled  Jacky,  holding  her 
head  aside,  pouting  her  nether  lip,  and  looking 
askance  on  the  gift.  "  I'se  warrant  we  maun  come 
to  the  Sourholes  some  time  soon  and  gi'e  ye  a  day's 
hearing." 

Gideon  smiled  grimly  at  this  equivocal  compli- 
ment to  his  pulpit  eloquence,  which  had  made  the 
graceless  bystanders  laugh  aloud. 

"  Never  heed  these  graceless  laughers,  my  douce 
fiiend,'^  added  Jacobiua,  quite  archly.  "  Is  it  not 
written,  '  The  ranis  of  Nebaioth  shall  minister  unto 
thee  ?' " — Lady  Harriettc  probably  thought  that 
this  was  proceeding  too  far,  so  she  interrupted  the 
general  mirth  and  the  flashes  of  Jncobina^s  lively 
wit,  by  throwing  from  the  carriage  a  scarlet  silk 
scarf  which  she  wore,  requesting  Jacobina  to  put 
that  also  round  her  shoulders. 

"  Eh !    an"  what  am  I  to  p'e  your  ladyship's 
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grace  for  tfab  ?— -call  ye  brave  and  weel-fiiYoured, 
wlielher  I  think  sae  or  no?^  And  Jacobina 
lanj^ied  loadly,  in  oonBciouB  triumph  of  her  own 
wit 

« Whisht,  ye  misleaTd  UwpieT  cried  Effie, 
with  more  leal  than  tact.  ^*  Her  ladyship  wanU 
use  piopine  frae  the  daft  face  o^  ye,  wha  are  nei- 
ther kith  nor  kin,  her  kdyship  should  ken,  to  the 
minister  o^  the  Sourholes,  though  it  pleasure  him, 
this  morning,  to  be  leading  ye  down  the  loanings 
like  a  Queen  o"  Sheba.^  And  Effie  grumbled  in 
her  grief,  shame,  and  jealous  displeasure. 

The  word  to  proceed  was  again  given ;  but  now 
a  ftesh  difficulty  arose. 

^  m  no  stir  a  foot,^  screamed  Jacobina.  ^^  Tam 
Thief-taker,  I  tell  ye  that — ^no  the  length  o'  my 
mnckle  tae  but,  wi^  my  coach  and  liveries ;  as  gude 
my  right  as  that  painted  Diana  o'  the  Ephesians;^ 
and  she  nodded  towards  the  carriage. 

Gideon  groaned  in  extremity,  and  clasped  his 
hands  in  the  attitude  of  bemoaning  himself;  while 
lady  Harriette  laughed  aloud,  and  Effie  and  Tom 
Thief-taker,  at  the  same  instant,  prepared  to 
pounce  upon  and  drag  forward  the  refractory  pri- 
soner.    The  wit  of  the  Whittret  found  a  remedy. 

^  Ye  shall  go  grander  than  i^  your  coach,  my 
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leddy,"  said  he  coaxingly.  "  We  will  put  ye  on 
the  King's  cushion — '  carry  my  leddy  to  London 
town,'  ye  ten," 

"  Will  it  be  beseeming  for  me,  Francie,  to  (Jiy 
my  part  in  sic  a  puppeUshow  ?"  said  Gideon,  rue- 
fiilly— "Or  ye  shaU  walk  before  us  a'— and  I  wiU 
bear  your  train,"'  added  Frisel,  with  happier  de- 
vice, "  like  Queen  Charlotte  with  her  pretty  p^^ 
grand  and  genteel  like  a  leddy  as  ye  are, — aa  ye 
have  Been  the  Lord  Commissioner  marching  up  the 
High  Street  to  auld  jingling  St.  Giles." 

"  Ay,  but  that  was  before  the  great  fire— be- 
fore the  Lord  do  Bnice's  bairn,  or  any  other  baim 
was  buried  below  Luckie  Metcalf' s  hearth-«tane. 
I  whiles  think  I'm  no  just  what  I  was  then ;  for 
whiles  I'm  cauld,  cauld, — and  whiles  I'm  hot  and 
burning.  But  troth,  Francie,  to  tell  you  a  bit  o' 
my  private  mind,  ye  are  the  only  discreet,  feasible 
body  I  meet  wi" ;  sae  I'll  e'en  do  as  ye  say."  And 
Jacobina  tossed  him  the  skirt  of  her  Uttered  silk 
mantua,  and  ambled  into  the  front,  while,  with  all 
possible  gravity,  he  arranged  the  drapery  of  the 
train  over  his  arm, 

Fugal  marched  next,  with  the  solemnity  of  an 
Indian  Sachem  and  the  stately  gait  of  a  field- 
marshal  :  and  Effie  followed,  holding  her  thin  blue 
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noie  at  the  angle  of  a  noae  whidi  k  sensible  of 
some  eril  odour.  Gideon  was  undoubtedly  some- 
wliat  scandalised  by  the  peals  of  unrestrained 
langbter  which  burst  on  his  ears  from  the  car- 
liagei  and  also  by  his  own  part  in  the  absurd  pro- 
eeMion ;  yet,  clear  in  his  humane  motive,  he  con- 
darned  his  own  pride  and  vain-glory,  and  kept 
dose  by  poor  Jacobina.  The  officers  stepped 
aside  for  some  time ;  and  then  rejoined  the  party 
with  bursts  of  exulting  and  coarse  mirth. 

<«  What's  r  the  wmd  now  ?""  said  Frande.  <'  It's 
no  for  naething  the  gled  whistles.^ 

^  Ware  hawks  then,''  said  the  officer  in  irony. 

^  Keep  the  step.  Ma-dame,"  called  Fugal  au- 
thoritatively to  the  ambling  Jacobina,  who  turned 
rouBMl  in  wrath. 

^  Keep  the  step,  ye  saucy  trooper  P^And,  as 
Fm  a  gentlewoman,  the  villain  page  has  fastened 
my  train  to  his  buttons  for  the  ease  of  his  own  bo- 
dy !— Ye  impudent  thief!"  And  she  flew  at  the 
foce  of  her  page  like  an  enraged  wild  cat 

While  the  Whittret,  repenting  his  contrivance, 
parried  her  blows  and  scratches,  the  company  in 
tlie  carriage  were  again  in.  convulsions  of  laughter ; 
and  Gideon  started  away,  crying,  ^^  Mortal  flesh 
and  Uood  can  thole  this  no  longer ! — Ye'll  find  me. 
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Francie,  i"  the  BaroD  Bailie  Court  before  ye."  And 
he  strode  on,  leaving  Jacobina  to  settle  with  her 
page. 

The  court  was  held  in  the  naked,  hungry,  and 
coldpailour  uf'thc  Grahame  Arms;  the  floor  sand- 
ed, yet  far  from  "  nicely  sanded,"  dilapidated  and 
creaUng  at  every  step ;  the  window-frames  drop- 
ping out  with  dry-rot ;  ill-olastercd  walls,  once 
yellow,  now  risen  in  blisters  all  hues,  and  the 
ashes  of  a  last  wedc's  lire  rep  iiig  undisturbed  in 
a  brolten-down  rusty  grate. 

Great  was  the  consternation  of  "  mine  hoBt"  at 
the  approach  of  guests  of  such  distinction  as  the 
open  carriage  boded  ;  but  when  he  understood 
they  wereeome  for  justice  and  not  dinner,  he  took 
heart  of  grace  along  with  his  meridian,  having 
much  more  confidence  in  his  legal  stores  than  in 
the  contents  of  his  larder  ;  besides,  he  had  a  h^ 
and  sustaining  sense  of  the  dignity  of  his  office,  and 
of  his  personal  dignity  and  abilities  in  discha^ing 
its  fiinctions. 

The  Court  had  been  regularly  constituted  ere  the 
other  parties  arrived.  On  a  long  oaken  table,  or- 
namented with  hieroglyphics  and  tracery  notched 
by  guests  of  all  different  ages,  tastes,  and  condi- 
tions, the  customary  Mace  was  placed  in  form  of  a 
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Uige  pewter  meaturiiig  sloup  of  tie,  flBnked  by  « 
Yesed  of  the  Mune  metil,  but  of  smaller  capacity, 
filled  with  brandy.  The  carriage  party  were  bvited, 
as  in  other  great  cases,  to  a  seat  on  the  bench ;  the 
grimacing  culprit  was  placed  at  the  lower  end  of 
the  taUe  betwixt  her  accusers,  likeSusanna  between 
the  elders ;  and  Gideon  and  the  witnesses  were 
ranged  on  the  sides. 

^^  Gret  behind  us,  baron  offisher,^  cried  the 
Lycurgus  of  Castlebum,  addressing  FugaL 

^^  To  cut  short  all  this  trumpery  nonsense,  and 
save  precious  time,^  said  Gideon,  *^  whilk  in  its 
lapse  summons  all  of  us,  and  me  at  this  moment 
in  mine  own  peculiar,  to  weighty  duties ; — and,  as 
Fm  a  liying  sinner,  I  believe  I  have  not  broken 
my  fiut  yet ! — ^let  me  tell  you  in  one  word  that 
these  honest  men,  ignorant  of  this  poor  woman^s 
sinless  infirmity — ^  The  Whittret  held  Jacobina 
in  play,  or  she  never  would  have  sat  out  this  :  **  ig- 
norant, I  say,  John  Baillie,  of  her        ^ 

^^See-lence  !^  cried  the  judge,  striking  the  board, 
and  imitating,  as  nearly  as  he  could,  the  braying 
of  certain  officials  whom  he  had  heard  at  the  Rooks- 
town  Circuit  Court.  **  There  is  no  John  Baillie 
here,  sir.— The  bailie  here,  sir,  is  Baron  Bailie  of 
lig,  for  fault  of  better,  sitting  in  judgment 
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iti  ti  fenced  court,  Mr.  GidcoD  Haliburton  ;  who- 
does  not  wear  the  sword  in  vain,  minister  of  Sour- 
holes. — Soh !  pursuers  make  out  your  mitty  mus!"" 

"  Pragmatical  ciuff !"  muttered  Gideon. 

"  We  know  the  grave  forms  of  business  and 
office,  Mr.  Haliburton,"  continued  the  judge. 
"  Form  is  the  aoul  of  law,  my  lady.  Form  is  the 
very  kernel  o'  the  statue." 

The  officers,  with  contempt  of  the  court  and 
the  ju%e,  which  they  took  no  care  to  conceal, 
told  their  story.  They  stated  that  "  they  had 
been  robbed  of  their  papers  while  asleep  in  the 
house  of  Monkshaugh,  on  the  night  of  the  28th  of 
April,  or  on  one  or  other  of  the  days  or  nights  of 
that  month,  or  in  the  month  of  March  preceding, 
or  the  month  of  May  following,  on  one  or  other  of 
the  days  of  those  months,"  &c.  &c.  S;C- 

"  The  man  talks  like  an  Irish  counsel  at  an 
election — against  time,"  whispered  Lady  Har- 
riette  to  her  triend.     "  He  has  some  mischief  in 


"  You  woman,  Jacobina  Ftugle,  commonly 
called  the  Leddy  of  Monkshaugh,''  said  the 
judge 

"  That  wont  pass  !"  cried  Fugal,  irowning  with 
the  most  martial  air  of  an  old  trooper. 
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^  Mead  your  phnte,  John  Baillie,*"  cried  the 
Whittret  ^  My  master's  back  is  at  the  wa\  but 
we^  his  fiiends,  keep  the  crown  o'  the  causey  yet.*" 

''  That's  it  r  cried  EfEe,  in  whom  retprU  de 
eorp§  was  raised  by  this  insult  to  the  master  whom 
she  senred,  and  who  owed  her  wages.  Gideon 
also  nodded  appirobation. 

**  I  spoke  but  in  daflin,  ye  spunkie,"^  said  the 
judge.  **Wesaypro-ceed,woman,  to  give  in  your 
le-plies — but  first  we  must  'tarrogate  joa  a  bit-~ 
You  call  yourself  Jaoobina  Pingle,  do  you  ?— then 
where  is  your  domy-cell  or  common  place  of  lodge- 
ment, or  harbourage,  or  quartering,  or  habitation 't"^ 

^*  As  seldom  in  your  hospitable  weel-rede-up 
chafaner  of  dab  as  you  or  I  can  help  it,  gudeman,'" 
said  Jacky. 

**  What  idle  jaunders  is  this  P"^  said  Gideon. 
<<  Let  me  tell  you,  John  Baillie "^ 

'^  Don't  disturb  the  court,  sir,^  cried  the  judge. 
**  What  is  your  age,  woman  'f"^ 

**  As  auld  as  my  little  finger,  and  some  aulder 
dian  my  teeth.  Ye  got  a  bargain  o'  that  answer, 
John.— —Nicked  him  there  my  leddy,*"  and  the 
prisoner  smiled,  nodded,  and  winked  slily  to  Lady 
Hamette. 

^*  SeeJence  r  again  shouted  the  man  of  autho- 


KL1ZABET1I  DE  BRUCE. 

ntlemen,  pursuers,  prepare  now  to  give 
i-plies." 
cried  he  of  the  bull-neck,  "  are  our  du- 
our  monipliei     fyi     "T-"'-Rhipso  pleases;" 
matched  trom  a   servant  in  the  Harletil- 
ry,  who  had  just  entered,  a  warrant  for  the 
tal  of  Francis  Frisel,  w'  ch  was  immedi- 
secuted  in  all  due  form, 
oap  your  beard  wi'  that,  birkie,'"  said  the 
er,  winking  to  Frisel. 
"  Fiend  care,"  cried  Frisel,  rallying  on  the  in- 
stant.    "  I  am  an  innocent  man,  and  have  stood 
a  worse  bnisli    than   thi'i        Dinna   be  down  i" 
the  mouth,   Ellie.     Send  mc  a  clean  sark,  and 
whatever  else  ye  can  spare  to  comfort  a  prisoner. 
Ye  sJiaU  not  fi'JJ..w  me  a  f....t  me  i>'  ye ;  your  kind- 
ness would  only  cumber  me.     Lead  on,  my  lads. 
Bear  my  love  to  Baby  Strang,  Eflfie.     Make  my 
respects  to  my  kind  and  honoured  master,  Mr. 
Gideon.     And  as  for  you,  Mr.  Tulcan-judge,  ye 
ken ;  or,  if  ye  were  not  an  ass,  ye  might  ken,  that 
ye  have  no  more  right  to  hold  your  puppie-show 
of  a  court  on  us,  than  Prester  John — or  that  mes- 
san  tum-broche." 

As  the  prisoner  passed  Gideon,  who  was  struck 
dumb  with  consternation,  he  earnestly  whispered— 
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**  Tlie  Sanctuary — the  Sanctuary  ! — My  last  word 
IS  Halyrood.  For  myseT  there  is  still  cat^s  room, 
and  dog^s  room,  and  room  to  rin ;  and  let  the 
master  e^en  turn  courtier  for  a  season.  He  had 
aye  a  fimcy  that  gate.^ 

Be£nre  the  minister  could  reply  the  speaker  turn- 
ed away.  Jaoobina  was  now  dismissed  simplicUer 
by  the  pursuers,  with  a  push  which,  but  for  the 
eye  of  Gridecm,  would  certainly  have  been  a  kick ; 
and  the  whole  party  dispersed,  the  officers,  judge, 
and  prisoner,  under  pretence  of  important  business, 
having  first  done  more  zealous  homage  to  the 
Maoe  than  the  presence  of  the  strangers  in  court 
had  formerly  permitted. 

And  now  Gideon  was  left  alone  with  Effie,  the 
poor  madwoman  having  escaped  hiili.  ^^  Where 
away  did  the  poor  thing  daunder  ?^  said  he.  ^^  I 
wanted  to  gi^e  her  a  groat,  and  send  her  to  the 
Sourholes  for  her  morsel  dinner.^ 

«  ore  her  !^  thought  Effie.  "  If  his  lugs  were 
loose  he  wad  bode  them  away  !  simple,  weirdkss 
man  as  he  is ;  the  Gude  kens  if  he  needsna  a  mana- 
ger. But  I^m  determined  to  be  afF  or  on  wr  him 
this  day. — Time  when  the  master  is  boune  for  pri- 
Mm  that  the  maiden  were  looking  out  for  hersel\ 
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laid,  wheie  the  LMid  and  me  couU  tcoiig  tOl  thin 
JiMt  Uajrt  bje.^— They  coald  pty  «  nnall  trifle 
turn  doobi  o^  s  boaid  wage,^  added  EfBe. 

There  was  just  as  much  truth  in  thb  statement 
as  saved  £ffie*s  very  accommodating  conscience. 
FiKiahethi  who  had  befinre  now  foreseen  and  dread- 
ed the  late  event,  had  indeed  bestowed  a  passing 
thoiif^  on  Gideon^s  habitation  as  a  temporary  asy- 
lum ;  and  had  even  listened  to  EiBe^s  plans  for  a 
gcnenl  cheap  clearing  out  of  the  Sourholes*  cottage, 
even  for  the  comfort  of  its  present  inhabitant. 

^  My  poor  place,^  said  Gideon,  ^^  it  would  be 
bddness  to  bode  on  the  Laird  of  Monkshaugh  and 
Kippencreery  Wester,  far  more  on  a  dochterof  the 
lofdly  line  of  de  Bruce :  nor  is  it  for  me  to  speak 
their  welcome  to  what  it  would  ill  become  me,  a 
plgrim  and  a  sojourner,  to  refuse  e'en  to  the  most 
wcirdless  wight  that  ever  ran  thereout  I  could 
aleep  i^  the  byre.  In  the  dark  day  o^  the  virgin 
daughter  of  Scotland,  glorified  saints  and  blessed 
mar^rrs,  EiBe,  would  have  thought  it  blithe  quar- 
tan to  lig  down  on  a  battel  of  oat-straw  behind 
Hack  leddy. — ^Monkshaugh  could  get  the  spence; 
and  the  young  leddy,  who  is  easier  put  up,  the 
aliidy.'' 

^  Lig  bdhind  Black  leddy,  indeed  P  cried  Effie. 
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"  Na !  na  f — our  Laird,  fikie  and  fiissie  as  he  is,  wi' 
his  this  and  his  thnt,  has  mair  sense  and  manhood 
than  to  set  a  douce  married  couple  out  o"  their  bein 
bed  for  his  four  dainty  quarters." 

"  But,  Effie,  woman,"  said  Gideon,  "  I'm  a 
lanely  man.  Ye  forget — I'm  o'  weel-grown  sta- 
ture it's  true ;  ■  but  I'm  no  just  a  couple." 

"Alack,  and  a  woe  \s  mine  !  an  that  is  as  true, 
minister,"  returned  Effie,  with  deep  pathos — "  a 
pelican  i'  the  wilderness ! — a  sparrow  on  the  house 
lop  !  The  mair  the  pity — in  the  especial  that  the 
congregation  think  it  a  great  bar  in  the  way  of 
your  usefulness — and,  let  me  tell  you,  a  puir  com- 
pliment to  the  memory  of  the  worthy  matrone 
now  in  Abraham's  bosom,  that  ye  djnna  fill  up 
her  stead  and  room.  It's  no  for  me  to  counsel  and 
advise,  who  am  but — as  the  apostle  says — the 
weaker  vesh ell ;  rather  for  me  to  listen  in  seelence 
to  the  words  o'  truth  and  wisdom, that  deschendlike 
honey  and  the  honey-comb  on  the  liighly  HaTOur- 
ed  people  o'  Sourholes.  But  we  liave  scripture 
varrandice  and  godly  example,  minister,  for  bold- 
ly  entering  a  second,  yea  or  a  third,  or  fourth  time 
on  holy  matrimony — wi'  a  bleesing — if  the  days  o* 
our  yeatthly  pilgrimage  are  drawn  out  sae  lang. 
No  to  mention  David   and   Solomon,  wha   had 
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Touth  o^  wires,  there  was  godly  Abraham,  the  fa- 
ther of  the  fidthfu",  who,  upon  the  death  of  Sarah, 
took  to  wife  Ketorah,  who  bare  him  Zimran,  and 
Jokshan,  and  Medan,  and  Midian,  and  Ishbak, 

and  Shnah,  and ^** 

^  Nay,  Providence  forbid,  Effie,*"  said  Gideon, 
with  a  grim  smile,  interrupting  the  bead-roll  of  the 
Patriarch''8  posterity;  ^*  Providence  forbid  any 
Ketuxah  should  bring  me  such  a  progeny !  If  we 
cannot  put  up  the  little  Laird  o^  Monkshaugh  f 
the  Sourholes,  we  could  ill  fend  a^  that  generation. 
But  speak  out  your  honest  mind,  woman,*"  conti- 
nued Gideon,  checking  himself  in  what  he  called 
«  this  unseemly  crackling  of  mirth  like  thorns  un- 
der a  pot,^  into  which  he  had  been  betrayed — ^^  a 
simple  ae-fiiuld  tale  will  gang  farther  w^  me  than 
a**  that  beating  about  the  bush.  If  it  were  so 
ordered  that  I  needed  head  and  hands  to  set  the 
Sourholes  in  trim  for  a  refuge  to  this  distressed 


^*  The  Sourholes  wad  be  a  paradise  to  me — ^yea, 
a  garden  o^  Eden  wi^  goodly  boughs  on  a  wall  !^ 
sighed  Effie,  interrupting  him,  in  perfect  ecstacy. 

*^  To  set  the  Sourholes  in  order,  I  say,^  con- 
tinued Gideon,  half  smiling,  and  elevating  his 

VOL.  II.  K 


146  KLIZABliXa    DE    DKtJCE. 

voice,  "  ye  would  be  my  marrow  yourself?  h 
that  what  ye  would  he  at  ?" 

Three  times  did  Effie  dip  to  the  ground,  each 
curtsy,  in  regular  gradation,  lower  thsD  that  which 
preceded  it,  while  she  sighed  out,  "  It's  no  for 
the  humble  hand-maiden  to  gainsay  the  will  and 
visible  finger  o'  Providence  to  be  seen  in  this  dis- 
pensation" 

"  Tuts !  tuts !"  cried  Gideon,  who  dealt  in  "  ru». 
set  yeas,  and  honest  kersey  nays,"  much  more  than 
was  usual  in  his  day  and  calling ;  "  that^s  a^  true ; 
but  a  purpose  o'  convenient  matrimony,  between 
elderly  follis  lilic  us,  EtTic,  is  as  much  in  the  na- 
ture of  a  civil  contract  as " 

"  (;ivil  r  exclaimed  Eifie,  "  Yea,  indeed,  ci- 
vil !  and  mair  than  civil — worthy,  kind  Mr.  Gi- 
deon— now  I  may  say  my  ain  Mr.  Gideon." 

"  Weel,  but,  Eflie,"  said  Gideon  seriously, 
"  ye  must  nn  fa'  in  love  wi'  me,  nor  mak'  a  phrase, 
for  I  can  thole  that  at  no  hand."  Thus  check- 
ed, Effie  endeavoured  to  restrain  the  outward  de- 
monstraticms  of  her  fondness, 

"  And  when  may  it — the  ceremony — be  gone 
about  ?  Whitsunday  is  at  hand,  and  I  will  be  in 
a  nervbh  twitter  till   it  bo  wcel  owre  our  heads," 
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said  EfEe.      "  But  the  Session   will  surely    be 
conforming  ?■" 

The  Kirk  Session  of  the  Souiholee,  like  the  c^ 
binet  ministers  of  a  limited  monarch,  expected  at 
least  a  veto  in  the  alliance  of  their  pastors ;  but 
Effie,  a  wily  politician,  bad  already  sounded  them 
at  a  distance,  and  disposed  them  to  her  purpose. 
Her  last  web  had  been  given  to  Saunders  Clews, 
weaver  and  elder  in  Sourholes — her  last  shoes  had 
been  prospectively  ordered  firom  Lowiic  Lingle, 
shoemaker,  and  also  elder  in  that  place.  She  was, 
moreover,  a  member  of  the  congregation,  a  Baming 
professor,  and  "a  douce,  weel-tochered,  auld  las&— 
a  great  gear-gatherer,"  as  her  fellow-christians 
termed  it — so  that,  upon  the  whole,  the  course  of 
Eflie's  true  love  promised  now  to  run  very  smooth- 

Doling  the  short  walk  which  brought  them  to 
Monkshaugh,  Gideon  vouchsafed  not  another 
word  to  his  timid  love,  who  walked  by  his  side  in 
joy  and  pride ;  and  at  last  fairly  ventured  to  touch 
hiB  coat-slccvc  with  the  ends  of  her  fingers — at 
arm's  length  off  however,  and  in  the  gingerly  way 
in  which  a  sagacious,  yet  luxurious  rat  approaches 
a  veil-baited  trap,  aware  of  the  danger,  but  unable 
to  resist  the  bait. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

THE  FLIGHT. 

'■  Hew  aioe  my  mu  i'  the  ilocki  ?" 

/,mr. 

At  the  threshold  the  plighted  lovers  parted; 
Effie  to  compose  her  ruffled  spirits  and  enjoy  her 
triumph  in  her  own  regions  of  sovereignty,  and  Gi- 
deon to  give  an  account  of  his  unsuccessiiil  embas- 
sy. Monkshaugh  was  up  and  dressed,  fretful  and 
feverish  with  eagerness  to  leave  a  mansion  in  whicli 
every  article  was  now  the  property  of  Mr.  Hutchen, 
polluted  by  the  contamination  of  legal  seizure. 

Not  Lear,  when  with  bitter  and  indignant  an- 
guish he  exclaimed  in  the  words  of  our  motto,  could 
have  felt  hotter  displeasure  than  the  Laird  of 
Monkshaugh,  when  informed  that  his  favourite  ser- 
vant was  a  prisoner.  Elizabeth,  alarmed  lest  his 
violence  might  bring  on  another  paroxysm  of  ill- 
ness, tried  to  sooth  him  by  everj'  gentle  art ;  and 
fie  gradually  became  more  calm. 
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Gideon,  in  rendering  an  account  of  his  mission, 
not  spare  himself;  and  on  his  acknowledged 
unprudent  defiance,  which  was  a  balm  to  the  irri- 
tated spirit  of  Monkshaugh,  Elisabeth  founded  a 
new  hope,  and  ordered  Baby  Strang,  now  the  only 
useful  servant  of  the  household,  to  saddle  her  little 
Titania. 

**  Be  not  displeased  with  me,^  said  she,  ^^  if  I 
entreat  of  you,  even  for  my  own  sake,  permission 
to  wait  on  Mr.  Hutchen.  If  his  heart  be  not  as 
hard  as  the  nether  millstone — ^if  he  be  not  a  fool 
m  well  as  a  knave,  he  must  consent  to  your  retiring 
to  the  Sanctuary  till  we  obtain  the  advice  of  Wolfe. 
There  too  you  will  obtain  the  best  medical  assist- 
ance. It  cannot  advantage  that  man,  Hutchen,  to 
bring  himself  still  more  under  the  lash  of  tongues 
by  cruelty  as  wanton  as  it  is  useless.  I  will  obtain 
firom  his  prudence,  from  his  dread  of  opinion,  what 
his  justice  would  refuse  to  us.**^ 

*^  So  your  kindness  would  make  me  an  Abbey 
Laird — the  first  Monkshaugh  that  ever  sought  sic 
harbourage,"^  said  Monkshaugh,  peevishly.  *^  This 
ye  would  humble  yourself  to  crave  as  a  boon  from 
John  Hurcheon  ?  No,  Elisabeth,  by  my  consent, 
never  !  If  I  have  not  lived  in  aU  things  with  the 
spirit  of  my  forebears,  let  me  at  least  die  with  it."^ 
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"  Alas  !"  returned  Elizabeth,  "  where  is  the 
dignity  of  idly  braving  those  we  cannot  subdue  f 
Allow  me,  I  entreat  you,  to  make  the  triaL  No 
fear  of  undue  humiliation  on  my  part.  As  a  de 
Bruce  I  never  stood  more  proudly  than  now ;  ss 
a  Grahame,  if  you  will  allow  me  this  affinity,"  and 
she  sighed  and  blushed,  "  never  half  so  proud. 
The  honour  and  pride  of  both  families  are  safe  in 
my  keeping." 

"  Then  do  your  pleasure,  'Lizbeth,"  said 
Monkshaugh,— "  I  yield  to  her,  Mr.  Gideon.— I 
never  could  withstand  her  yet  in  the  most  senseless 
prank  she  ever  asked  me  to  countenance.  In  that 
place  I  may  give  her  my  protection  ;  ekewher^- 
in  prison — I  could  not  endure  to  see  a  woman, 
much  less  a  de  Bruce  near  me." 

"  Many,  many  thanks  for  this  concession  '.""  said 
Elizabeth,  with  animation ;  and,  pressing  his  hand, 
she  flew  off  to  equip  herself. 

"  My  best  blessing  goes  there  in  that  lassie," 
said  Monkshaugh,  much  afTected.  "  And  from  x 
dark  quarter  it  came ;  and,  blinded  and  thanklese 
man,  I  was  little  grateful  for  it. — But  there  has 
been  good  company  in  Holyrood  ere  now,  let  me 
tell  you,  Mr.  Gideon."  he  added,  changing  the 
subject.     "  Sir  John  Tillyho  ran  a  ram-race  wi' 


THE  FLIGHT.  151 

hofse,  and  hoimd,  and  horn,  till  he  landed  there. 

Mr. ,  of         ,  (a  family  not  much  under  the 

degree  of  our  ain)  the  great  miner  and  agricultural 
improYer,  wrote  there  his  Treatise  on  Ruta-baga  and 
Mangel-wunel,  highly  approved  both.  Pity  that 
the  drainers  of  bogs  should  so  often  land  i^  the 
mire  themselves.  My  friends  cannot  accuse  me  of 
beii^  an  improver,  at  any  rate.^ 
.  By  quoting  precedents,  and  talking  over  the  mat- 
ter, Monkshaugh,  in  a  short  time,  became  wonder- 
iuUy  reconciled  to  a  temporary  retirement ;  and 
even,  such  was  his  mental  constitution,  began  to 
feel  something  like  excitement,  and  to  enjoy  the 
edat  of  his  persecution. 

The  reception  of  Eliiabeth  at  the  Whim  was, 
if  not  kind,  yet  courteous  even  to  the  extreme 
point  of  the  most  scrupulous  politeness.  She  found 
Mr.  Hutchen  alone  ;  and  perceived  that  he  resolv- 
ed,  by  holding  her  visit  as  one  of  civility  to  the 
ladies  of  the  family,  to  elude,  as  long  as  he  possi- 
bly could,  the  purpose  for  which  she  really  came. 
**  Juliana,^  he  said,  "  who  had  come  by  an  ugly 
accident,  was  gone  out  for  an  airing  with  her  mo- 
ther.*" He  was  exceedingly  sorry  that  neither  of  the 
ladies  were  at  home  to  have  the  honour  of  receiv- 
ing Miss  dc  Bruce. — ''  If  I  am  right  in  my  style 
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of  address,"  said  he,  with  an  expreseion  of  face  tli»i 
gave  emphatic  meaning  to  the  words. 

"  And  if  wrong,"  said  Elizabeth,  while  her  co- 
lour rose  as  much  from  pride  as  firom  modesty — 
"  Mr.  Hutchen  will  the  more  readily  undtrrstand 
the  purport  of  this  visit — the  interest  I  ought  to 
feel  in  whatever  affects  the  honour  of  the  house  of 
Monkshaugh." 

"  Madam  ?"  said  Mr.  Hutchen,  with  real  or 
affected  astonishmeiit ;  and  Elizabeth,  apprehen- 
sive that  she  had  gone  too  far,  in  a  few  words  ex- 
plained the  purpose  of  her  visit. 

"  Misa  de  Bruce  is  surely  aware  that  the  credi. 
table  trick  which  was  played  last  night — I  say  not 
by  whose  instigation — has  made  Mr.  Grahatne 
master  of  his  own  actions  fur  the  time,  and  put  it 
out  of  my  power  either  to  grant  or  to  refuse  what 
Miss  de  Bruce  truly  calls  her  first  request  to  h«r 
noble  father's  agent." 

"  You  know  little  of  the  character  cif  Mr. 
Grahame,  if  you  suppose  him  capable  of  making 
his  personal  advantage  of  any  one's  fraud,"  return- 
ed Elizabeth,  "  I  have  not  lived  very  long,  Mr. 
Hutchen ;  but  I  have  nevertheless  learned  that 
the  power  of  intellect,  and  the  sent'mient  of  inte- 
grity, are  things  very  different — or  at  least  are  not 
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necesiarily  allied  Mr.  Grahame,  in  the  house 
that  was  hia  ancestofs,  awaits  his  fiite  wbaterer 
that  may  be.  It  is  in  your  power  to  make  him  a 
prisoner ;  but  to  make  him  a  dishonourable  man 
is  beyond  human  power.  Mr.  Grahame  never 
once  hesitated,  never  once  considered  for  a  mo- 
ment the  part  which  it  became  him  as  a  gentleman 
to  act  on  the  unexpected  emergency  created  by  the 
loss  of  your  people^s  papers."^ 

Whether  it  was  that  the  alchymy  of  Eliiabeth 
had  power  to  extract  the  soul  of  goodness  from 
tilings  evil,  or  that  Mr.  Hutchen  was  really  glad 
of  an  opportunity  of  doing  a  gracious  act,  while  he 
staid  that  clamour  of  tongues  of  which  the  echo 
had  already  stunned  him,  his  part  was  instantly 
decided ;  and,  that  resolved,  his  manner  became  so 
frank  and  specious,  that  the  generous  heart  of  Eli- 
sabeth smote  her  as  if  her  former  suspicions  and 
evU  opinion  did  him  wrong.  Under  this  impres- 
sion, she  made  her  acknowledgments  for  the  frank 
courtesy  with  which  her  request  was  granted. 

"  Tell  my  worthy  friend.  Godly  Gideon,""  said 
Hutchen,  smiling,  «  that  young  ladies  are  more 
akilfiil  negotiators  than  bearded  divines.  Had  he, 
and  another  person  whom  I  need  not  name,  been 
more  sparing  of  insulting  speech,  Miss  de  Bruce 
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TouU  have  be«n  uved  the  trouble  of  tbe  visit 
whicfa  does  me  so  mudi  honour.  There  sre  things 
—trifles  too— whic^  no  nun  can,  nor  ought  to  bear. 
Gideon's  seal  oHisumes  him,  honest  man ;  but  I 
can  forgive  him  unce  he  gives  me  an  opportunity 
of  speaking  to  you.  Miss  Elixabeth,  of  your  noble 
btber." 

"  What,  of  my  &ther  ?""  cried  Elisabeth,  who 
for  years  had  sickbed  over  the  unvarying  monthly 
bulletin  of  the  medical  attendant  of  that  unh«p[^ 
nobleman — "  Same  sute" — "  no  better" — "  no  «- 
mendm^it,"  prefixed  to  some  disgusting  tedmical 
jargon,  alike  revolung  to  her  filial  feelings  and  her 
womanly  tastes-   Long  had  she  i^arded  tbe  condi- 
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is  ezodknt ;  many  happy  yean  may  await  him 
yet" 

^  Gruit  It  Heayens !"  cried  Elisabeth,  fervently 
dasjnng  her  hands,  while  her  eyes  streamed  in  an 
ecstacy  of  gratitude  and  tenderness.  ^^  Now  then, 
at  last,  I  may  go  to  my  father  !*" 

<<  Not  to  be  thought  of  yet  I""  said  Hutchen. 
^  AH  agitating  emotions  are  to  be  avoided.  You 
remember  the  dreadful  paroxysm  your  presence 
finrmerly  threw  him  into.*^  Elisabeth  with  agony 
remembered  this,  though  her  age  at  the  time  when 
die  interview  took  place  did  not  exceed  seven 
years. 

*'  The  feeble  spark  must  be  cherished,  and  per- 
mitted to  gather  strength  gradually,''  said  Hut- 
chen. ^^  I  am  advised  to  have  my  Lord  removed 
hither  to  the  happy  familiar  scenes  of  his  boy- 
hood; and  the  opportunity  is  favourable.  My 
wife  and  daughter  are  devoted  to  my  wishes  on 
this  subject ;  his  Lordship  shewed  a  marked  predi- 
lection for  Juliana  when  she  was  a  child.*" 

^<  And  I  may  not  see  my  father  ?^  said  Eliza- 
beth, in  tones  of  the  deepest  emotion.  ^^  Oh  ! 
surely  he  could  learn  to  bear  mc — ^perhaps  to  love 
me.  God  knows  how  much  it  is  my  wish  to  de- 
vote myself  to  him  I"" 
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"  You  know  best  how  your  duty  and  wishee 
Bquare,"  said  Hutchen,  with  a  marked  smile.  "  At 
all  events,  your  kindness  in  this  instance  would 
frustrate  its  own  purpose.  You  will  easily,  on  re- 
flection, perceive  how  improper  such  an  intercourse 
would  be  at  present." 

If  the  physicians  think  so,  I  must  and  will 
acquiesce,"^  said  Elizabeth;  "  not  otherwise.  But 
even  now,  surely,  I  may  be  informed  every  day  of 
the  progress  of  bis  recovery  ?  It  is  now,  indeed,  I 
regret  that  I  am  pledged  to  follow  Monkshaugh ; 
not,  however,  if  I  can  be  admitted  to  attend  my 
father." 

"  Happy  father  of  a  child  so  dutiful .'"  said 
Hutchen,  with  a  lurking  sneer,  that  withered  the 
conscious  heart  of  Elizabeth. — In  the  agitation  of 
the  moment  she  forgot  to  leave  compliments  for 
the  ladies,  or  condolences  for  Juliana.  \\"m- 
nowing  the  wind,  the  feather-heeled  Tiunia  soon 
reached,  with  her  fair  rider,  the  old  mossy  avenue 
of  Monkshaugh. 

While  Gideon  was  breaking  his  fast,  which, 
being  so  long  delayed,  was  done  at  last  with  a 
vengeance,  the  blushing  Effie  communicated  her 
happiness  to  her  master,  and  made  him  a  rather 
premature  offer  of  the  hospitality  of  the  Southoles, 
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^  fiir  a  reMonable  bovd  wage^  the  insiniuitecL 
The  propoeal  so  made  stirred  up  to  wrath  erery 
drop  of  gentle  blood  in  Monkshaugh^s  body. 

*'  Ay,  quotha  !*"  as  Gideon  wiping  his  mouthy 
upon  *<  reluming  thanks,^  rejoined  him.  *^  This 
is  a  brare  march  ye  have  stolen  on  us  this  mom- 
ii^.  And  yet  I  cannot  help  thinking,  that  though 
Jdm  Hutchen^s  debtor,  I^m  Effie  Fechnie^s  mas- 
ter yet,  and  hare  been  so  going  forty  years,  and 
ni%ht  hare  been  acknowledged  in  a  step  that 
was  to  deprire  me  of  a  housekeeper — ^though  ye 
m^ht  think  this  was  the  less  matter,  as  Ebbie 
Stanchels,  the  captain  of  the  Rookstown  tolbooth, 
was  now  likely  for  some  time  to  keep  house  for 
that  *  Prinkie  boddie,^  the  auld  Laird  of  Monks- 
haugh, — the  dead  lion  that  ilka  carle  may  now 
hare  a  fling  at^ 

'^  De^il  a  muckle  o**  the  lion  !^  whispered  Frisel, 
who  glided  into  the  room  by  his  jHivate  waiting 
door,  as  if  shod  with  felt. 

^^  Laird  of  Monkshaugh,  this  is  less  than  kind  !^ 
said  Gideon,  in  a  quivering  voice ;  and  his  tawny- 
grey  eyes  glistened  as  he  turned  away  his  head ; 
'*  but  it  ill  becomes  me,  either  as  a  man  or  a  Chris- 
dan,  to  take  amiss  the  curt  word  that  anger  wrings 
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from  sorrow."  He  wslked  forth  to  compose  him- 
self. 

"  Master  mine,  ye  wrarg  tbe  Iticdcst  soul  that 
ercr  tabernacled  in  earthly  cUy  imd  Galashiels" 
grey  cloth,"  Eaid  the  Whittret,  "  1  clapped  behint 
the  hedge  in  the  Ducot  park,  and  heard  ilka  word 
o'  the  courtship." 

"  And  where  come  ye  &om,  ye  de'il's  buckie  ?" 
said  the  Laird,  while  his  eyes  danced  with  delight 
over  his  menyman.  "  You — ye  loon,  that  have 
tricked  John  Hurcheon,  and  brought  suspicion  and 
disgrace  on  your  master's  house  by  your  unlawftd 
pranks." 

"  From  where  I  dauma  weel  be  seen,  as  the 
balland  says,"  replied  Francie,  who  for  many 
years  had  held  the  plummet,  which  in  an  instant 
sounded  all  the  depths  and  shallows  of  the  Laird's 
moods,  whether  of  delight  or  displeasure.  "  Even 
from  the  fords  of  Oran,  where  I  took  leave  to  gi> 
Tam  Thiet-taker  and  his  billy  a  loup  in  the  free 
May-flood  to  caller  them.  Had  ye  but  seen,  Laird, 
how  Tam  s(|ualtered  i'  the  water  !" 

"  And  ye'll  squatter — and  that  in  a  hempen 
gravat,  if  ye  makna  yoursel"  scarce,"  said  the 
bride,    who   followed    Friscl  from  a  mixture  of 


THE  FLIGHT  159 

motires.  ^^  Here  is  a  pack  of  duds  for  your 
graceless  face.  I  thought  it  might  have  shown 
itsel*'  amang  better  folks^  on  an  approaching  occa- 
sion; for  I  was  resolved,  Monkshaugh,  not  to 
overlook  my  auld  fellow-servants,  or  to  make  fish 
of  one  and  flesh  of  another,  though  by  Providence 
raised,  wi^  a  blessing,  a  degree  aboon        "" 

**  Hech,  but  we  are  on  our  high  horse  this 
morning  !^  put  in  the  Whittret.  ^^  Thank  your 
ain  four  quarters,  Effie.  Let  Providence  take  care 
of  whom  it  will,  ye  can  take  care  of  yourseP,  lass. 
Ken  ye,  my  merry  maiden,  wha  was  playing 
^  bo|^ie  about  the  stacks,"  and  heard  every  word? 
Master,  as  ye  are  a  gay  bachelor  like  myseP,  wi** 
pardon  for  the  comparison,  would  ye  like  to  hear 
the  first  words  of  a  courtship— wi**  Scripture  war- 
randice ?^ — and  he  mimicked  the  nasal  twang  of 
Effie. 

« 

"  Hold  the  ill-scrapit  tongue  of  ye  !*"  cried  Effie, 
with  a  face  between  tragedy  and  comedy  ;  and  she 
shook  her  clenched  fist  at  him.  ^^  Command  his 
silence,  Monkshaugh,  for  he  is  enough  to  put  a 
badger  to  the  blush ;  and  as  I  shall  declare,  the 
hot  foot  of  the  pursuer  is  in  the  court  of  Monks- 
haugh."" 

"  It  is  Leddy  Xixbeth's  little  Titty-annie,''  said 


Frieel ;  and,  glancing  un  Elfie,  lie  continued, 
"  wliich  bore  him  Jokshan  and  Sliuah,  and  Me- 
dan  and  Midian."  Effie  looked  as  if  she  would 
have  burst  with  spite ;  and  yet  she  looked  implor- 
ingly, as  if  craving  his  forbearance. 

"  I  ne'er  heard  Titania's  pedigree  before,"  said 
the  Laiid ;  "  hut  it  is  Titania,  is  the  beastie's  name 
— that  is  the  Queen  of  the  Fairies,  m  Mr.  William 
Shakspeare's  play  of  Macbeth  the  Usurper,  and  not 
Titty-annie,  as  I  have  twenty  times  telled  ye:  and 
to  see  ye  leaving  a  Scotch  gentleman's  house  that 
was  colled  to  the  bat,  an  ignoramus  auch  as  would 
disgrace  the    family  of   an    English    Yorksliire 

squire,  or   a    Somersetshire   J.  P  !" No   one 

knew  the  real  name  better  than  Frisel ;  but  he 
loved  to  come  under  his  learned  master's  correc- 
tioa. 

"Tit-annie,  or  Queen  of  the  Fairies,  it's  a'' ane," 
said  Francie.  "  She  cam'  frae  the  King  o'  gude 
fallows,  and  that's  a  better  story  ;  and  to  him  I 
am  boune.  The  bonnie  bride  says  weel,  master — 
though  she  has  ta'en  the  gee — I  maun  put  the 
braid  water  between  me  and  the  green  holms  o' 
Monkshaugli;  for,  if  John  Hutchen  let  down  his 
grannie's  lucken-brows,  this  country-side  will  be 
owre  hot  to  hold  him  and  me  baith.     They  are 
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hot-foot  after  mc  now — and  I  durstna  have  come 
in  speech  of  you,  my  honoured  master,  but  that 
the  Pitbauchlie  colliers,  who  aye  bore  a  frank  good- 
will to  the  house  o**  Monkshaugh,  sent  them — 
Tarn  and  his  billy— down  a  hcugh  to  look  after 
me,  and  forgot  to  let  down  the  bucket  to  draw 
them  up  again,  till  Leddy  Xixbeth  and  you  get 
time  to  put  a  long  night  of  grace  between  you  and 
the  gled's  grips.*" 

**  They Ve  no  ill  creatures — ^they  are  gude  crea- 
tures, thae  blackened,  brucket  colliers,""  said 
Monkshaugh,  much  affected  with  this  proof  of 
good-will ;  "  and  ye  may  tell  the  ground  officer 
from  me,  Francie,  to  let  them  cut  their  bits  o** 
wands  for  creels  to  their  bearers  in  the  dean 
wood,  trusting  to  their  honour  to  keep  ftac  the 
young  timber.  But  the  Lord  help  me,  what  do 
I  say !  There  is  not  a  riding  switch  in  a^  the 
braes  o^  Monkshaugh  I  dare  this  day  ca^  my  ain 
property.  We  have  *  stooped  our  leafy  crest,'  in- 
deed, Francie.  But  another  day  may  come  when 
my  head  is  below  the  mould ;  and  ye  come  well 
to  witness,  Xizbeth.  Let  not  this  be  forgotten 
to  thae  blackened  Pitbauchlie  colliers.'*' 

Monkshaugh  appeared  more  affected  by  this 
fresh  instance  of  the  popularity  of  his  ancient  fa- 
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mily,  than  interested  ia  the  result  of  Elizabeth's 
application.  Still  more  deeply  was  he  affected 
vlien  made  acqutiintcd  nith  the  reasons  of  Gi- 
deon's matrimonial  overture. 

"  The  honest  man  !  the  kind,  honest,  single- 
hearted.  Christian  man  !  Though  he  did  undoubt- 
edly call  me  a  '  Prinkie  boddie,'  it  was  but  a  hasty 
word,"  said  the  I-aird  affectionately.  "  This  shall 
not  be  forgotten  to  liim  by  me  nor  mine.  But 
I'll  forbid  the  bans !  he  is  e'en  owic  gude  for  the 
din  damosel,  the  best  day  she  ever  stood  in  Monks- 
haugh  pantrj'." 

"  Indeed,  Laird,  yc'll  do  nae  sic  thing ;  and 
these  are  my  parting  words  o'  wisdom.  She  has 
plenty  and  can  manage  it  weel ;  and  the  flock  o' 
the  Sourholes  arc  but  thrawti  fractious  tups  to 
guide,  the  maist  o'  them.  Besides,  wad  ye  cross 
a  leal  maiden  in  her  true  love  ? — Fie,  Laird  !" 

"  Frisei,  you  dally  too  long  in  idle  merriment," 
said  Elizabeth  seriously.  "  Know  ye  whither  ye 
are  boundP  Have  ye  money  for  travelling  chaises? 
Take  this  and  instantly  begone  !  You  have  acted 
very  foolishly  ;  but  still — " 

"  If  I  ha'e  been  the  fule,  I  maun  dree  the  fiile's 
weird,  leddy.  But  put  up  your  wee  green  pursie. 
— Na,  if  ye  insist,  it  does  not  become  me  to  gain- 
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say  your  fiuhef  a  dochter ;  but  I  have  found  a 
friend  will  bring  roe  to  speech  of  another  friend, 
in  another  land ;  and  that  may  be  better  for  us 
alL" 

<*  If  yoii  could  indeed  reach  Captain  Wolfe,*" 
■aid  ElizabetL — ^^But  stay — might  he  not  be 
Uamed  for  harbouring  one  fled  on  such  cause  P^ 

*'  Fled  on  what  cause  r  cried  Monkshaugh,  im- 
patently ;  ^^  trying  to  save  a  not  unkind  auld  mas- 
tor  from  the  grips  of  John  Hurcheon  ?  There 
Bii^t,  eren  in  your  eyes,  ^Lisbeth,  be  worse 
fiiults ;  but  the  Laird  of  Harletillum  seems  to  have 
cast  his  glamour  owre  you  with  all  the  rest.^ 

**  I  am,  indeed,  bound  to  that  man  this  day,^ 
■aid  Elisabeth ;  and  she  sat  down,  and  with  her 
hands  covered  her  dewy  eyes.  ^^  He  has  given 
me  the  most  precious  of  blessings — tidings  of  my 
fiither^s  restoration  to  himself— -to  reason— to  hap- 
piness— to  our  affections  !^ 

<' Elisabeth,""  said  Monkshaugh,  <<  this  is  bless- 
ed news  indeed !  My  dear  and  noble  kinsman ! 
If  this  were  true,  I  could  forgive  John  Hurcheon 
all  the  evil  he  has  wrought  on  us.<^-But  I  forget 
your  strait,  my  poor  knave.  Run  for  it  now, 
Fiaodt.  Take  this  trifle-Hiuld  guineas,  purse- 
pennies— 4>ut  I    ha'e  nae  ither  change  just  at 
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hand ;  and  your  master's  blessing. — Send  in  Mr. 
on  to  hear  the  heart-cheering  tidings ;  and, 
remember,  wherever  an  ill  wind  blaws  ye,  that  if 
Monkshaugh  tinds  i  «pot  for  his  silver  hairs — 

that  is  speaking  metapncricslly  in  respect  of  my 
periwig — ^ye  shall  not  have  far  to  seek  one,  my  poor 
knave.  So  keep  yoursel'  clean  and  snod  in  your 
linen  and  hose,  Francic,  and  free  of  ill  company ; 
and  send  us  tidings  of  you — to  the  Abbey  of 
Holyrood  is  it,  Elizabeth  ?  Has  John  Hurcheoii 
done  Robert  Grahamc  nf  Monkshaugh  that 
grace  .'*'' 

"  This  was  frankly  conceded,"  replied  Elizabeth- 
"  Then  write  us  at  HoIjTood,"  said  the  Laird, 
sighing  softly ;  "  tlic  address,  plain  '  Mr.  Robert 
Grahamc.'     While  we  are  Abbey  lairds   we  re- 
main ina)g." 

Frisel,  who,  it  may  be  remembered,  had  been 
picked  up  a  foundling  at  his  master's  door,  was  a 
good  deal  affected  by  this  parting  address ;  and 
stood  in  the  unwonted  attitude  of  hanging  his 
head  on  his  breast ;  but  he  again  erected  his  crest, 
muttering — "Incog!  faith  that  may  be  the  gen- 
tle phrase ;  but  I  fear  it's  like  to  be  out-cog, 
toom  bicker  !  However,  if  I  get  to  speech  o"  Cap- 
tain \VoIfe — " 
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^^  Ay,  of  him  that  must  be  nameless,  Francic ; 
let  your  first  words  not  be  of  worthless  me,  who  am 
M  it  were  one  of  the  lesser  barons,  but  of  the  re- 
storation of  our  noble  kinsman,  the  Lord  de  Bruce ; 
finr  the  which  blessing  I  shall  order  Efiie  Fechnie 
to  deal  a  dole  of  meal,  and  a  shilling  Scot^s  money, 
to  every  poor  wife  in  the  four  hill-side  parishes, 
which  wiU  be  more  befitting  than  bale-fires  or  ban- 
quetings,  in  the  present  circumstances  of  a  famQy 
in  close  propinquity  to  his  noble  house.^ 

^  My  first  word,  as  God  shall  help  mc,  will 
surely  be  of  the  Lord  de  Bruce  !^  said  Frisel,  with 
energy  that  made  Elizabeth  start  and  fix  her 
eyes  keenly  upon  the  speaker.  Her  thoughts  had 
been  all  wrapt  in  her  father's  recovery.  Some 
timid  doubts  stole  over  her  mind  of  how  he  was  to 
receive  information  of  a  union  contracted  as  if  he 
had  been  voiceless  in  the  disposal  of  his  only  child, 
or  as  if  regarded  by  her  as  already  dead.  ^^  But 
he  shall  have  no  cause  to  blush  for  the  son  whom 
I  have  ^ven  him,^  thought  she ;  and  she  raised 
her  head  in  the  glowing  pride  of  affection,  as  the 
solemn  words  of  Frisel  fell  on  her  ear. 

"  My  first  word  will  surely  be  of  the  Lord  dc 
Bruce,^  repeated  Frisel,  ^'  and  of  the  black  and 
hellish  villany  hatching  against  him  and  his.-— 
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Yflui'  noWe  father  k  not  recoveped,  kdy.  Would 
to  God  he  were !  That  iubii'h  power  is  like  the 
foul  Jiend's.  He  can  crush  and  wither — but  he 
caona  restore.  ningled  the  wormwood 

and  the  gall ;  but  n  muist  be  miniatered  b]r 

other  hands — e  js,  lady." 

Elizabeth  c         a  uvr  white  hands  or  her  bo- 
som, inwardly  p  at  eo  it  might  be ;  and 
then  looked  up  eagerly  expecting  what   waa  la    ' 
foUow.  ' 

"  Your  noble  father  is  not  yet  much  better," 
continued  he;  "but  it  suits  the  Laird  of  Harleul- 
lum  to  have  it  so.  He  would  have  a  lordly  son- 
in-law  to  grace  his  house,  failing  in  other  projects ; 
and  would  give  you,  lady,  a  young  good-dame  to 
love  and  to  look  up  to." 

Elizabetli  sprang  to  her  feet  like  some  marble 
statue  suddenly  touched  to  life  by  a  talismanie 
Kpell, — her  figure  dilating  beyond  its  ordinary 
height,  her  arms  outstretched,  her  eyes  wild  and 
starting,  her  veins  swollen,  and  her  voice  choked 
and  inarticulate  with  the  struggle  of  maddened 
passions.  The  language  held  to  hcrscli'  returned 
in  fearfiil  confirmation  of  what  she  now  heard, 

"  Say  it  again  !"  she  exclaimed.  "  Repeat  it 
once  more  !— My  ringing  cars  have  played  mc 
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hiae  !— Say— ^hall  my  father— my  /a^Aer— -the 
unhappy  Lord  de  Bruce— shall  he  be  made  ? 
The  very  stones  of  the  earth  would  cry  out  against 
sodi  outrage  !  Oh,  I  shall  go  mad  r  was  her 
thought,  ^^now<— now,  when  I  need  reason  the  most  !^ 
She  clasped  her  hands  on  her  burning  forehead  in 
unutterable  agony.  Even  now,  in  this  wild  tu- 
mult of  her  feelings,  she  fancied  the  sudden  ap- 
proach of  the  fearful  malady  to  which,  from  her 
birth,  she  imagined  she  had  ever  been  liable — now, 
when  all  her  powers  and  faculties  were  required  to 
protect  herself,  her  father,  all  she  loved,  from  the 
shameful  villany  and  miserable  disgrace  meditated 
against  them. 

From  the  ineffable  horror  of  this  paroxysm  she 
was  recalled  by  the  voice  of  Mr.  Haliburton,  who, 
with  Monkshaugh,  was  interrogating  Frisel  re- 
garding all  he  had  heard  of  this  mysterious  affair. 
His  account  was  clear  and  consistent.  The  intel- 
ligence, originally  gleaned  by  his  peculiar  industry 
among  the  Harletillum  domestics,  had  been  con- 
firmed by  other  information,  the  source  of  which 
he  would  not  unfold,  though  it  was  probably  Jaco- 
bina'^s  papers.  The  medical  attendant,  Dr.  Mallock, 
was,  he  said,  busy  spreading  reports  of  the  amend- 


cd  health  of  Lord  tie  Bruce,  prclimiDarj-  to  the 
roensurcs  meditated  by  hie  patron. 

FriscI  had  been  betrayed,  partly  perhaps  by  the 
vanity  of  possessing  «  sirn-t  of  such  importance, 
and  partly  by  his  warr  feeling,  into  a  prema- 

ture disclosure  of  th  id  plot.     His  prudent 

original  pui^se  hat  a  lind  his  young  mastci, 
and  to  Iiis  car  alone  commit  what  so  materially 
concerned  his  honour  and  interest,  if  it  were  indeed 
true. 

"  If  I  should  speak  till  Martlemas,"  said  he  to 
the  questioners,  "  I  could  tell  no  more.  Mr. 
John  Hutehen  fancies  he  cannot  get  the  heir-at- 
law,  and  so  wishes  tt)  make  his  daughter  a  lady  at 
ony  rate." 

How  rapid  is  the  conception  and  lightning  speed 
o(  ideas  in  moments  of  strong  mental  agitation  ! 
The  mind  of  Elizabeth  had  alrcatly  flashetl  through 
every  region  of  mortal  thought. 

"  That  man  cannot  be  so  absolute  a  fiend — 
cannot  be  capable  of  such  unimaginable  villany  ! 
He  is  a  father,"  said  she,  more  calmly.  "  But  I 
will  be  cautious  and  distrustful  where  the  stake  is 
so  great.  Fly,  sir,  for  your  own  sake  and  muie, 
I  can  trust  you.      T-Av  this — and  this — and  alt  I 
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possess.^  And  she  hastily  tore  the  ornaments  firom 
her  neck,  and  the  rings  from  her  fingers.     ^^  And 
tell  your  master,  as  he  values  my  peace — my  life — 
my  honour — ^his  own — ^that  he  will  not  let  slumber 
close  his  eyes  till  he  is  with  me.     I  should  write — 
but  how  ? — Oh,  friends  ! — ^in  what  form  of  words 
could  a  daughter  speak  of  this  alliance  of  horror  ?^ 
Frisel  retired  to  the  kitchen,  and  gave  the  orna- 
ments to  the  keeping  of  Baby,  to  be  returned  to 
the  owner  at  a  quieter  season — shewed  Effie  the 
golden  purse-pieces  of  the  Laird,  for  the  amiable 
purpose  of  exciting  the  env)*  of  that  frugal  maiden, 
who  thought  all  lost  that  missed  herself, — with  a 
flourishing  caper  jumped  up  and  threw  his  arms 
around  her  long  scraggy  neck,  kissing  her,  in  her 
own  despite,  from  ear  to  ear — conferred  the  same 
parting  favour  on  Baby  Strang,  her  strapping 
niece,  and  then  speeded  on  as  if  he  had  borne  the 
fiery  cross  of  a  feudal  chief. 

^*'  I  wadna  for  twa^n''-a-plack  the  minister  had 
seen  him  !^  said  EfHe,  wiping  her  whiskers  firom 
the  contamination  of  FriseFs  salute.  ^^  Hc''8  a  bauld, 
beardie  boddie,  Francie,  knurl  as  he  is  in  bane 
and  bouk  ;  and  I  am  free  to  confess  that  Gideon 
Haliburton,  though  wc  stand  as  bride  and  bride- 
groom, bookit  and  proclaimed,  or  near  as  gude. 
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never  yet  laid  Up  to  mine,  which  shews  marvellous 
discretion  in  a  man  courting  a  l&ss  to  honourable 
tDatrimony.  But,  Baby,  baim,  yc  may  ream  the 
cogs  yoursel'  the  day,  for  my  hand  i§  iii  a  nervish 
tremouT  eVn  yet. — And,  as  I  shall  answer,  the 
muckle  yellow  buttcr-ba'  is  blubbering  after  that  ili- 
deedio  shrimp.  Take  shame  to  youreel",  wotnsn — 
wad  ye  wish  &r  ahusband,as  Tam  Thum))''s  mither 
r  the  picture-book  did  for  a  bairn,  were  he  no' 
the  Gize  o'  your  thumb  P" 

"  Many  is  the  day,  little  as  he  is,  he  stood  my 
part,  the  kind  creature,  when  I  wasna  Baby,  bairn," 
sobbed  the  gigantic  Cowslip  of  Monkshaugh,  any 
thing  but  gratified  by  the  dulcified  temper  so  sud- 
denly displayed  by  the  bride.  "  But  he's  no  here 
now  to  answer  it — and  there's  Pemickitie's  bell." 

"  Then  answer  it  yoursel","  said  Effie ;  "  and 
that  is  gude  crambo-chnk,  lass.  My  service  is 
done  in  this  house — Marriage  breaks  terms  all  the 
world  over.  Set  him  »ip ! — wi'  his  broad  gold 
pieces  to  a  law-breaking  land-louper,  and  never  to 
say,  '  Effie,  there's  a  bit  note  to  ye  to  buy  a  dud 
gown  or  a  suit  o'  ribbons,  now  ye're  gaun  to  change 
your  state,  after  being  a  score  years  about  the  toun.' 
But  I  ha'e  a  tea-and-sugar  business  in  Castleburn ; 
for  I  doubt,  after  a',  that  the  Sourholes'  manse,"  as 
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Effie,  henceforth,  christened  Gideon's  Hut,  *^  has 
but  a  toom  ambry.'" 

While  this  and  much  more  passed  in  the  kit- 
chen, Gideon,  with  the  mingled  consolations  of 
religion  and  of  reason,  strove  to  sooth  the  irritated 
mind  of  Elisabeth.  His  strong  assurance  confirm- 
ed  her  own  belief,  that  Wolfe  Grahame  would  stir 
heaven  and  earth  ere  he  permitted  the  consumma- 
tion of  perfidy  so  base,  brutality  so  unequalled ; 
which  was  alike  hostile  to  his  interests  as  an  heir, 
and  his  honour  as  the  nearest  kinsman  of  the  un- 
happy nobleman.  To  assurances  grounded  on  the 
spirit  and  firmness  of  him  so  dear  to  her  secret 
heart,  Elizabeth  bent  an  eager  ear,  even  while  she 
chided  herself  for  deriving  more  solace  from  them 
than  firom  those  higher  general  arguments  of  con- 
solation, so  earnestly  enforced  by  the  homely 
scriptural  eloquence  of  her  venerable  instructer. 
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CHAPTER  X. 


My  redoublHl  love  and  eve 
k-ud  alwut  th«  to  old  agf^ 
Ihingy  gratf  fill  chwre.1,  and  so  supply'd 
It  by  me  thoii'st  ](»l  tbou  leMt  aluiU  idiH 


Thf.  information  of  Frisel,  appalling  as  it  was, 
an  outrage  to  every  filial  sentiment  and  feeling  of 
delicacy  and  wonianlimtd,  made  no  change  in  the 
plans  of  Elizabeth.  Duty  and  affection  alike  en- 
joined lier  to  share  and  sootli  the  banitihmcnt  of  him 
who  stood  to  her  husband  in  the  place  of  a  father, 
of  her  own  old  indulgent  friend,  whose  virtues  and 
kindnesses  were,  in  lliis  trying  season,  all  freslily 
remembered. 

Monksbaugh  offered  but  a  feeble  opposition  to 
Elizabeth's  accompanying  him  to  the  Sanctuary 
of  Ilolyrood,  expecting,  and  indeed  wis^hing,  this 
opposition  to  he  over-ruled. 


"\ 


THE  DEPARTUBE.  173 

"  Nay,  give  way  to  her  kind  heart,'*'  said  Gi- 
deon. ^^  Entreat  her  not  to  leave  thee  nor  to  go 
back  from  following  thee.  Let  her  be  to  thee 
what  the  youthful  Ruth  was  to  the  aged  Naomi. 
No^  that  I  would  disparage  your  manhood.  Laird 
of  Monkshaugh,  by  comparing  yc  to  an  auld  wife ; 
though  I  wish  we  had  all  of  us  the  strong  faith 
and  long-headed  sagacity  of  that  mother  in  Israel.*" 

In  returning  from  the  Whim  through  the  hamlet 
of  Castlebum,  Elizabeth  had  ordered  the  only  chaise 
of  the  learned  host  of  ^^  The  Grahame  Arms,*"  a 
vehicle  hanging  to  one  side,  and  trundling  in  its 
nin  like  a  duck  with  a  broken  wing.  It  was  now 
arrived.  Monkshaugh  was  already  considerably 
recovered,  and  she  wished  to  give  him  no  leisure  for 
fond  regrets  or  lingering  farewells  ;  or,  what  was  as 
much  to  be  dreaded,  time  to  provide  against  all  the 
thousand  and  one  imaginary  wants  and  casualties 
to  which  they  might  be  exposed  in  a  barely  fur- 
nished lodging  house.  Every  really  necessary  ar- 
ndigement  she  had  made  herself,  with  such  consi- 
deration and  care  for  the  finical  habits  and  per- 
sonal nicety  so  characteristic  of  her  old  friend,  that 
Monkshaugh,  though  far  from  being  easily  con- 
tented in  such  petty  matters,  afterwards  declared, 
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that  "  be  missed  nothiDg  but  liis  ebony  boot-jack 
with  the  silver  hinge,   which  was  maybe  tlie 
matter  as  he  never  drew  a  boot  on  his  legs — and, 
moreover,  had  not  one  to  draw  on." 

Every  article  of  personal  equipment,  needful  to 
the  comfort  and  respectability  of  liim  who  now 
wholly  depended  on  her  judicious  care,  being  ar- 
ranged,  Elizabeth  gratified  her  n&tural  taste  by  the 
■election  of  a  few  stray  favourite  volumes  of  her 
own;  nor  in  the  midst  of  haste,  confusion,  and 
distress  of  mind,  was  there  omitted  one — ^not  even 
on«— of  the  numerous  scattered  tokens  which  she 
possessed  of  the  early  fondness,  and  later  affec- 
tionate remembrance  of  Wolfe  Grahame— dried 
plants,  and  mineralogical  specimens,  and  books, 
and  trifling  ornaments,  valueless  and  worthless  all 
in  the  eyes  of  the  indifferent,  but  each  prized  by 
Elizabeth  as  the  speaking  record  of  some  well- 
remembered  era  in  the  story  of  their  united  hearts. 
While  memory  retraced  the  bright  or  saddened, 
but  all  happy  because  united,  hours  which  those 
relics  chronicled,  and  while  the  heart  of  Eliza- 
beth burned  in  love  or  melted  in  tenderness  over 
them,— while  she  pressed  them  to  her  lips,  and 
wetted  them  with  tears,  her  feelings  true  to  evoy 
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▼axying  recdlection  with  which  they  were  fraught, 
the  mimmons  of  Gideon,  who  wished  to  bid  her 
fiffewell,  came  and  found  her  thus  ill  prepared. 

Gideon  had  already  taken  leave  of  the  Laird, 
and  now  only  waited  to  bestow  some  friendly  coun- 
sel, and  his  paternal  benediction  on  Elizabeth. 
Conaidenible  delicacy  marked  his  leave-taking  of 
Monkshaugh.  *^  He'*s  a  paughty  boddie,^  thought 
Gideon—*^  and  likes  weel  to  shew  the  manfii^  spi- 
rit, when  there  is  little  of  it  either  below  his  pow- 
dered periwig  or  ^broidered  just-au-corps.  When 
I  told  him,  as  beseemed  mine  office,  of  the  tune 
in  which  patient  Job  received  the  stroke  of  calam- 
ity, he  seemed  to  think  the  upright  man  of  Ui 
a  poor  precedent  for  the  lordly  Laird  of  Monks- 
haugh and  Kippencreery  Wester.  He  wad  like  ill 
that  the  auld  SourhoW  minister  saw  the  tear  in 
his  ee  that  John  Hutchen  had  power  to  wring 
finrth ;  nor  could  it  pleasure  me  to  behold  the  kind- 
ly auld  man  driven  desolate  from  his  father^s  heri- 
tage, whither,  alack  !  ^  the  spoilers  are  come  up."  ^ 
Gideon  groaned  as  he  looked  round  the  once  com- 
fertable,  well-frimished,  and  highly-ordered  family 
apartment,  where  he  had  spent  so  many  social 
hoars,  now  cheerless  and  cold,  and  lying  in  all  the 
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Utter  and  desoUtioii  in  wliich  the  men  of  justice 
bad  Id^  it. 

"  They  have  made  it  deeolate,"  said  he,  as  Eli- 
sabeth entered ;  "  and  being  desolate  it  raourncth 
unto  me."  After  a  little  pause,  he  added  more 
firmly — "  But  the  Portion  of  Jacob  is  not  lilic 
tlicm.  In  the  swellings  of  Jordan  may  He  be  with 
tlice,  my  dear  baim.  May  His  right  hand ''stablish 
thee,  and  bless  thee ;  yea,  with  the  blessing  of 
heaven  above,  and  with  the  blessing  of  the  deeps 
that  lie  under  !" 

Elizabeth  in  reverence  bent  her  beautiful  head 
beneath  the  good  man's  hand,  which  rested  light- 
ly over  its  glossy  curls  for  an  instant,  like  the  hand 
of  a  fond  father,  blessing  at  once  and  caressing.  Py 
her  the  benediction  of  an  arehbishoi)  could  not 
have  been  more  reverently  received  :  and  if  tnic 
and  fervent  piety,  warm  beneficence,  and  a  mind 
"  unspotted  by  the  world,'"  give  distinction — then 
might  honest  Gideon  have  ranked  verj'  high  in 
any  Christian  hierarchy. 

"  My  silly  heart  is  again  making  an  idol  to  iu 

seV  of  that  lassie,"  said  he  to  himself,  as  he  strode 

homewards,  wiping  the  unwonted  moisture  from 

his  eyes,  and  thinking  of  early  buried  affections ; 
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^and  I  will  ken  but  little  peace  or  comfort  till  her 
deUrenuice  is  wrought,  though  I  see  not,  in  my 
camil  blindness  and  unbelief,  the  earthly  instru- 
ment or  quarter  it  is  to  come  firae.'" 

Poor  Monkshaugh  had  shut  himself  up  for  a 
few  minutes  in  the  bed-chamber  of  his  ^^  ever-ho- 
noured mother  ;*"  but  he  now,  in  goodly  travelling 
guise,  joined  Elizabeth.  A  brown  camlet  ftill- 
skirted  riding  coat,  or  Joseph,  lined  with  cherry- 
ocdoured  silk,  was  tightly  buttoned  in  the  mid- 
dle over  his  usual  under  dress,  and  jutted  at  the 
haunches  like  the  surtout  of  a  modem  grass- 
hopper-waisted  exquisite.  A  Bandana  hand- 
kerchief protected  the  neatly  plaited  stock  of  white 
cambric,  just  shewing  the  glancing  gold  buckle; 
while  a  trot-cosey,  similar  in  texture  to  the  Joseph, 
with  far  descending  cape,  protected  the  powdered 
winglets  of  his  wig,  and  the  nice  jetty  nap  of  the 
small  hat  which,  in  Monkshaugh^s  keeping,  appear- 
ed, after  years  of  use,  to  improve  in  silky  gloss,  and 
in  that  spruce,  finical,  and  precise  air  which  well 
became,  and  was  indeed  inseparable  from,  hat  of 
his. 

**  Where  is  the  housekeeper,  Mistress  Effie 
FechnieP'^said  the  departing  Laird  to  Baby  Strang, 
now  the  only  efficient  member  of  his  household.  Ba- 
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by  aeoned  to  bear  malice— not  vould  she  tell  • 
lie.  She  tlicrctbre  mumbled  sometliing,  which  the 
vanity  snd  kindness  equally  DBtuisl  to  tlie  I^siid, 
interpreted  into  a  story  uf  Ellic'a  tender  feeling; 
fur  his  distress  and  exile  makiug  her  now  until  to 
appear.  A  bridal  gift,  and  a  message,  lofty  4nd 
gracious  but  kindly  withal,  promising  the  gude- 
wife  of  the  Sourholes  the  eoimtenance  and  protec- 
tion of  the  family  of  Monkshaugh  and  KJppeit 
crccry  Wester,  were  entrusted  to  Baby,  who  wsa 
also  herself  remembered,  though  the  ancient 
broad  gold  pieces — keepsakes  with  which,  in  day* 
of  yore,  maiden  aunts  and  kind  god-mothers  had 
endowed  the  pretty  netted  silken  purse  of  Master 
Itobby — were  fast  disappearing. 

"  I  canna — bear — to  see  ye — gang  away  your 
lane — Monkshaugh,"  sobbed  Baby,  in  inarticulate 
murmurs,  heaving  up  every  separate  word  as  a  na- 
tive of  the  emerald  isle  does  our  good  King^s  Eng- 
lish, as  if  the  very  language  were  a  bondage  un- 
der which  his  free  spirit  pants  and  labours — "  since 
he  is  awa — wha  kenned — a' — your  httle  ways—" 

"  The  quean  is  gacn  gyte,  'Lizbeth,"  said 
Monkshaugh,  uho  had  never  before  heard  Baby's 
voice  in  a  direct  address  to  liis  own  mightiness— 
"  My  little  ways  r 
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<<— >  Widioal  aae— 10  tend  ye— but  how  to  leave 
BUdL  Leddy-o-end  her  at  the  calving — ?^ 

^  No  more,'*  said  Elisabeth.  ''  Mr.  Gideon 
will  pqr  aU  arrears  of  wages.  Your  kindness  to  us 
ahaU  not  be  forgotten.^  Elizabeth  had  already,  in 
token  of  good-will  and  parting  kindness,  added 
such  little  gifts  to  those  of  Monkshaugh  as  she 
had  power  to  bestow.  Baby  respectfully  strug- 
gled witli  her  hysteric  grief;  and  the  melancholy 
p^rty  moved  ipto  the  hall. 

^*  ^Lisbeth  de  Bruce,^  said  Monkshaugh  ear* 
pestly ;  ^^  among  all  these  packages,  maik,  pock- 
manteaus,  and  night-sacks,  are  ye  sure  that  there 
is  not  so  much  as  the  paring  of  a  nail,  or  the  clip- 
inng  of  a  rag,  John  Hurcheon  can  call  his  by  right 
rflaw?^ 

^'  That  question  was  scarcely  needed,'"  replied 
Elisabeth,  whose  int^rity  was  high-toned,  even 
to  superstition.  ^^  This  one  lingering  spray ,""  and 
she  bent  her  lip  upon  the  opening  blossom  of  a 
oommon  white  rose,  ^^  is  all  I  carry  from  Monks- 
hauf^.'' 

«  Wolfe  Grahame^s  white  rose  tree,  from  the 
which  my  ever-honoured  mother  could  gather  her 
A  g^y  garland  for  the  eleventh  of  June ;  for  sbe^ 
like  yourser,  bore  aye  a  warm  breast  to  the  name 
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of  Stuut.     But  oh,  Elizabeth !  if  my  pride  of 
heart  hu  burdened  her  grandson's  inheritance,  and 

in  the  vulture's  grasp, as  I  sometimes  ftar' 
lOg,  'Lizbeth  !     Fie  on  me  to  fo^i 

18  to  bring  him  to  us,"  said  Elizabeth, 
have  feared  fur  all  these  things.  Take  my 
dear  s        le  —  "iross  this  threshold." 

'  Rather  let  i  Lizbeth — the  lang, 

,  cauldjBnd  lanely  acre  nae  John  Hur- 

tno  can  trouble  me — on  his  the  door-stane  of 
fathers'  duelling,  whi  ny  folly  has  forfeited 
Wolfe  Grahame.  Wov  d  it  not  he  better  for 
us  all,  that  from  this  spot  I  were,  in  this  hour,  borne 
to  a  dwelling  yet  quieter,  and  which  will  be  lange* 
mine  ?"  He  sunk  down  on  the  door-step,  over- 
come with  querulous  sorrow. 

The  figure  and  dress  of  Monkshsugh,  so  miK^ 
nt  variance  with  this  mood  of  lamentation,  and 
with  his  deep  and  sincere  distress  of  mind,  might 
hove  excited  the  laughter  of  a  person  less  interest- 
ed in  him  than  was  Elizabeth.  She,  with  gentle, 
patient, and  winning  endearment,  leaned  over  him, 
and  tried  to  sooth  the  feeble  and  wounded  spirit- 
to  reconcile  the  querulous  old  man  to  himself,  W 
to  invigorate  his  mind  with  the  generous  glow  • 
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hc^e— hope  which,  even  in  the  midst  of  the  deep- 
est external  desolation,  still  keeps  her  chosen  shrine 
in  the  heart'which  loves  and  is  beloved,  and 
which  even  now  nestled  waimly  in  the  bosom  of 
Elisabeth. 

At  length  they  were  seated  in  the  crasy  super- 
annuated post-chaise.  The  crack  of  the  posti- 
lion'*s  whip  sounded  through  the  deserted  court  like 
the  warning  bell  of  an  executioner.  Fugal,  who 
had  stepped  down,  and  now  hung  about  the  door, 
after  his  usual  military  salute,  was  profuse  of  low- 
lier greetings,  but  spoke  not  Baby  Strang  again 
lifted  up  her  voice  and  wept ;  and  the  house-dog, 
dther  from  sympathy  with  her,  or  from  instinctive 
sagacity, burst  into  long  dolorous howlings,retumed 
by  all  the  muffled  echoes  of  the  old  grey  walls  of 
Monkshaugh.  A  sudden  swirl  brought  into  the 
carriage  a  careering  shower  of  those  withered  leaves 
which  usually  lingered  on  the  boughs  of  Grog  and 
Magog  till  pushed  off  by  a  younger  generation.— 
They  fell  on  the  old  man's  head  and  breast :  he 
dianged  colour ;  and,  in  a  low  and  solemn  voice, 
but  with  entire  composure,  whispered, 

^*  Elizabeth  de  Bruce,  mark  my  words.  I  shall 
never  again  cross  that  threshold — I  am  assured  of 
it — ^it  is  shown  to  me.     Grant  me,  O  !        i^    His 
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ejaculatory  prayer  died  away  in  silence ;  and  Eli- 
zabeth could  only  perceive  the  pale  quivering  lips 
and  fervently  clasped  hands. 

There  is  ever  a  myeterioufi  and  overawing  power 
in  the  genuine  csliibition  of  that  strange  and  su- 
perstitious feeling  which  men  call  presentiment, 
which  no  im^inattvc  person  can,  or  perhaps  would 
wish,  wholly  to  overcome,  and  in  all  emotion  spring- 
ing ftom  a  supernatural  cause,  were  it  visible 
only  in  the  cowering  and  howling  of  a  dog,  or  in 
the  trembling  and  chill  perepiration  of  a  horse  when 
it  is  said  to  apprehend  the  approach  or  presence  of 
something  not  of  the  earth.  The  impression  which 
sunk  on  the  mind  of  Monkshaugh,  trivial  and  ac- 
cidental as  was  its  source,  was  too  sacred  and  power- 
ful to  be  treated  with  levity.  "  Be  our  trust  in 
Him  in  whose  hands  arc  the  issues  of  life  l""  whis- 
pered Elizabeth.  "  Amen,  my  dear !"  replied 
Monkshaugh  ;  and,  when  he  again  opened  bis 
eyes  they  had  passed  the  carriage  grassy  avenue, 
where  broad  golden  lights  and  black  massive  sha- 
dows were  already  falling  through  the  huge  limbs 
of  trees  now  all  clad  in  their  fresh  spring  liveries. 
The  next  mile  was  travelled  in  silence  i  Eliza- 
beth sometimes  unconsciouHly  stealing  a  backward 
look,  through  tears  which  blinded  but  fell  not,  on 
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ihe  reeodiiig  cAgeclR  of  her  eurly  and  most  endecrcd 
retMet&mi.  Among  those  was  the  detcrtod  cabin 
of  MoHka  Doran,  ha  wintry  mantle  of  rivid  groen 
moss  now  fikltng  into  msatt  hues  beneath  the  ar« 
dour  of  the  fidr  young  season,  whose  loveliness 
made  h  ftesh  pafai  to  leave  the  valley. 

At  the  fittds  of  Oran  a  few  poor  people  from  the 
neighbouring  hamlets  were  assembled  The  men 
doflbd  their  bonnets  as  the  carriage  passed;  the 
w(nnen  curtsied ;  the  children  ceased  their  clamoN 
oils  spores.  Some  looked  on  with  respeotful  cu- 
riosity, and  others  with  all  the  sympathy  folks  so 
pMT  wave  entitled  to  shew^  even  in  his  downfiU,  to 
oiae  still  so  grand  as  *^  the  auU  pemickitie  Laird 
of  Monkshaugh.^  No  sooner  did  the  wheels  dip 
in  the  water,  than  the  personal  and  ancestral  enor* 
mities  of  Mr.  John  Hutchen  were  started  and  di»- 
eussed  with  great  vehemence  and  freedom. 

A  similar  scene  took  place  in  Pitbauchlie,  the 
collier  village  at  which  the  Edinburgh  officers  had 
beeii  detained  till  but  a  few  minutes  before,  and 
where  the  effigy  of  Mr.  Hutchen,  who  was  pecu- 
liarly obnoxious  to  the  colliers  from  his  severity 
against  wand-cutters,  poachers,  and  black  fishers, 
was,  at  this  moment,  suffering  to  the  full  the 
bloody  statutory  penalties  denounced  in  Scotland 
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against  high  treason — namely,  hanging,  drawing, 
and  quartering.  A  loud  huzza  greeted  the  first 
appearance  of  the  carriage  on  the  stony  moor  road. 
Elizabeth  ordered  the  man  to  drive  on  more  rapid- 
ly, and  the  carriage  passed  the  village. 

"  A  Bcuiry  thing  of  auld  Pemickitie  no'  to 
nick  UH  a  gowd  guinea  for  dregie-drink,"'  cried 
the  headsman  of  Hutchcn's  effigy-.  "  I'll  be 
hanged  myser  if  ever  I  hang  another  effigy  for 

The  colliers,  moreover,  resented  the  ima^nary 
disdain  with  which  the  opportunity  of  escape,  af- 
forded at  the  peril  of  their  whole  community,  and 
the  positive  scath  of  one  of  its  members,  had  been 
received.  One  persecuted  champion  of  aristocracy 
was  already  fled,  the  'scape  goat  of  the  whole  dingy 
brotherhood;  and  his  sluttish  wife,  with  bare  feet 
and  tartan  legs  "  well  endowed  in  the  small,"  open 
'kerchief,  and  matted  elf  locks  escaping  in  all  di- 
rections through  and  under  a  dirty  cap,  one  squalid 
child  in  her  brawny  arms,  and  two  black,  r^- 
ged  urchins,  with  sly  besmirched  beggar  faces, 
hanging  at  her  tattered  skirts,  flung  herself  in  the 
way  of  the  carriage,  whining  loudly — 

"  What's  to  become  o'  me,  Laird,  and  thae 
three  bonnie  sma'  bairns   I've  born  Christy  Gra- 
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hiniey  now  whoi  our  bread-winner^s  to  the  gate, 
and  a^  fiir  the  leal  luve  he  bore  the  gentle  house  o^ 

Monkshaugh? Come  font,  Robbie  Grahame, 

ye  snotterin^  elf,'"  continued  she ;  **  and  let  the 
Laird  see  how  muckle  ye^re  grown.^  And  the 
respectaUe  matron  seiied  the  Laird*s  hopeful 
name-8on  by  the  nose,  and  so  dragged  him  into 
clearer  view,  with  more  seal  of  maternal  solicitude 
than  delicacy  as  to  the  manner  of  introduction. 

If  there  was  one  object  on  earth  which  Monks- 
haugh loathed  more  than  another,  excepting  al- 
ways his  old  agent,  it  was  a  slatternly,  dirty  wo- 
man ;  and,  in  the  present  instance,  one  might  almost 
hare  forgiven  this  failure  of  Christian  charity. 

^  What^s  to  be  done  with  that  rampallion  midden, 
''Lisbeth?^  said  he,  reddening,  and  heartily  ashamed 
both  of  his  fled  champion  and  of  his  hopeful  name- 
son. 

This  clamorous  matron  and  her  brood  were  not 
calculated  to  excite  much  depth  of  compassion  in 
the  bosom  of  Elizabeth,  genUe  and  pitiful  as  was 
that  generous  bosom  ;  yet  to  expose  to  hardship 
greater  than  they  now  sufiered,  these  wretched 
children  whom  mistaken  kindness  for  those  she 
loved  had  deprived  of — ^no  very  exemplary  or  ten- 
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(IcT  parent  to  be  eme — but  still  the  best  they  had, 
wag  not  to  be  thought  of. 

After  n  whispered  brief  convereation  in  the  car- 
riage,  Monkshaugh  addressed  the  matroD.  "  Go 
to  Mr.  Gideon  Haiihurton,  where  ye  wiU  get  i 
daily  alloirBncc  of  meal  and  mill<  for  your  starred 
bfata.  with  whatever  in  the  way  of  duds  o'  clothes 
May  bo  necessary,  till  your  graceless  gudeman  cast 
up.  As  (m  soap  and  water,  I  fancy  ye  never  see 
the  colour  d'  thenii" 

"  9apc  ! — na,  na,  we  maunna  pretend  to  sape  !" 
whined  the  matron.  "  It's  fight  cneuch  to  get  the  hii 
eaut  lieBBt  to  relish  the  pickle  potatoes;"  she  point- 
ed to  two  salt  herrings,  a  fresh  purchase,  now  carry- 
ing home  back  to  back  by  the  bright-eyed  Robbie. 
*'  Bui  the  I^ord  bless  your  honour,  and  hauld  ye 
in  his  holy  keeping  T  she  continued;  "  and  wad  it 
no'  be  better,  j  ust  to  gi'e  me  like  a  piece  o'  money— 
a  Boom  i'  my  hand ;  for  what's  a  dole  o'  meal  and  a 
sup  blaizcd  milk  in  a  hungry  sma'  family  ?— Lord 
leuck  on  them  !^ — And  bless  your  bonnie  face,"  she 
clamoured  more  eagerly  than  before,  as  Elisabeth 
showered  into  a  ragged  lap  all  the  loose  silver  in 
her  purse,  amounting  to  eighteen  shillings.  "  Lord 
shew  favour  to  your  bonnie  face !  and  there's  in 
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dw  blink  o'  that  bonnie  blue  e'e  will  gi'e  mony  a 
kd  B  tair  hoort  yet ;  and  oould  not  your  Leddy- 
ihip  mak^  it  the  pund  note  to  bain  fiv  the  weary 
house  rent  like  ?^ 

^  '  Beggan  should  not  be  choosers,^  you  know, 
good  woman,^  said  Ehiabeth,  amused  by  the  e£* 
ftiiBltty  that  roused  the  indignation  of  Monks* 
liayg^  to  sudi  a  pitdi  as  produoed  a  hi^^  re- 
action cm  his  depressed  spirits. 

«<  Drive  on,  Niool  r  he  cried.  "<  The  fanpudent 
tUefr— the  bold-browed,  brucket,  homer  quean! 
She  would  dictate  to  me  l-^And  your  simple  fiMse, 
Xisbeth,  to  leave  yourseP  without  a  sixpence  of 
dMttge,  for  a  randy  limmer  wha  will  ha^e  it  a^  iti 
blue  Kilbaigie  before  we  see  Inchgarvie  yet  !^ 

^  I  owe  something  to  the  name  of  Grahame,  and 
to  yiMr  little  namesake,""  said  Elisabeth,  partly  to 
indulge  her  natural  humour,  and  also  to  stir  the 
indignation  of  Monksfaaugh,  which  she  rightly 
judged  m%ht  keep  olf  feelings  and  thoughts  of 
moiw  perilous  tendency. 

^  Dinna  provoke  me,  'Lixbeth.  In  good  sooth 
t  ais  a  highly  honoured  man — John  Hurcheon  for 
Bsy  creditor,  Jacky  Pingle  for  my  bride,  and  Chris- 
ty Grahame's  bastard  for  my  name-son,  who  has 
no  more  right  to  the  name  of  Grahame  than  I 
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have  10  the  name  of  Guelph."  And  the  Laird 
went  into  long  explanations  of  how  temporary  re- 
taincrs,  in  feudal  times,  wont  to  assume  the  name  of 
some  warlike  leader  like  himself. 

About  a  quarter  of  an  hour  after  the  carriage 
had  passed,  the  disconsolate  wife  of  Christy  Gra- 
hame  was  still  squatted  in  a  dry  diteh  by  the  road- 
side, on  the  moor,  with  her  brood  tumbling  and 
yelping  all  about  her,  joyous  in  the  evening  aun- 
ehine,  and  free  fresh  air;  and  in  that  mystcri- 
ouB,  light-hearted  mirth,  which  is  the  blessed  and 
univi?rsal  portion  of  childhood  under  all  external 
hardships  whatever.  A  horseman  approached 
whom  she  probably  knew,  and  hastdy  concealing 
the  silver  coins,  she  began  to  sing  out,  with  a  ra- 
ther ill-acted  attempt  at  tears,  "  Eh  1  the  aair 
loss  me  and  my  sma'  family  ha'e  had  in  bonnie 
sweet  Leddy  'Lizbeth  de  Bruce  this  morning — wha 
was  like  a  mother  to  us  a' — ugh,  hoo  !" 

This,  by  the  way,  was  almost  the  first  time  that 
ever  Elizabeth  had  seen  this  respectable  tnatron 
or  her  hopeful  progeny. 

"  Is  it  long  since  the  carriage  passed.^"  inquired 
Ddancy — for  it  was  he — and  he  tossed  her  some 
silver. 

"  No  through  the  Blasby-buin  yet,"  cried  she ; 
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*'  and  mony  a  sair  look  back — maybe  for  some 
fiiend  i"  and  as  the  horseman  rode  off,  she  first 
tied  the  silver  into  a  comer  of  her  tattered  "ker- 
chief, and  then  proceeded  to  the  matemsl  duty  of 
&mily  discipline. 

"  Ye  ha"e  pouched  a  sixpence  i'  the  scatter,  ye 
thieriog  little  vUlain  !  Gi'e  it  up ! — Gi'e  it  up, 
this  bom  instant — or  I'll  brain  ye  !" — And  she 
fiercely  shook  the  delinquent  Robbie,  till  all  his 
rags  fluttered  in  the  passionate  breeze ;  and  out  of 
some  hole  or  bore  in  the  lining  of  his  breeches, 
which  would  have  defied  a  Bow-street  officer,  or 
even  the  most  adroit  practitioner  in  the  old  Scottish 
game  of  Kittliecout,  dropped  the  secreted  coin. 

The  mother,  secretly  delighted  with  this  early 
proof  of  genius  in  her  first-bom  and  favourite  child, 
now  said,  "  If  o-er  ye  steal  plock  or  black  baw- 
bie  frae  me  again,  ye  'cute  rc^e,  I'll  bum  ye  to 
a  cinder  on  the  ingle-head  !  Am  I  to  bring  ye  up 
to  the  gallows,  think  ye?" 

"  Eh!  minny,  may  I  steal  frae  a'  body  else?" 
cried  the  sobbing  Robbie. 

"  Hsud  yere  whisht — ye  little  villain  !^wsd  ye 
break  the  heart  o"  the  mother  that  bore  ye? — 
Ay  ! — ^ye'U  tune  your  pipes  now — what  for  wad 
ye  no  greet  before  the  gentles  ?     How  am  I  to  fill 
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te  o'  ye,  tliink  ye— if  ye'll  no  do  your  Rni 

w  Robbie's  part,  like  Master  Snip's,  could 

doDe  extempore,  '  \i  as  '*  nothing  but  nur^ 
g ;""  aad  a^  "  the  yi    i      dea"  bad  been  ably  in- 

ucted  "  bow  to  shot        le  seldom  failed  in  per- 

Toance;  but,  on  this  occasion,  the  unwonted  ap- 
parition of  the  carriage  and  "  the  bonnie  grand 
leddy,"  and  a  "  wee  gentleman  like  Piuich,"  had 
benumbed  his  faculties,  and — 

"  Ell !  miiiny,  I  couldna  greet  for  glowring,'" 
was  the  reply  Gobbed  up. 

"  Come  hame-owre  then,  ye  tricky  loon,  and 
rin  an  errand  to  the  Langtown." 

"  Eh!  minny,  and  will  I  get  a  wee  drapf"  said 
the  youngster,  gucEsing  the  errand,  and  already  im- 
bued with  the  prevailing,  and  indeed  hereditary 
tastes  of  the  family. 

"  Let  na  the  bottlic  be  seen  through  your  duds, 
then ;  and  whistle  a'  the  gate  back  down  the  dam- 
side.  Ilech,  sirs !  it's  a  sair  matter  for  a  mother's 
heart  to  sec  a  bairn  no'  aboon  six  blessed  years  sac 
gi'en  to  drink!" 

OR'  boLUided  Robbie  like  a  tennis-ball  on  that 
familiar  track  which  he  could  have  threaded  blind- 
fold; bis  bright  black  eyes  glancmg  with  the  glee 
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of  antictpftled  revd;  hoUii^  up  Us  duddie  breech- 
es with  the  left  hand,  and  with  the  other  daaping 
sod  embraciiig,  under  bis  coat  of  many  colours, 
the  ilUooBcealed  heir-loom  of  his  family,  vowing 
deep  revenge,  and  muttering*— **  Auld  jaud,  my 
minny !— when  I'^m  a  great  big  muckle  man  like 
Mr.  Frisel,  I''U  taber  her  as  tightly  as  ever  my 
father  did  on  the  pay  nights.'" 

RobUe,  who  was  something  of  a  philologist  or 
philosopher,  whichever  be  the  word,  had  ft  dear 
and  undisturbed  idea  that  pay  night,  when  his 
fiitber  got  his  wages  and  became  glorious,  being 
generally  the  same  night  on  which  this  conjugal 
duty  of  paying  was  discharged  on  his  motber^s 
skin,  must  mean  the  self-same  thing,  or  rather 
stood  equally  for  both  modes  of  payment. 

Meanwhile,  leaving  this  promising  family,  De- 
lancy  galloj^ped  hard,  and  soon  overtook  the  crazy 
vdiide  as  it  slowly  trundled  over  the  brown  moors, 
which,  at  that  period,  waste  and  sterile,  with  here 
and  there  a  lately  sunk  coal  pit,  or  a  recent  patch 
of  sickly  infant  pines,  lay  broad  and  wide,  dividing 
the  rich  deep  valley  of  the  hill-side  parishes 
firom  another  highly  cultivated  district  sloping  to- 
wards the  sea,  on  which  fertile  track  our  travel- 
lers were  soon  to  enter. 
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With  an  air  of  kindness  and  respectfiil  inter- 
est Delancy  accosted  Monkshaugh.  The  Laird 
was  at  ftrst  disconcerted,  shy,  and  even  impatient 
of  the  company  of  the  stranger;  but,  as  theb  sloir 
progress  permitted  them  to  talk  freely,  this  feeling 
gradually  wore  off  beneatli  the  easy  address  of  De- 
lancy. At  the  little  ^nllage  where  they  were  to 
stop  for  the  night,  to  avoid  tlie  fatigue  of  a  jour- 
ney too  long  for  the  invalid,  the  young  gentleman 
bade  them  farewell,  saying,  that  he  expected  to  be 
in  Edinburgh  in  a  few  days,  and  hoped  for  leave  to 
wait  upon  Mr.  Grfthame.  Monkshaugh  fidgeted, 
and  Elizabeth  was  silent.  The  Sanctuary  was  an 
unpleasant  place  of  address. 

"  I  can  of  course  be  at  no  loss  to  discover  the 
residence  of  Mr,  Grahame  of  Monkshaugh,  in 
Edinburgh,"  said  Delancy;  "  though  you  may  not 
yet  have  fixed  where  you  are  to  reside." 

Monkaliaugh's  pride  wa.s  coming  in  aid  of  his 
awkwarduesB ;  and  he  would  now  have  given  his 
true  address,  but  the  young  man  was  gone. 

This  trifling  circumstance  produced  a  long  train 
of  musing  in  the  simple  mind  of  Monkshaugh. — 
"  It  cannot  be  altogether  for  me,"  said  he  to  him- 
self, "  that  this  youngster  gallops  at  our  horses 
heels. — ^"Lizheth,  poor  dear  lassie — a  wild  tantrum 
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that,  to  gi''e  Christy  Grahame^s  leman  a^  her  loose 
diver— yet  she  is  wonderfully  settled  nowadays, 
and  dear  to  me  as  ever  was  Wolfe  Grahame,  or 
may  be,  in  respect  of  her  sex  and  my  tender  care 
in  her  up-bringing,  a  thought  dearer.  If  I  could 
see  her  well  bestowed  in  marriage,  it  would  be  the 
greatest  blessing,  next  to  the  restoration  of  our 
fiunily,  this  earth  has  in  store  for  me.*"  Ideas  of 
this  nature  insensibly  occupied  the  mind  of  Monks- 
haugh ;  and  he  talked  long  and  even  cheerfully 
till  the  hour  of  rest. 
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The  Rky  of  the  next  day  was  of  one  clear,  cool, 
unspeckled  blue,  each  distant  object  sharply  de- 
fined in  the  transparent  light,  which  made  every 
hue  of  nature  more  intense  and  vivid.  It  «as 
one  of  those  splendid  spring  days  of  which  the 
poet  sings, 

"  The  lark  is  up.  and  sings  aloud ; 


And  in  tliis  invigoratuig  air  the  travellers  jour- 
neyed on  with  exhilarated  spirits,  and  nene* 
freshly  braced. 


THE  CITV.  195 

The  mansions,  villas,  hamlets,  and  towns,  and 
the  rapid  changes  which,  under  the  almost  magical 
spirit  of  improvement,  were  everywhere  going  on, 
furnished  Monkshaugh  with  abundant  topics  of 
conversation,  besides  those  traditionary  histories 
which  he  had  at  his  finger  ends  of  the  genealogies 
of  the  great  proprietors  whose  estates  they  traversed. 
They  travelled  very  leisurely,  made  long  rests, 
and  late  on  a  night,  as  dark  as  the  day  had  been 
dear,  reached  the  metropolis. 

The  most  spirited  and  town-like  aspect  of  a 
great  city  is,  to  our  thinking,  just  at  the  close  of 
a  shortening  day — the  beginning,  for  example,  of 
a  long  October  night,  when  the  winter  evenings 
are  once  again  fairly  set  in.  The  lights,  the  noises, 
the  stir,  the  coil,  the  whole  buzzing  machinery  of 
artificial  life,  all  its  flitting  and  shadowy  groups 
and  forms,  are  then  at  the  height  of  their  activity 
and  effect. 

The  hoiur  was  latter  and  quieter  at  which  our 
travellers  entered  the  metropolis.  Elizabeth,  as 
they  drove  in  by  the  sombre  end  of  Prince's  Street, 
could  just  fancy  that  she  saw  the  dusky  massive 
battlements  of  the  veteran  Castle  in  the  direction 
in   which  her  companion  pointed,  from  which  a 
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bugle  pealed  in  the  darkness,  as  if  a  slumbering 
giant  had  suddenly  raised  hia  voice.  The  hoUow 
valley,  and  distant  magniticent  biidge  studded  with 
fantastic  lights,  were  more  easily  discerned,  and 
looked  better,  perhaps,  the  one  in  its  misty  involve- 
ment, the  other  in  stately  obscurity,  than  cither 
could  have  done  under  the  broad  open  eye  of  day. 
She  could  also,  as  they  advanced,  perceive  the 
grotesque  outline  of  the  dusky  and  broken  ridge  of 
the  Old  City.  Here  many  a  "  towered  structure 
high"  might  be  seen  studded  with  twinkling  lights 
&om  base  to  summit,  some  permanent,  but  many 
more  flitting  about,  shewing  as  if  all  the  will-o'- 
the-wisps  that  ever  sported  with  belated  traveller, 
had  hither  repaired  to  hold  their  revels,  and  each 
brought  with  him  his  dancing  taper.  Their  route 
to  Holyrood  thus  lay  through  the  very  heart  of  a 
scene  which,  to  a  young  and  unpractised  eye,  can- 
not fail  to  be  striking ;  and  the  vivacity  of  Eliza- 
beth's looks,  gestures,  and  exclamations,  betrayed 
the  animated  interest  which  she  look  in  the  novel 
and  magnificent  spectacle  in  which  every  meaner 
accessory  was  hid  Iiy  that  doubtful  light  which 

"  Shadowy  wu  oSihe  tact  ofthio^." 

Thetown  was  become  novel  even  to  Monkshaugh, 
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and  a  dim  train  of  recollections,  distant  and  dream- 
like, awoke  in  his  mind  on  plunging  into  the  old 
lively  scene.  He  rubbed  his  eyes,  and,  stimulat- 
ed by  the  return  of  long  forgotten  images,  became 
attentire  and  alive  to  what  was  passing  around, 
animated  and  delighted  with  the  task  of  instruct- 
ing his  young  and  lively  companion. 

^*  When  I  was  a  brisk  young  man,  Xixbeth, 
at  the  college,  in  the  lifetime  of  my  honoured  fa- 
ther, I  lodged  with  a  widow  gentlewoman  up  yon- 
^fer^-^-see.'"  He  pointed  to  a  lofty  browed  house  in 
the  High  Street,  near  the  head  of  the  Black-friars' 
WynA 

^^  I  shall  get  dizzy  and  break  my  neck  to  look 
80  high,*"  cried  Elizabeth.  "  One — two — three — 
four — five — I  declare  eight  tiers  of  windows — 
there-^-even  up  to  the  attics  where  those  lights 
are  staring  like  the  hideous  eyes  of  some  mon- 
ster, or  *  chimera  dire,'  or  fiery  dragon  of  old  ro- 
mance."" 

"  Ay,  there's  tailors  at  wark  there,  I  dare  say, 
'Lizbeth ;  they  need  good  light  to  goose  out  their 
seams  and  cast  their  button-holes.  But  it  is  the 
seventh  floor  only  I  mean.  I  never  lived  in  a 
garret,  'Lizbeth.     The  landlady  was  the  widow  of 
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the  Bill d  TDuiistpr  of  our  am  parish  of  St.  Serf.  I 
lived  with  her  three  seasons,  on  an  allowance  of 
forty  pounds,  and  little  motherly  helps  sent  by  the 
carrier.  I  was  appar  heir  of  Monkshaugh  and 
Kippencreery  Wester,  dressed  as  became  my  sts- 
doii,  and  kept  company  i  ith  the  best  and  fairesi 
in  Edinburgh.  It  shameti  me  to  be  grumbling, 
now  when  I  have  three  times  that  sum  left  for 
the  support  of  this  frail  auld  body  ;  and  my  wig's 
kept  at  half  the  expense  of  my  hair-dressing  in  my 
buckish  days.  T  whiles  think,  T-izlteth,  I  might 
dress  my  wigs  mysel'  to  hain  a  penny, — what  think 
ye  ?  Mr.  Dclancy  told  me  the  French  refugee 
nobles  do  meaner  offices.  Lord  help  me  !  it  does 
not  become  a  poor  man  like  me  to  be  idle.  But  we'll 
have  jilcntv  if  I  would  be  frugal  and  industrious." 
"  It  is  thus  dear  sir,  I  like  to  hear  you  speak," 
said  Elizabeth,  taking  his  hand  affectionately. — 
"  Think  thus  and  we  shall  all  be  rich  enough — 
rich  in  fair  fame — rich  in  warm  affection ;  you  will 
still  be  Wonkshaiif!;li,  and  I  will  be — "  and  she 
hesitated — "Elizabeth,  Poverty  is  almost  the 
only  evil  my  active  imagination  never  yet  present- 
ed to  itself — probably  because  it  was  always  too 
familiar  to  be  ever  very  formidable."     And  she 
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smiled  and  sighed— «o  that  it  was  impossible  to 
haye  separated  the  sigh  from  the  smile,  or  the 
taiile  from  the  sigL 

^<  Wed,  ril  try  to  think  so  too,  'Lisbeth :  the 
best  and  kindest  lassie  that  erer  the  world  saw  I 
must  think  you  however ;  and  tell  Wolfe  Grahame 
the  comfort  ye  ha'e  been  to  me.  In  a^  our  straits 
ye  htCe  ever  been  like  the  good  princess  in  the 
fiury  tale,  who  never  opened  her  lips  but  out  fell 
pearls  and  diamonds. — But  see !  that  is  the  house 
0*  the  great  reformer,  John  Knox.'" 

^'  And  here  we  are  plunged  into  a  gulf— a  per- 
fisct  architectural  Slochmuidh ! — How  call  you 
this  pass,  sir,-— where  these  balconied  houses  ap- 
pear to  close  over  us  ?*" 

"  The  Nether-bow  Port,  Xizbeth.  And  this 
on  the  right  is  St  Mary^s  Wynd — ^which  had  its 
day,  like  myseP,*"— sighing. 

<<  Those  brave  old  names,*"  cried  EUzabeth, 
^<  how  they  sound  to  one's  heart  like  an  herald^'s 
trumpet ! — Living  pictures  they  are — Holyrood ! 
St  Mary's  ! ^" 

**  Ay,  that  is  the  rag-market  now,  Xixbeth ; 
Irhere  they  sell  auld  duds  of  breeks  and  waistcoats 
to  poor  boddies,*"  interrupted  the  Laird;  while 
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Elizabctli,  drifted  on  by  the  stream  of  her  entfaus- 
iasm,  continued — 

" St.  Anthony's  Chapel !  the  Grey-friars! 

the  Black-friars  ! — It  was  thus  they  stood — it  w»s 
thus  they  were  named  even  by  the  lips  of  the 
lovely  and  royal  Mary — her  fair  Maries,  and  her 
gay  gallant  courtiers  !" 

"  This  now  is  the  Canongate,"  said  Monks- 
haugh,  who  magniiied  his  new  office  of  Cicerone. 

"  In  which  the  hotels  of  the  flower  and  pride  of 
.the  Scottish  nobility  formerly  stood  f  Was  not 
Cambuskcnneth  Lodge  hereabouts  P^Bul  hark, 
that  tinkling  bell !  I  could  fancy  it  the  sigiud  of 
the  approach  of  a  procession  of  bare-foot  fnars, 
going  to  the  shrine  of  St.  Giles,  or  St.  Cuthbert, 
or  St.  Catherine  of  Sienna "" 

"  It  is  a  mutton-pie  bell — '  hot  penny-pies,' " 
said  the  Laird  quietly ;  "  no  an  ill  thing  neither." 

"  And  that  walling  cry  the  dying  cadence  of 
their  Latin  chaunt,''  continued  Elizabeth. 

"  That's  '  Peas  and  beans — hot  and  warm  !' 
'Lizbeth.  Weel  do  the  'prentices  and  young  stu- 
dents iien  that  cry." 

"  Pshaw  !"  said  Elizabeth,  laughing.  "  I  will 
keep  my  enchantment. — But  is  there   not  some- 
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where  hereabout  a  St.  Mary'^s  Chapel  ? — ^  the 
Chapel  of  our  Lady.**  I  must  go  there  on  an 
early  day.     The  name  quite  haunts  me.*" 

"  That's  where  the  Trades  convene,  I  believe, 
Xizbeth,— the  weavers,  and  the  bonnet-makers, 
and  the  hammermen,  and  the  shoemakers,  and  so 
on.  What  a  young  gentlewoman  should  want 
there  I  cannot  make  out  But  your  wish  may  be 
gratified,  for  our  fiunily  lang  dealt  with  a  very  de- 
cent man,  ane  David  Daigh,  deacon  of  the  barters. 
We  have  his  nick-sticks  in  the  house  to  this  day  : 
I  even  believe  there's  some  bit  balance  standing.^ 

Elisabeth  burst  into  a  fit  of  merry  giggling,  and 
Monkshaugh  thoughtfully  shook  his  head.-—**  She 
is  a  wee  touched,  poor  dear  !^  thought  he,-*-**  the 
family  malady.  But  the  Lord  in  his  mercy  for- 
bid it  go  beyond  these  flights  !  I  can  manage  her 
tenderly  and  discreetly.  Lucky  she  fell  into  sic 
judicious  hands.  But,  alack,  that  the  iniquities  of 
the  fathers  should  thus  be  visited  upon  the  chil- 
dren!" 

Monkshaugh's  reflection  had  reference  to  a  dark 
l^^nd  in  the  family  story  of  the  de  Bruce,  con- 
nected with  the  great  burnings  of  their  town-man- 
sion — a  wo— a  curse  denounced  by  a  wronged  and 
maddened  spirit  in  its  bittei:ncss — a  woman's  curse 
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— the  curse  to  which  the  conscience  ot'  man,  aid- 
ing the  justice  of  HeavcD,  gives  sharper  sting. 

But  Elizabeth  happily  knew  nothing  of  this.— 
"And  stay,"  ehe  cried,  leaning  her  hand  on  the 
arm  of  her  companion. — "  He  whirls  on  so  fast !" 
and  she  I>ent  her  head  to  catch  the  strains  of  a 
vagrant  syren,  who  stood  garlanded  by  a  bevy  of 
fair  young  liBtenera  to  her  atrong-lunged  minstrelsy. 
Thus  may  the  romantic  traveller  in  Veaice  have 
stopped  to  listen  to  the-chaunt  of  the  gondolier, 
expecting  to  hear  the  strains  of  Tasso  or  Ariosto, 
and  thus  may  he  have  been  rewarded  with  bucIi 
TuJgar  "  lira-las"  as  now  greeted  the  ears  of  Eli- 
zabeth. 

Something  went  wrong  about  the  carriage.  The 
postilion  alighted  and  swore, — ^Iioarse  voices  re- 
plied; but  high  over  nil  rose  the  strain  of  the 
ballad-singer — no  tale  of  Lady  love,  or  Knightly 
empriie,  but  the  effusion  of  some  lowly  Juvenal, 
satirizing  the  dress  and  manners  of  the  fair. — 
"  With  me  the  romance  of  cities  is  strangled  in 
the  birth,"  thought  Elizabeth,  leaning  back  in  her 
seat,  as  if  yielding  the  point. 

The  constable  of  the  night,  or  some  such  digni- 
taiy,  all  of  them— the  more  shame  to  them — sworn 
foes  to  the  itinerant  minstrel,  now  stepped  fbrwturd 
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to  Stop  the  ballad-singer^s  tuneful  throat ;  and  thus 
gave  the  syren  an  opportunity  of  discovering  that 
her  powers  of  rhetoric  were  at  least  equal  to  her 
skill  in  song :  both  were  Erin's  own.  Elisabeth 
duTink  at  the  speaking  voice,  which  she  at  once  re- 
cognised to  be  that  of  the  singular  fortune-teller, 
or  tinker  woman,  she  had  so  lately  encountered  in 
the  woods  of  Emescraig.  She  drew  not  back,  how. 
ever,  before  the  strong  and  audacious  coal-black 
eyes  of  the  woman  had  fallen  upon  her. 

^*  Here  is  a  lady,^  cried  she,  pointing  to  the 
carriage,  ^^  who  knows  me,  and  will  testify  that  on 
the  night  you  say,  she  saw  me  thirty  miles  from 
this." 

There  was  nothing  very  flattering  to  Elisabeth 
in  this  first  challenge  of  acquaintance  on  the  streets 
of  the  metropolis,  nor  in  becoming  baU  from  a  charge 
of  vagrancy, — and  she  was  silent,  while  Monks- 
haugh,  in  consternation  and  anger,  cried  out — 
**  Get  along,  you  bold  quean !  this  lady  knows 
nothing  of  you."^ 

"  Ay !  trundle  off*,''  said  the  officer. — "  Ye  must 
have  bail  and  caution — must  ye  ?  But  that  lady 
is  none  of  your  kind.     I  see  that  by  her.*" 

"  Yet,''  said  Elizabeth,  moved  by  a  sense  of 
justice,  ^^  I  saw  that  woman,  as  she  affirms,  thirty 
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miles  &om  this  on  the  night  slated.     More  1  know 
;  of  her." 

•'  And  these  eame  words  may  stead  ye  yet,  mj 
iitle  ladybird,"  sa'-"  '^-:  -voman  so  aa  only  to  be 
ard  by  Elizabeth,  "  and  them  that  are  dear  to 
1."     And,  tucking  lier  minstrel  wares  into  her 
oreast,  she  set  her  arms  a-kimbo,  and  in  a  bolder 
tone  went  on  : — "  Hear  yc  that,  my  bouchal.  Pack 
off  while  the  way  is  clear,  and  leave  me  unmolest- 
ed; or  your  numbskull  shall  kiss  the  causey  I  Have 
I  served  my  king  and  country  for  eighteen  years 
to  be  brow-beat  by  ever  a  nisy  dominie*  like  you  ?'" 
The  excited  crowd  loudly  huzzaed ;  and  Eliza- 
beth clung  to  her  feeble  champion.  The  iVmazon, 
true  tohcrthreatjlaid  the  man  of  office  prostrate  by 
one  stroke  of  her  muscular  arm  ;  and  tlien,  propel- 
ling her  way  through   the  opening  crowd  bkc  a 
snow-plough,  "  stately  strode  away." 

"  This  specimen  of  town  life  is  not  so  pleasant," 
said  Elizabetli,  trying  to  smile ;  and  her  thoughts 
turning  on  the  woman's  singular  speech. 

"  Dut  nothing  to  a  meal-mob  or  a  new  years 
morning,"  said  the  I.aird,  exulting  in  his  superior 
knowledge  of  life.  "Dutwhcre  saw  ye  ever  that  stal- 
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wart  randy ;  though  surely  her  brazen  face  is  known 
to  myself?  Elizabeth,  ye  are  too  free  of  speech 
and  of  approach.  Ye  forget  what  beseems  a  young 
lady  of  birth  and  breedmg ;  and  the  streets  of 
Edinburgh  are  not,  let  me  tell  you,  the  hill-side  o' 
Emescraig,  or  the  holms  o^  M onkshaugh.'*' 

^  Alas,  no  r  sighed  Elizabeth. 

*^  But  now  that  I  have  time  to  spare^ — a  gen- 
tle sigh  here—**  we  must  bestow  some  pains  in 
fiuhioning  your  manners  and  mien  ;  especial  as  ye 
must  now  be  presented  to  some  of  the  family  friends 
who  know  and  support  a  decent  demeanour  even 
in  this  familiar  generation. — But  here  is  the  Ab- 
bey———'^ The  carriage  gave  a  violent  jerk  across 
a  gutter.  **  And  Monkshaugh  has  passed  the 
Rubicon  !*"  added  the  Laird,  with  a  little  swell  of 
his  usual  Lilliputian  dignity — **  as  king  Henry  the 
Fourth  wrote  to  his  mother  after  the  battle  of 
Agincourt — *  Madam^  all  is  lost  hut  honour  r  ^ 

**  It  was  a  noble  sentiment,  utter  it  who  might,"' 
said  Elizabeth,  who  had  more  tact  than  to  correct 
the  trifling  historical  inaccuracies  of  a  worthy  old 
gentleman,  long  before  called  to  the  Scottish  bar ; 
who  was,  moreover,  always  right  in  sentiment  if 
not  in  chronology. 
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CHAPTER  XII. 


We  Iwo  Blnne  aril)  tuni;  like  biidi  i' 
And  piny,  naJ  gtujj,  uirl  tell  cild  u|i 


The  terms  on  which  company  frequent  the 
Sanctuary  necessarily  admit  but  of  brief  prepara- 
tion of  lodgings.  Sometimes,  indeed,  a  hot  cliase 
down  that  fine  old  street,  leading  towards  tlie  place 
of  refuge,  does  still  faintly  revive,  for  n  few  min- 
utes, the  recollection  of  tJio.so  "  elcar-tlie-eausey' 
skirmishes  which  wont  to  take  place  between  the 
rival  factions  of  the  reigns  of  the  Jameses,  and 
their  fair  and  unfortunate  descendant.  Sucli  places 
of  habitation,  as  the  Sanctuary  affords,  are  seldom 
of  the  best  description  of  even  temporary  abodes. 
Sought  on  stern  necessity,  tiicy  are  entered  without 
any  of  the  CKhilaration  of  mind  which  usually  at- 
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tendi  a  voluntary  change  of  habitation ;  and  are 
abandoned  without  any  of  those  regrets  with  which 
we  give  up  the  symbols  of  domestic  quiet  and  secu- 
rity, however  briefly  they  may  have  been  enjoyed 

The  lodgings  of  our  travellers  were  of  the  me- 
dium description  of  those  abodes  of  care  and  r&. 
straint.  A  well-sized  dining  parlour  looked  out 
upon  pleasant  old  orchards  and  mail  gardens,  and 
over  a  part  of  the  Royal  park  upon  the  most  pic- 
turesque rocks  in  the  vicinity  of  any  city.  This 
was,  however,  an  agreeable  discovery  of  the  next 
morning.  A  decent  bed-chamber  was  given  up  to 
Monkshaugh ;  and  Elizabeth,  on  her  own  choice, 
was  accommodated  with  a  sleeping  apartment  in 
the  attic  floor,  where  there  was,  beside  herself,  only 
the  landlady  and  *^  another  lodger,  a  very  quiet 
gentlonan,  in  an  ailing  way,  with  his  man-ser- 
vant." 

The  civility  of  the  hackney  mistress  of  a  lodg- 
ing  house  is  generally  at  its  zenith  on  the  arrival 
of  new  inmates.  Farther  intercourse  may  increase 
Idndness,  but  will  as  likely  abate  seal.  The  new 
lodgers  were  accordingly  cordially  welcomed;  their 
large  heavy  trunks  were  doubly  welcomed.  The 
postilion  got  a  dram-— the  maid-servant  rushed  in 
with  live  coals-— and  the  landlady  bustled  about 
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with  preternatural  activity.  But  the  general  feel- 
ing of  her  inmates  was  chill,  denolate,  and  despond- 
ing. The  exciting  whirl  of  the  carriage,  the  lights, 
and  the  stir  of  the  streets  were  something  better. 

"  Had  there  been  but  a  fire  to  smile  a  welcome 
on  him,"  thought  Elizabeth.  This  want  was 
speedily  supplied.  The  blaze  began  to  dance  on 
the  roof  and  carpet,  and  to  brighten  the  edges  and 
points  of  the  furniture.  Elizabeth  drew  the  cum- 
brous lion-footed  couch  towards  the  fire,  and  led 
thither  her  companion  who  had  fallen  into  a  state 
of  most  unnatural  quietude,  considering  the  scope 
which  his  new  dwelling  and  its  arrangements  af- 
forded for  all  manner  of  critical  housewifery  obser- 
vation. Elizabeth  assisted  him  to  throw  aside 
his  travelling  wraps,  and  drew  ui  a  table  with 
lights ;  and  gradually  and  pleasingly,  though  still 
faintly,  rose  the  images  of  home  and  hearth ;  and 
the  unworn  spirit  of  Elizabeth  also  rose,  and  cheer- 
fully welcomed  back  the  fiigitives, 

"  You  must  allow  me  in  the  extravagance  of 
mulling  a  bottle  of  wine  for  us  to-night,"  said  she, 
"  to  pledge  me  a  welcome  to  our  new  flre-side— 
even  here  in  Holyrood,  where  '  Kings  have  qaaff- 
ed  the  blood-red  wine." "  - 

Monlcshaugh  shook  his  head;  but  the  materials 
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were  produoed,  and  their  appearance  duly  operat- 
ed upon  his  habits.  With  patience,  for  which 
she  greatly  admired  herself,  whatever  others  might 
think  of  the  petty  sacrifice,  Elisabeth  submitted 
to  the  endless  fault-findings,  and  more  endless  di- 
rections of  her  old  friend,  who  was  eminently  a 
legislator  of  the  sauce-pan  and  nutmeg-grater. 
The  latter  implement  he  said  Elizabeth  did  not 
holdina  ^  wise-like  way  (^  nor  did  she  mix  her  in- 
gredients with  that  solonn  air  of  self-importance 
and  deliberation  assumed  by  one  properly  imbued 
with  a  sense  of  the  dignity  of  the  culinary  art. 
These  faults  were  frankly  confessed  and  diligently 
amended ;  and  the  comforting  piece  of  social  duty 
was,  on  the  whole,  very  decently  performed.  In  con^ 
duflion  the  director  magnanimously  gave  her  the 
honour  due— applauding,  as  exclusively  hers,  the 
ddidous  beverage,  in  which,  with  reviving  cheer- 
fulness, he  pledged  her  health. 

**  I  shall  make  something  of  her  yet,^  thought 
he.  ^*  He  is  more  manly  and  respectable  in 
adversity,  than  I  ever  thought  to  have  seen  him,^ 
was  her  reflection : — and  thus  mutually  pleased, 
because  seeking  to  be  so,  the  evening  passed;  and 
Elisabeth  thought,  that  but  for  one  horrible  idea 
which  haunted  her  like  a  demon — ^her  unknown 
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and  most  unlisppy  father,  and  that  brutal  scheme, 
so  brutal  and  so  villanous  that  her  fwth  slaver- 
ed under  its  possibility — that  but  for  this  she 
could  even  here  be  happy. 

By  this  time  the  landlady  had  "  flung  on  ■ 
gown,"  as  she  said — literally  true  also,  and  had 
learned  the  style  and  rank  of  her  new  inmates. 
The  names  were  sound  orthodox  Scotch  names; 
all  the  world  knew  the  Grahames  of  Monkahaugb, 
and  she  herself  indeed  well  remembered  the  old 
Udy,  residing  with  her  son  the  advocate,  in  *'  a 
house  within  ilsel' "  at  the  bottom  of  Hope's  Close, 
when  her  mother,  the  celebrated  Mrs.  Metcalt^ 
the  midwife,  lived  only  a  few  closes  below.  Upon 
this  challenge  of  ancient  neighbourhood  much 
chat  ensued  between  the  seniors ;  and  Eliiabeth 
was,  for  the  time,  left  to  her  own  reflections. 

"  Ye  will  find  the  place  eerie  and  lonesome  at 
lirst,  Monkshaugh,"  said  the  landlady ;  "  but  ye 
will  soon  come  in  o'  that.  Ye  will  ha'c  the  whole 
bounds  o'  the  King's  park,  and  the  Craige,  and 
the  windy  throne  of  Arthur  o'  Bower  yonda,  for 
your  rambles ;  and  ye'll  see  the  lasses  bleacbinf; 
their  clacs,  and  the  bairns'-maids — light-hesdtd 
tawpies  I  wot — parading  about  i'  their  white  gowns 
with  tlie  sogers." 
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^  Ran  fif^  for  me  [^  said  the  Lourd,  tartlj. 

^  I  kmna  what  folk  would  be  at,^  continued 
die  landlady,  '<  that  call  the  Abbey  a  ooniine- 
OMot :— for  my  part,  I  never  yet  ezhauited  half 
die  boundk  ^ponaible  gentlemen  of  blood  and 
name,  when  under  a  doud,  have  lived  here  gen- 
tedly,  Monkshauf^  if  they  had  the  wherewith. 
Tbat^a  the  bit ;  for  this  is  no  ^ace  for  your  com- 
mon dyfoufs.  The  Canongate  tolbooth,  or  a 
afcasy  fofiorem,  is  their  mark ;  no  Holyrood, 
when  ^  a  king*s  foce  aye  shewed  grace.'' — Grousum 
Uack  foces  they  had,  Mem,^  and  she  turned  to 
Eliiabeth,  *<  if  they  were  like  their  images  in  the 
gallery  over  yonder.*^ 

While  in  this  woai  the  landlady  maundered,  Eli- 
sabeth had  arranged  Monkshaugfa^s  chamber  with 
all  that  minute  attention  to  his  precise  and  finical 
habits,  and  thousand  and  one  wants,  which  was 
practicable.  She  ushered  him  into  it,  and  he  a- 
gain  magnanimously  expressed  a  qualified  appro- 
bation of  her  doings.  Elisabeth  had  not  the  m*. 
lice  to  practise  that  most  refined  of  all  species  of 
cruelty  which  seeks  to  deprive  the  habitual  fault- 
finder of  every  single  delightful  cause  of  com- 
plaining, if  the  thing  indeed  were  possible. 

They  parted  with  the  kindly  sympathy  of  fel- 


H 


212  KI.IZAIIETH  UK  HUliCt: 

luw-Hutfererx, and  with  more  than  une  guod-niglU; 
and  after  another  hour  bestowed  on  all  the  nick- 
nack  arrangements  of  shoe-hom,  wig-box,  and 
Turkey-slippers,  the  Laird  made  his  brief  devo- 
tions— for  he  properly  belonged  to  the  church 
which  measures  prayers  rather  by  breadth  than 
length — and  as  snugly  and  luxuriously  as  possible, 
bestowed  himself  iu  his  crisp-sheeted  strange  bed. 
And  there,  having  first  resolved  that  Elizabeth 
was  the  best  girl  in  the  world,  and  had  this  same 
week  given  good  hope  of  reformation  of  her  nolo. 
rious  carelessness  in  matters  of  wardrobe  and  toi- 
let, and  that  Mrs.  I'unton  should,  as  her  first  du- 
ty next  morning,  give  more  latitude  to  his  bolster, 
and  subtract  some  feathers  from  his  hard-stuffed 
pillow,  he  broke  forth  into  soliloquy — "  Ay,  sirs! 
— to  muse  on  the  cliangos  of  this  our  mortal  life ! 
my  poor  knave,  that  for  near  twenty  years  his 
tucked  up  my  night-cjuilt,  and  removed  my  chil- 
mer  light,  now  hunted  like  a  patrick  upon  the 
mountains ;  Effic  Fechnie  a  bride ;  and  Robeft 
Grahame,  Esquire  of  Monkshaugh  and  Kippen- 
creery  ^V ester,  an  Abbey  Laird  !" 

There  was  no  depth  of  soil  in  the  mind  rf 
Monkshaugh,  iu  which  a  strong  sorrow  could  strike 
root.     A  mushroom  crop  of  petty  griefs,  and  p«- 
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Tish  discontents  might  spring  up  in  one  nij^t ; 
but  the  next  day^s  sunshine  happily  withered  it ; 
and  so,  in  despite  of  hard  pillows,  and  a  crick-o'- 
tfae-neck  bolster,  he  was  asleep  long  before  Elisa- 
beth had  finished  her  nightly  duty  of  pouring 
fofrA  her  heart  to  her  distant  lover  in  all  its  hopes, 
and  fears,  and  fondnesses.  This  the  dearest  pri- 
vilege of  her  social  existence,  was  on  this  evening 
cmbitteied  by  the  humiliating  nature  of  the  com- 
munication she  had  to  make,  and  by  the  necessity, 
now  delicately  though  earnestly  urged,  of  avow- 
ing  their  marriage,  which,  besides  removing  many 
causes  of  embarrassment  painful  to  her  candour 
and  delicacy,  would,  she  imagined,  strengthen  their 
mutual  rights  threatened  by  the  sinister  schemes 
of  Hutchen.  She  believed  that  one  great  objec- 
tion was  done  away.  The  fondness  of  Monks- 
haugh  for  herself  was  extreme ;  she  was  become 
necessary  to  his  habits  of  life,  as  well  as  to  his  af- 
fections ;  and  if  it  were  indeed  true  that  the  ma- 
lady of  her  father  was  abated,  or  if,  as  hod  often 
been  surmised,  this  calamitous  distemper  of  mind 
had  been  aggravated  and  kept  active  for  base  and 
flielfish  purposes,  then  the  only  objection  to  her 
marriage,  to  which  she  was  disposed  to  allow  any 
permanent  force,  was  for  ever  removed. 
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In  walking  very  softly  to  her  chamber,  Eliza- 
beth was  a  little  surprised  to  encounter  the  hospi- 
table landlady,  who  had  sat  up,  dcemiug  herself 
bound  in  honour  to  install  the  lady  in  her  new 
apartment. — "  I  thought  ye  might  be  lonesome 
and  eerie,""  said  ^he ;  and  she  bustled  about  id  lit- 
tle but  well-meaning  offices  of  civility. 

"  I  come  from  a  house  ten  times  more  lonely 
and  eerie,"  said  Elixabeth,  smiling.  "  Your  kit- 
ten might  centinel  mc  here  &om  all  fear  of  robbers 
or  ghosts ;"  and  she  stooped  to  caress  the  little 
frolic  animal  which  wantoned  after  the  train  uf  her 
ridmg  habit. 

"  Ghaujts !  na,  ns,  the  ghaisLs  are  all  laid  now. 
Lie  ye  down,  too,  Ma  Belle.  She  is  the  kittlen  of 
old  Ma  Belle,  a  French  cat,  which  the  French 
Prince's  gentleman's  gentleman  made  me  a  com- 
pliment o'.  She  in  as  frisky  as  ten  of  our  douce 
Scotch  poussies.  Ghaists  !  na,  na ;  Jock's  Lodge 
barracks  has  laid  all  ghaiets,  and  raised  de'ils  a- 
rooug  us.  Never  mind  that  din,  Mem  ;  it's  only 
my  other  lodger.  He's  a  bad  sleeper  like  myseT, 
poor  gmtleman ;  an  ausious  mind,  Lcddy  Xiz- 
beth ;  and  will  keep  looking  out  upon  the  moon- 
light on  the  hill  lialf  the  lang  night.  But  wear)' 
fa'  the  government,   as   1   said,  that  send  down 
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Ficooh  fliuikies  and  English  troopers  upon  us  so- 
ber  AUioy  house-keepen.  They  are  enough  to 
debosh  the  morak  of  a^  the  lasses  between  Mussel- 
burgh and  the  Water-gate."" 

Elisabeth  liked  ^loat  stories  better  than  moral 
diaqnisitions ;  and,  as  the  landlaify  was  pertina> 
ciousljr  dinmping  bolsters  and  smoothing  pillows, 
endentl J  in  no  haste  to  depart,  she  returned  to 
these  phantom  l^;ends. 

^  Your  neij^ibourhood  is  highly  favourable  to 
ghosts  and  <M  legends,  I  should  imagine.  Yon 
wild  hill,  the  ruined  chapel,  the  g^rey  hermitage, 
the  desolate  palace  with  aU  its  romantic  traditions, 
and  those  surrounding  houses  of  the  old  turbulent 
Scottish  nobility,  are  all  so  many  time-hallowed 
retreats  for  g^iosts.^ 

The  day  has  been,""  returned  the  landlady, 

when  the  old  Abbey  residenters  (for  this,  ma'am, 
is  like  a  world  o'  its  ain,  apart  from  dther  Edin- 
burgh or  the  Canongate,)  would,  round  a  winter's 
fire,  keep  crifting  away  at  those  auld  warld  stories 
of  Chatelar  and  David  Rizzio,  the  Queen's  French 
fiddler,  screeching  through  the  vaulted  trances  and 
narrow,  dark  back-stairs,  at  the  mirk  hour  of  mid- 
night like  this  same ;  the  voice  fleeing  and  grow- 
ing sma',  they  say,  and  far  ofi*,  most  naturally. 
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There  must  be  eomething  in  it — for  his  blood  may 
be  seen  on  the  Queens  bower  floor  to  this  blessed 
day," 

"  It  is  fearful  testimony,"  replied  Elixabetfa, 
shuddering  slightly,  as  the  particulars  of  this,  and 
many  other  dark  tragedies,  acted  almost  where  she 
now  stood,  passed  over  her  mind.  "  And  that  ac- 
complished and  romantic  Chatelar — what  say  they 
of  him  whom  love  maddened  P" 

"  Whom  love  maddened"  was  repeated  in  a 
voice  low,  melancholy,  and  distinct — which  came 
she  knew  not  from  whence — or  whether  of  earth  or 
air. 

*'  Good  Heavens !"  whispered  Eliiabeth,  "  what 
was  that  ?" 

"  It  is  my  poor  lodger,  Mr.  Browne,"  whispered 
the  landlady,  pointing  to  a  locked  up  door.  "  He 
is  a  wee  thing — you  take  me  ?"  And  she  touched 
her  own  sapient  head-^'*  but  the  quietest  creature 
on  earth.  I  don't  know  why  his  man  has  left  him 
so  long  to-night ;  for  he  cows  him  and  keeps  him 
weel  down." 

In  this  house  the  apartments,  as  in  many  old 
buildings  in  Edinburgh,  were  divided,  not  by 
plaster  partition  walls,  hut  by  panelled  wainscot- 
ing, through  which   every  sound   was  distinctly 
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heard.  This  was  a  midnight  neighbourhood  too 
doae  finr  the  taste  of  Elisabeth  ;  and  she  was  now 
ahnost  gUul  to  detain  the  hmdlady. 

^'  I  have  often,  myseF,  when  lonely  here,  out  o^ 
lodgers,  and  keeping  nae  lass,  heard  wild  gowls 
about  the  Abbey  chimlies  on  a  windy  night ;  and 
there  is  no  question  that  the  young  Queoi  of  Scots 
may  be  heard  singing  her  Roman  masses  to  her 
hite^  or  jdaying  the  virginal  at  yon  high  lattices, 
in  a  night  of  misty  moonlight  like  this  same.  The 
whigs  say  black  iU  o^  her ;  but,  for  my  part,  who 
have  lived  in  her  neighbourhood  the  matter  of  se- 
ven lang  years,  I  aye  stand  up  for  her — and  reason 
good ;  for  a  woman  who  sat  so  eident  at  her  seam, 
as  she  must  have  done  to  have  sewed  all  that 
sight  o^  tapestry  and  embroideries,  could  have  little 
time  to  spare  for  light-headed  pranks,  let-a-be 
slaying  and  murthering.  In  this  house,  Leddy 
^Uxbeth  de  Bruce'' — (the  voice  "  behind  the  ar- 
ras"' was  heard  to  groan  deeply.)  Elisabeth  started, 
but  the  woman  went  on  undauntedly.  ^^  In  this 
house,  what  wi'  tear  and  wear,  darning  and  spatch- 
ing,  bed-linen  and  table-linen,  coverlids  and  settee- 
slips,  ye  may  guess  if  I  kenna  what  it  is  to  handle 
a  needle,  as  weel  as  Queen  Mary  ;  for  if  a  house 
like  this  were  suffered  to  owregang,*"  &c.  &c.  &c. 
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;tc  he  ^so 
ection  ap- 
ed— cone-     ' 


No,  not  the  Premier  of  Engluid,  vexe  b 
Cluuiccllar  of  the  Exchequer— an  election  i 
proachbig — the  new  taxes  not  proposed— some- 
thing wanted  for  repairs  of  the  palace — notice  given 
by  the  leader  of  Opposition  of  k  motion  on  the 
state  of  the  nation — the  Catholic  question  and  > 
Com  Bill  both  impending — and  all  the  India 
boards  and  West  India  planters  upon  his  unfortu- 
nate head — ever  had  such  fardels  laid  on  his  all- 
enduring  shoulders,  as  this  our  landlady  of  the 
Scottish  Sanctuary. 

Elizabeth  smiled,  and  complimented  her  upon 
the  acut«nees  and  originality  of  her  deduction ; 
and  said,  that  many  of  Queen  Mary's  champions 
had  employed  worse  ailments. 

"  But  the  Lord  Damley  was  murthered,"  said 
she,  "  all  my  lodgers  have  been  agreed  un  that.— 
Whether  he  walks  in  a  bluidy  shroud  is  a  fact  they 
aye  thoi^ht  more  hieroglyph!  cal ;  though  I  have 
a  ballant  about  it  which  is  as  true  as  gospel  or 
black  print." 

And  in  a  thin  reedy  voice,  resembling  that  in- 
genious musical  instrument  which  children  fashion 
of  a  comb  covered  by  a  piece  of  paper,  slic  volun- 
tarily sung,  or  twanged,  or  recited  a  ditty,  which 
had  probably  never  travelled  beyond  the  boundary 
of  the  Abbey  strand :— 
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«<  Wlm  wamm  tht  nwUiag  ef  Dwnky't  luwk» 

Aad  tht  boirliqf  of  Duaky't  giev  ? 
The  fiJeon  ibook  her  wvninf  beDit 

Tht  kind  hottsd  rowMl  him  lev. 

Aad  doleAiI  deep  wae  the  true  hovods  cry, 

Anhehegped  the  wiering  oiooa ; 
That  wadiag  moon,  wboee  derk-red  brow 

Told  dafi  of  trooble  eeoiu 

Lord  Dvnlejr't  ankl  none  dreemed  e  dream ; 

AodI  wiriiit  be  for  food; 
Red  blood  nn  to  the  bridle-rein 

IVom  St.  Oilee't  to  Holyrood. 

She  dreamed  our  yoang  Qtwen  Uved  her  hand 

in  St.  ABtoB*e  bkmed  i|iriiig ; 
But  ail  the  elzeune  in  braid  SooUaad 

WooM  not  out  the  Uood-etain  bring. 

•  Ne'er  would  the  water  waah  the  bk)od/ 

I  heard  the  grey  monk  my  . 
'  The  flood  wae  poaied  oa  Calvary 

Moat  purge  thia  gnilt  away.'  " 

*^  I  could  have  turned  a  Scottish  lilt  in  my  day,"" 
said  the  Umdlady,  in  the  same  breath  in  which  she 
eonduded  her  lay ;  ^^  but  the  burning  o'  Cambua- 
kenneth  Lodge  gave  a  crack  to  my  muiic."" 

*^  You  were  preeent  then  ?^  said  EUaabeth. 

*^  I,  to  my  sorrow,  watna  far  aff.«-<But  that  is 
not  a  stoiry  for  this  night  Are  ye  comfortable,  my 
lady  ?     Surely  ye  do  not  fear  my  poor  lodger?^ 

Eliaabeth  owned  no  fear,  whatever  she  might 
led ;  but  carefully,  as  she  fancied,  fixed  the  door, 
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,  undressing  herself,  lay  down  in  her  strange 
g-placc  ;  and,  after  all  her  cares  and  fatigues, 
;  m  the  Sanctuary  the  sleep  of  light  and  pure 

abcth's  natural  love  of  music  has  already 
noticed,  as  vieW  as  her  peculiar  tastes  in  that 
:hing  ait.     But  her  powers,  as  has  been  said, 
[  not  those  of  art — they  were  a  gift,  not  an  ac-' 
■ement — genius,  not  talent — rather  part  of  her 
,11  hers.     Music  was  around  her  as  light — in  her 
H>nes — in  her  movements — in  her  breathings ;  but, 
what  is  more  to  the  present  purpose,  she  possessed, 
or  rather  was  possessed,  by  the  singular   power  of 
singing  in   her  sleep — of  breathing  forth  in  her 
dreams  the  low  muffled  melodious  strains  of  sensi- 
bihty,  refined  by  taste — of  taste,  animated  by  sen- 
sibility.    The  exercise  of  this  singular  faculty  was 
of  course  wholly  unconscious  and  involuntary — 
and  its  possessor  would  very  gladly  have  resigned 
it.     It  was,  indeed,  set  down  by  Monkshaugh  as 
the  strongest  symptom  of  her  latent  madness. 

On  this  nght,  in  a  happy  dream  of  Emescraig 
and  her  beloved  valley,  Elizabeth  fancied  that,  in 
a  golden  summer's  evening,  Wolfe  Grahame  lay 
stretched  at  her  feet,  while  she  sat  on  a  turfy  knoll 
among  the  broom  under  the  banks  of  the  holms, 
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a   spot  quite   familiar,  and  very  dear  to  her  me- 
mory ;  and  that  she  held  his  hand  and  looked  in 
his  eyes ;  and,  while  the  stream  murmured  an  ac- 
companiment, sung  to  him  *^  The  Young  Aileen^ 
a  fragment  of  an  Irish  ballad,  which,  in  her  child- 
hood, she  had  caught  from  Monica  Doran.     This 
song,  of  which  the  music  was  exceedingly  simple, 
touching,  and  antique,  was  a  great  favourite  with 
Wolfe ;  and  he  had  often  made  her  sing  it  again 
and  again  at  the  same  sitting.     Its  simplicity  and 
wild  pathos  possessed  to  him  a  charm  more  capti- 
vating than  either  musical  novelty,  variety,  or  bril- 
liance.    He  delighted  in  hearing  her  return,  and 
dwell  on,  and  again  and  again  repeat  the  self- 
same simple  strain.  She  fancied  in  her  dream  that 
she  was  doing  so  now ;  and  so  in  reality  she  was, 
pausing  between  each  stanza  to  exchange  endear- 
ing caresses,  and  murmuring  fond   and  broken 
speech,  and  again  taking  up  the  strain. 

One  who  had  not  previously  heard  the  baUad 
might  have  lost  part  of  its  meaning ;  but  the  in- 
truder on  £li2abeth'*s  slumbers— for  an  intruder 
stood  by  her  bed-side,  on  whom  her  open,  though 
slumbering  eyes  were  fixed,  and  who  actually  had 
the  features  of  Wolfe  Grahame — ^was  no  stranger 
to  the  lay  which  she  thus  simg : 
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•■  There's  mirth  .1011011  O-Qmnur-e  botnl. 

The  »ine-cg[i  pMsed  frooi  D«me  to  Lord 

Ttf  young  AUJon,  Iho  giy  Ai]«n, 

The  br«bt,  the  hint,  tiie  Bride  Ailuo.                             1 

Soft  tCidDa  of  Erin's  ouDitntiy,                           ^^^^^H 

Vim  flwting  rich  between,                              ^^^^^H 

AnJbubruI  joy  row  inch!  eye                               ^^^^M 

Of  Ibe  youDB  Bride  Ailwo.                                   ^^^^ 

The  young  Aileen,  the  fair  Aileen,                                       '^ 

The  hl«t,  the  bright,  the  Bride  Aileea  ! 

The  grey  O'Connor-,  doling  girl, 

Flower  of  hii  hou«e  of  pride,                                                    , 
Her  blth  plight,  to  the  Northern  Eul. 
A  young  uul  bllHful  brid^  !— 
The  young  Aileen,  (he  proud  Aileea, 
The  bfcEt,  the  bright,  (he  Bride  Aileeo! 

•Tw»  iro  to  k-.ve  O'Coonot'.  b>Ib  ; 

And  deep  the  wo  ehe  prorei ; 
Her  beerl  cliog.  to  the  de.r  grey  welK 
But  the  foUove  him  ihe  loTet 

The  young  Aileen,  the  toft  Aileen, 
The  bright,  the  ble«,  tie  Bride  Aileen. 

Say  «h.l  may  mean  the  rudiing  wail, 

The  Wood-shower  on  the  brmdaied  reil 
Of  the  pole  bride -Ueen? 
To  br  Aileen!  the  young  Aiben  ; 
The  lored,  the  doomed,  the  l»t  Aiken  !■' 

• 

.                  «                  .                  •                  ♦ 

Elizabeth  had  reached  this  point    in  her  song 

k 

when  her  hand  was  violently  clasped  and  tugged    , 

I 

L 

J 
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by  tome  cme ;  and  aiw  started  into  oonacioutiieM 
m  a  very  agony  of  tenor.  TheapectreofOralianie, 
aa  it  feemed  to  her  aUrmed  aenae,  stood  before 
her,  hoktii^  a  ligbt  elote  to  her  face,  gating  into 
her  eyes  aa  if  searrhing  into  their  trouUed  depths, 
whik  he  exclaimed-*-^  Ailecn  my  own  Aileen  I 
Oh,  no,  no!  Girll  girl!  whence  come  youP 
Who  has  taa|^  yon  this  P"* 

Before  Eliiabeth  could  recall  her  scared  senses, 
whkh  had  passed  at  once  from  slumber  into  oonfii- 
aim  and  alarm,  and,  indeed,  in  the  twinkling  of 
an  eye,  another  person  whom  her  fears  represented 
as  of  prodigious  stature  and  ruffian  aspect  grasped 
the  speaker,  and  lights,  voices,  and  figures  instant- 
ly all  vanished ;  and  she  was  left  alone  in  dark- 
ness, and  in  terror  unutterable. 

We  wish  we  could  give  a  better  account  of  the 
courage  of  our  heroine ;  and,  indeed,  in  general, 
Elizabeth  wanted  not  courage;  but  it  must  be 
avowed,  that  now,  as  she  groped  round  the  dark- 
ened apartment  for  the  door,  which  seemed  to  have 
vanished  with  the  rest,  her  heart  seemed  to 
die  within  her.  The  landlady  and  her  attend- 
ant soon  came  to  her  assistance;  and  many 
and  voluble  were  the  apologies  mode,  and  loud 
the  denunciations  against  that  melancholy  fellow- 


jger,  vhosc  unsettled  brain  had  probably  been 
cted  by  the  music;  for  Elizabeth  waa  now  cod- 
jus  that  she  must  have  been  singing  aloud  for 
ong  time.     Humanity,  as  well  as  feelings  pecu- 
r  to  herBclf   in  coneidering  every  gpecies  and 
[ree  of  mental  estrangement,  restored  her  at 
ace  to  self-command ;   and  she  quelled  the  noc- 
turnal tumult  as  quietly  as   she  could.     She  vae, 
ideed,  shocked  at  hearing  the  hushed  threats  of 
liie  keeper  of  the  unfortunate  gentleman  in  the 
adjoining  chamber ;  and,  to  show  at  once  her  cour- 
age and  her  sense  of  security,  she  refused  to  change 
her  apartment. 
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CHAPTER  XIII. 

THE  SCOTTISH  DOWAGEK. 


Vir  tOfM,  qmi  pauea  loqmtor ;  a  foal  feminiiM  Mluteth  qa. 

Love*i  Labomr*§  Lott. 


MoNXSHAUGH  talked  perpetually  of  preserving 
a  strict  incognito  C  And,  for  the  two  following 
days,  no  one  certainly  came  to  disturb  it.     The 

# 

weather  was  rainy ;  and  while  Elizabeth,  under 
his  direction,  was  busy  with  her  needle,  he  was 
again  occupied  with  some  mysterious  writings, 
which  were  completed  and  despatched,  with  the  air 
of  a  man  chin-deep  in  business,  on  the  evening  of 
the  second  day. 

On  the  following  morning,  at  an  hour  too  early 
for  common  visiters,  and  while  Monskhaugh,  still 
in  the  rage  of  his  new  fit  of  economy,  was  busy 
dressing  his  wig,  a  visiter,  but  no  common  one, 
was  announced— that  redoubtable  Lady  Tamtal- 

VOL.  11.  P 
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Ian,  of  whose  "  strong  mind""  aud  ^'stately  manners" 
Klizalictli  had  heard  so  much,  ever  since  eho  vos  ca- 
pable of  hearing.  In  the  tfowiiig  amplitude  of  a  rich 
black  tabinct  negligee  and  petticoat,  with  a  bon- 

ct  of  black  satin,  and  mantle  of  the  same,  lined 
and  edged  with  the  fiir  of  the  grey  squirrel,  the 
minever  of  the  old  romance,  she  marched  into  the 
middle  of  the  room  followed  by  her  maid,  planted 
her  tall,  shining,  ebon-headed  Btafi'  on  the  Door 
like  a  standard,  and  placing  her  hand  on  her  side, 
turned  her  keen  wea-green  eyes  on  Elizabeth, 
though  she  addressed  the  gentleman. 

"  Soil !  Robert  (.irahame, — yc  have  run  your 
tether's  length. — Let  the  wig-bloek  stand  man.— 
What  ncctl  I  wonder  at  finding  an  auld  boaii  friz- 
zing his  jcezy  .■'  I'eel  no  sliarae  about  it,  cousui 
Robbie ;  I  am  glad  ye  have  at  last  discovered 
your  natural  calling." 

"  This  is  an  honour  and  a  pIcaKure,"  cried 
Monkshaugh,  turning  round,  and  round,  and  round. 

Elizabeth  placed  a  cliair  in  silence,  and  enrt- 
sied  slightly. 

"  A  great  exertion  o'  duty  and  kindness  in  my 
Leddvj^Ir.  Grahame," drawled  llie  ancient  Abigail, 
planting  another  ehair.  "  Though  blessed  with 
the  best  o'  constitutions,  thanks  be  to  praise——" 
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-— ^^  Thai  ye^ll  get  your  board  and  wage  a  few 
yean  bmger  yet,  Abby  !^  interrupted  the  lady, 
•oorly. 

^^  Kindness,  and  duty,  and  best  o'  constitutions  !^ 
repeated  the  bewildered  Laird,  planting  yet  a 
tiiird  chair.  *^  Proud  and  happy  am  I  to  see  your 
Ladyship  keep  your  own  so  well — now  up  among 
the  eighties ! — a  goodly  age.  Your  Ladyship  will 
wonder  to  hear,  I'*m  sure,  that  I  mjrself  am  now  a 
man  in  my  grand  climacteric.  Many  changes  ! 
many  changes  auld  folk  see,  my  Leddy,  before  the 
final  change  r 

'<  Auld !""  thundered  the  lady.  ''  The  de'il  is 
auld ! — See  ye  any  thing  failed  like  about  me  ? — ^ 
And  she  once  more  struck  her  staff  on  the  floor, 
with  an  exertion  of  muscular  strength  which  en- 
tirely disproved  the  rash  assertion,  while  it  made 
Monkshaugh  cringe  into  himself.— ^^  But,  bless  me 
man,  ye  are  crined  into  nothing — ane  might  pack 
you  into  your  ain  china  posset-dish.'"  And  a  grim 
smile  relaxed  her  features. 

*^  My  Leddy  can  thole  at  no  hand,*"  whispered 
the  waiting  woman  to  Elizabeth,  ^^  to  hear  of  auld 
age  or  deeing.  I  wish  some  friend  wad  tell  her 
she  mmm  twine  land  and  gear  some  day  ;  and  the 
confoft  it  wad  be  to  ha'e  set  her  house  in  order  in 
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die  matter  o'  a  sensible,  judicious,  testamentary 
settlement,  which  makes  a  blithe  death-bed — a 
sweet  hinder-end,  to  think  wc  have  done  our  duty 
to  a"  about  us." 

MonkEhaugh,  though  not  much  flattered  with 
the  personal  compliments  paid  to  himself,  was  si- 
lent, partly  for  want  of  soraething  to  say- 
Lady  TamtalJan  had  for  fifty  years  been  known 
among  all  her  acquantancc  as  3  woman  "  of  a 
strong  mind."  Beauty,  in  any  degree,  she  never 
possessed — good-nature  she  wished  not  to  have — 
feminine  manners  she  despised.  Yet  she  was  somc- 
tliing — not  insigiiiiicant — not  a  cijfhcr  in  crea- 
tion— strong  in  mould,  masculine  in  temper — a 
person  to  be  hated,  perhaps,  but  not  to  be  forgot- 
ten ;  and  as  she  possessed  no  quality  that  could 
excite  envy,  tlie  ivorld  readily  adopted  the  parrot 
phrase,  and  from  generation  to  generation  it  circu- 
lated and  flowed  down: — thus,  as  JMrs.  Ilutchen, 
for  a  time,  was  "  a  nice  woman,"  and  Miss  Julia- 
na "  a  smart  girl,"  and  Lady  Harrictle  Copely, 
"  a  very  superior  creature" — so  had  old  Lady  Tam- 
tallan  been  for  half  a  century,  "  a  woman  of  a  stroog 
mind,"  or  "  a  tjiieer  old  woman  of  a  strong  mind." 
In  virtue  of  this  singuliir  distinction  she  went  about 
in  sociciy  a  perpcnmlty  cliargcd  Galvanic  battery, 
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which  every  one  dreaded  to  approach,  lest  it  might 
explode  when  least  expected.  She,  howeyer,  had 
her  uses.  Her  house  or  her  bosom  was  a  kind  of 
**  Lion's  Head""  for  the  gentility  of  the  Good 
Towfij  in  which  all  pasquinades,  and  satirical  and 
Utter  sayings  were  registered,  or  said  to  be  regis- 
tered ;  and  some  ^^  damned  good-natured  joke,^ 
ostensibly  derived  from  Lady  Tamtallan's,  was 
put  in  circulation  almost  every  day. 

Elisabeth  had  not  forgotten,  nor  indeed  for- 
given, the  cruelty  and  indelicacy  with  which  this  old 
lady,  her  father's  aunt,  had  replied  to  her  applica- 
tion for  advice  a  few  months  before,  though,  to 
that  very  circumstance,  she  perhaps  owed  the 
happiness  of  her  life.  She  made  no  attempt  to 
recommend  herself  a  second  time  to  the  old  lady^s 
good  graces. 

Monkshaugh  was  aware  that  the  Lady  Tamtal- 
Ian  had  strenuously  opposed  the  marriage  of  her 
nephew,  and  vowed  eternal  feud,  if  the  de  Bruce  per- 
sisted in  a  connexion  which  she  disapproved  fit)m 
pride,  prejudice,  and  interest ;  but  his  own  affec- 
tion for  Elizabeth  led  him  to  believe,  that  the 
high-tempered  old  lady  might  feel  kindness  to 
the  child,  which  she  never  would  have  shewn  to 
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the  mother ;  and  on  this  reflection  he  ventured  to 
introduce  Elizabeth. 

"  I  vow,  the  plcofiurc  and  honour  of  seeing  your 
Ladyship  look  so  ivell  for  your  time  of  life,  makes 
me  forget  both  kindness  and  manners  !  Give  me 
leave  now — a  pleasant  duty  to  me — to  present  to 
your  Ladyship  our  fair  cousin,  'Lizbctli  de  Bruc«, 
a  young  gentlewoman  who,  from  her  tenderest 
years,  has  heard,  with  respect  and  admiration,  t^ 
the  stately  manners  and  strong  mind  which  dis- 
tinguish your  Ladyship— the  sitaoiter  in  modo  and 
fortiter  in  re,  as  Tully  hath  it.  Your  Ladyship 
sees  that,  even  after  our  long  period  of  rustication 
from  the  bar,  we  have  not  quite  forgotten  our  hu- 
manities." 

"No,  no,  Robbie,"  replied  the  lady,  quietly, 
"  and  somewhat  contemptuously  surveying  him; 
"just  the  auld  man  !" 

"  So  much  for  the  suamter  in  modo,"  thought 
Elizabeth. 

"  Soh !  and  that  is  John  de  Bnice's  dochter— 
If  I  said  I  was  glad  to  see  you,  lassie,  it  would  be 
a  rank  falsehood; — and,  what  is  mair,  yc  look  a« 
if  yc  would  ken  it  to  be  so." 

"  And/o)'/i^e*'  ui  re,"'  thought  Elizabeth,  while 
she  bowed  in  reply  to  the  lady  ;  appearing  much 
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\emfrapp6e  thm  her  Ladyship  was  accustomed  to 
see  those  on  whom  she  fixed  her  iCTiper^s  tooth. 

*^  There  was  a  prank  :  to  cross  the  breed  of  our 
amfiunily  daftness  with  red-wode  Irish  madness  T 

The  little,  kind  Laird  was  rather  at  a  loss  now. 
^  To  be  sure,  it  is  certain,  "Lixbeth,  my  dear,  the 
marriage  of  the  Lord  de  Bruce  was  rather  some- 
dung  like  a  surprise.  It  is  imdeniahle,  that  the 
pkaauie  of  your  fiither's  marriage  rather  took  his 
firicads  at  unawares.^ 

^  Pleasure !  call  ye  it,  Robbie  Grahame— plea- 
sure !  to  see  a  brave  auld  house  gang  out  like  the 
snuff  of  a  candle.  I  ken  not  whether  it  is  better 
to  marry,  and  have  a  crew  of  yammerin  tawpie 
lasses,  to  grow  up  either  a  plague  or  a  disgrace  to 
their  kin,  or  to  see  a  silly  fool-body  at  the  head  of 
an  auld  family  property  which  he  has  cast  to  the 
cocks,  and  may  go  after  it.^'  And  the  angry  old 
la^  her  hands  ^^  waved  amiable  C  And  shook  out 
her  ample  black  silk  apron,  as  if  shaking  her  lap 
dear  of  the  impending  ruin  of  the  house  of  Monks- 
haugh,  and  devdiving  all  blame  and  responsibility 
upon  its  unfortunate  head. 

Poor  Monkshaugh  durst  scarce  look  to  Elisa- 
beth for  the  sympathy  which  made  her  eyes  both 
glisten  and  flash. 
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1 

nephew.        1 


"  But  tell  me,  when  heard  ye  o'  your  nep! 
Wolfe  de  Bruce  Grahame  f  He  is  now,  I  reckon, 
all  we  have  lefl  to  hand  down  the  name  of  de 
Bruce,  though  but  at  Becond-hand.  John  Tam- 
taUan'a  wife"  (her  daughter-in-law)  "  had  the  im- 
pudence to  send  me  word,  next  my  heart  this 
morning,  that  she  has  gotten  the  ninth  o'  them — 
nine  docliters  ! — John's  nine  Muses. "  And  she 
grinned  a  verjuice  smile,  while  her  head  vibrated 
in  paralytic  indignation  at  the  obstinacy  with 
which  the  poor  younger  Lady  Tamtallan  per- 
sisted in  female  progeny,  notwithstanding  alt  her 
threats  and  denunciations ;  thus  not  only  sending 
the  estate  into  another  family,  but  for  ever  sinking 
the  title  of  Tamtallan,  as  certdnly  as  the  birth  of 
Elizabeth  did  that  of  de  Bruce. 

"  There  are  my  four  winsome  name-dochters," 
cried  she,  smiling  in  spiteful  mirth — '*  Grace 
Amelia,  and  Griselda  Celestina,  and  EUena  Gri- 
zel,  and  Matilda  Gmcldina '.  He  !  he  !  he !  Is 
not  that  making  the  most  of  Grey  Griael  de  Bruce, 
Robbie  ?  I  would  need  to  be  a  patient  Grizel  at 
any  rate." 

"Your  Ladyship  ought  to  have  some  compassion 
on  the  future  world,"  said  Elizabeth,  who  now  per- 
ceived one  cause  of  the  lady's  excessive  bad  hu- 
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mour.  *^  If  no  more  of  us  poor  girls  are  to  be  bom, 
what  is  to  become  of  mankind,  wanting  such  ex- 
ample as  is  ^afforded  to  the  present  age  by  the 
^  stately  manners  and  strong  mind'*  of  your  Lady- 
ship ?^ 

'^Xisbeth  de  Bruce!'"  exclaimed  the  Laird, 
half  petrified. 

'^  Soh  !^  said  her  Ladyship,  a  smile  still  more 
brightly  grim  than  any  she  had  yet  dispUyed 
mantling  her  grey  visage,  as  turning  full  round 
she  surveyed  the  speaker. — ^^  Soh  !  ye  are  none  of 
the  mealy-mouthed  misses  ?  Ready  to  bell-the- 
cmt  even  with  *Grey  Grizzy  !'  Come — I  like  that 
now.  Your  father  was  a  deevil  too  once.^ — Her 
Ladyship  resembled  those  perverse  curs  that  snap 
and  snarl  at  every  caressing  hand,  while  kicks  and 
cuffs  call  forth  all  their  spirit  and  playfulness. 

The  old  lady  put  on  her  broad-rimmed  specta- 
cles, took  Elizabeth's  head  between  her  hands,  and 
breathing  upon  her  not  quite  gales  of  Araby,  per- 
used her  features  all  over. 

»         

**  There's  the  red,  full,  nether  lip,  and  the  brent 
brow  with  the  name  of  de  Bruce  as  plain  as  it  were 
written  on  it  !*"  cried  the  Laird  in  joy,  setting  Eli- 
sabeth down  in  the  old  lady''s  will  for  at  least  one 
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thousand  in  India  bonds,  it'  not  tlie  rose-  dtamtnid 

ckle  itself.  He  touched,  in  his  pride,  the  white 
h  forehead,  the  r^al  brow  of  Elizabeth,  as, 
ing  at  the  scene,  she  almost  knelt  to  favour 
old  lady's  inspection. 

"  Just  as  like  the  house  of  de  Bruce  as  I'd) 
i  a  rock  partan  !"  said   Lady  Tamtalhui,  gii- 

g  the  cheek  a  goud-bumoured  pat  however,  as 
le  gently  pushed  aside  the  smiling  face  which  was 

wwing  the  ineffable  spell  of  beauty  over  even 
her  rugged  nature. 

"  A  wonderful  resemblance,  indeed  !"  cried  the 
delighted  Monkshaugh,  rubbing  his  hands.  "  Do 
ye  hear  that,  Xizbetb  .'  Ye  are  just  as  like  your 
noble  ancestors  as  my  Lady  <lowager  is  to  a  rock 
partan.  And  there  has  been  another  resemblance 
seen,  my  Lady — several  folks  that  pretty  often  dine 
wi'  me  have  been  greatly  struck  with  it — to  one 
who  enjoyed  much  of  your  Ladyship's  csteent 
and  grace,  my  ever- honoured  mother,  the  ura- 
quhile — " 

"  To  Beenic  Murra' !"  exclaimed  tlie  dowager, 
now  cltuckling  outright.  "  Tfiin  and  Din — Missy 
and  Flissy,  as  our  saucy  cousin  Harry  wont  to  say 
of  her  and  her  wee  Bobbie,  lang  syne.     Atweel 
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Ussie,  be  thankfu",  a^  the  lode  ye  have  of  the 
muckle-mouM  Murraya,  will  never  be  a  mote  in 
your  marriage.'^ 

Monkshaugh  was  about  putting  on  his  little 
petted  face,  when  a  gentleman  was  announced  by 
the  name  of  Dalrymple,  of  whom  Elisabeth  had 
often  heard  as  a  distant  relative,  a  person  well 
known  in  the  fashionable  world  of  Edinburgh,  and 
now  in  high  practice  at  the  Scottish  bar. 

^*  Come  away,  Andrew  Dalrymple,"  said  the 
old  lady,  ^^  and  tell  us  what  strengthening  plas- 
ter your  souple  wits  have  spread  for  the  stagger- 
ing state  of  the  gentrice  o'  the  Monkshaugh  £imi- 
ly." 

The  gentleman  paid  his  compliments  all  round 
—to  Monkshaugh  with  cordial  kindness— -to  Eli- 
sabeth with  kindness  and  good-breeding— to  the 
dowager  on  the  subjects  old  ladies  are  supposed 
best  to  relish— her  firm  health  and  unusual  acti- 
vity. 

^^  And  what  for  should  I  not  be  early  abroad  if 
I  have  business  ?  Am  I  like  one  of  your  windle- 
strae  malliAiff  madams  that  cannot  stir  from  their 
arm-chair  till  they  are  drammed  up  with  their 
green-tea  ."^  But  tell  your  tale  now,  Robbie 
Grahame ;  for  that  bit  scart"" — and  she  contemp- 
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tuously  twisted  in  her  stringy,  strong  fingers,  poor 
Monkshaugh's  epistolary  labours  of  the  previous 
day—"  that  bit  scart,  I  can  make  neither  tail  nor 
mane  of." 

Monkshaugh.half  bewildered  and  gasping — des- 
perately cried  out — "  To  redeem  the  captivity  of 
the  house  of  Monkshaugh — to  take  a  new  part — 
to  beard  .lohn  Hurcheon — " 

"  Beard  oysters,  Robbie  Grahame,"  interrupt- 
ed the  dowager,  grinding  her  toothless  gums  over 
the  delicious  morsel  of  her  own  ill-natured  joke — 
"  ye  were  aye  deft  at  that  trade.  But  tell  ua," 
she  continued  in  an  elevated  and  angry  voice — 
"  what  ye  wad  be  at  ?  Speak  short-hand,  man ; 
Andrew  Dalrymple  has  other  work  than  muisting 
periwigs  in  a  morning." 

"  Your  Ladyship  has  such — such  a,  very  strong 
mind,"  Monkshaugh  sobbed  up,  like  a  man  gasp- 
ing under  the  first  shock  of  a  shower  hath.  But 
he  had  a  terrible  feat  to  perform,  and  he  bent  up 
his  mind  to  it.  "  And  so  must  I  soon — have 
other  buRinesR — I  have,  like  an  idle  spendthrift, 
datdled  time  and  talents  oven  owre  lang.  'Liibeth, 
my  dear,  maybe  ye  would  see  something  to  divert 
you  there ;"  and  he  pointed  to  his  own  favourite 
gazebo,   a  small  window  looking  out  upon  the 
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court  in  front  of  the  Palace ; — "  yell  see  carts,  and 
lasses  carrying  band-boxes.  The  town  is  a  blithe 
place  to  a  young  creature.*"  Elisabeth  withdrew 
to  the  window  ;  and  he  turned  to  his  visiters.  ^^  I 
would  not  just  at  first  affect  the  line  of  public 
pleading,  6r  riding  the  Circuit  on  every  carle''s 
case— -but  more  in  the  line  of  a  chalmer-counsel, 
which  would  the  less  interfere  with  the  practice  of 
younger  friends^ — ^a  bow  to  Mr.  Dalrymple. 
**  What  think  ye,  cousin  Andrew  ?^ 

**  I— I— upon  my  soul— -I  am  rather— on  so 
sudden  an  appeal—-^ 

"  None  of  your  twa-facedness  here,  Andrew,^ 
cried  the  dowager.  "  But  go  on,  Robert — 
ye  are  very  feasible — diet's  hear  ye  out,  man.'^ 
Dreadful  was  this  unnatural  calmness — 

"  The  torrent'i  mnoothneai  ere  it  dash  akiog.*' 

Elizabeth,  at  her  distant  window — nay,  Monks- 
haugh  felt  that  the  ground  already  heaved, 
and  that  the  earthquake  was  impending.  With 
a  desperate  gaiety  he  said — "  The  short  and 
the  lang  is,  I  must  be  lyholden  to  your  Lady- 
ship'^s  mouPy  pose  for  a  few  months  till  fees 
come  in ;  for  I  would  not  affront  you,  my  Lady, 
by  applying  to  any  more  distant  friend ;  and  no 
doubt  the  experience  of  a  man  now  in  his  grand 
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climacteric,   when  so  many  beardless  callants  are 
yatterin'  away  at  the  bar — " 

"  Now,  this  wad  gar  a  kirk-howlet  laugh  !"  roared 
the  dowager,  her  ashy  face  becoming  dark  maho- 
gany coluiu — her  green  eyes  emitting  lurid  gleams, 
while  a  strong  sarcastic  expression,  mingled  with 
the  indignation  with  which  «he  grinded  her  chops. 
"  My  mouldy  pose  to  ke^  yon  at  the  bat !  0, 
man,  all  the  elder-broth er^s  portion  of  brain  ye  ever 
had,  has  gone  addle  now  !  Will  I  not  need  all 
my  odd  pence,  think  ye,  to  found  s  nunnery  for  my 
four  maiden  name-docliters  ?  No,  no,  cousin  Rob- 
bie, keep  yc  by  the  chalmer- counsel ;  toast  fiannels, 
and  brew  cordial  drinks  for  leddies  lying-in  of 
their  ninth  dochter  T  And  she  grinded  another 
bitter  smile  between  her  few  remaining  teeth. — 
"  Did  ye  hear  of  that  wccession,  Andrew  Dalrjin- 
ple  ? — John  Tamtallan's  wife  had  the  impudence 
to  send  me  word,  next  my  heart  this  morning,  that 
she  had  got  another  lass-baim  ;  but  she's  to  ca*  it 
John."  The  masculine  name,  intended  to  craci- 
Uate  the  dowager,  ha^  in  fact,  tended  to  exa^e- 
rate  her  beyond  all  bounds. 

Mr.  Dalrymple  now  perfectly  comprehended  the 
eause  of  the  dowi^r's  excessive  bitterness  on  this 
morning- 
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« 


Nerer  mind,  my  Lady  ;  let  us  but  get  back  a 
Scottish  King,  and  a  Scottish  Parliament,  and 
well  have  an  act  for  drowning  them  like  kittens, 
instead  of  flipping  th^n  off  to  the  colonies  ;*"  and 
he  dextefously  tmrned  the  conversation  to  Wolfe 
Grrahame,  the  only  male  descendant  of  the  three 
fiunilies. 

^  Ay,  Wolfe  is  a  true  lad-bairn,  sure  enough  ! 
tricky,  mischievous  deevil,  as  he  aye  was.  But  I 
ha?e  seen  little  of  him,  I  ken  not  wherefore?  since 
he  was  in  the  puddock-hair  ;^  and,  with  her  grim 
smile,  she  proceeded — "  We  never  could  blame 
cousin  Robbie  with  wild  laddie-pranks — ^it  was  aye 
a  creature  of  a  most  mim,  quiet,  lady-like  tum.^ 

Man'*s  spirit  could  not  brook  this  from  any  thing 
that  ever  wore  a  petticoat.  ^^  I  must  say,  my  Lady,^ 
exclaimed  the  Laird,  ^^  that  gibes,  my  Lady,  to  a 
kinsman,  and  a  man  in  his  grand  climacteric, 
is 1'' 


if 


His  grand  clish-ma-claver  !*"  cried  the  Scottish 
dowager.  "I  came  to  speak  of  John  de  Bruce,  and 
not  to  listen  to  your — ^  But  here  there  was  heard  a 
struggle  in  the  passage,  and  a  voice  expostulating — 
**I  must  see  the  Laird — and  I  will  see  the  Lurd — 
ye  wad  keep  the  name  o'  Grahame  on  your  kitchen 
floor-head  r     And  in  bounced  our  old  bare-legged 
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ftcquEUDtance,  Mrs-  ChrUty  Grahsmc  of  Pitbsuch- 
lie,  no  ways  abashed  by  the  appearance  of  com- 
pany, followed  by  her  black-eye<l  Robbie,  and  a 
whole  Utter  of  ragged  brats,  all  of  the  male  kind. 

"  I  swore  ye  wad  look  dumb-foundered,  Laird,  M 
see  me  sac  far  frae  hamc  wi'  a'  thac  sweet  laming 
come  to  make  our  prayer  and  molligrant  to  you, 
aa  the  natural  head  o'  the  Grahames.  And  blithi; 
am  I  to  have  casten  saut  on  your  tail  at  last,  budi>4 
as  a  friend,  but  mslr  especial  as  an  auld  advo<:a;>i 
for,  oh,  Laird  .'  put  it  to  yoursel',  what  it  was  to  a 
mother's  heart  to  hear  from  Francie  Frisel  thai 
that  bonnie  knave-bairn,  standin'  there,  even  your 
honour's  name-son,  no  being  just  bom  in  what's 
called  lawfu'  matrimony,  canna  be  heir" — and  she 
lifted  up  licr  voice  and  sobbed,  while,  in  tuneful 
accordance,  Robbie  whined, 

"  I  canna  be  hair." 

"  Canna  he  heir  to  his  ain  lawfu'  parents,  if 
they  were  as  rich  ,as  King  Solomon,  or  John 
Harletillum." 

"  Canna  he  hair  to  my  aiii  lawfii'  parents," 
whined  Robbie,  determined  to  act  his  part  this 
time,  and  actuated  hy  the  self-same  motives  which 
lead  a  vain  little  seJiool-boy  to  shew  his  copy,  or 
recite  his  hymn- 
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<<  Cut  off  fine  bis  heritage  like  a  hairy  Esau.^ 

**  Cut  off  fine  my  heritage  like  a  hairy  sow,^ 
•dbbed  Robbie,  his  clear,  dark  eyes  reflecting 
Elixabeth'^s  smile  and  revelling  in  it,  while  his  ri- 
nUe  muscles  were,  at  the  same  instant,  drawn 
down  to  the  most  ludicrous  expression  of  mendi- 
cant wo. 

**  Heir ! — heir !  I  shall  enter  ye  heir  with  a 
supple-jack,  if  I  had  it,^  exclaimed  the  exasperated 
Moiikshaugb.  ^^  Heir  to  an  estate  of  sin  and  mi- 
sery !  dirt  and  rags  !  That'^s  the  best  bairns'*  part 
o*  gear  ye  have  to  gi'^e  your  brats.  Who  sent  ye 
»-tramping  after  me,  woman  P"^ 

**  Even  a  weel-wisher  and  firiend — Francie  Fri- 
sel,^  whined  the  fair  client,  now  somewhat  daunted; 
and,  though  not  endowed  with  the  finest  tact,  she 
felt  that  now  was  the  time  to  administer  her  retain- 
er if  she  hoped  to  speed  her  cause. 

^^  It^s  but  sma^  propine ;  but  I  wad  na  come  a^- 
thegither  toom-handed,  were  it  but  for  luck'^s 
sake  i^  and  with  modest  exultation  she  glanced  on 
the  contents  of  her  apron. — ^^  A  pickle  puddock- 
stools ; — Francie  tauld  me  ye  had  aye  an  auld  wark 
sowing  among  them  in  your  siller  pan  ; — ^frce  and 
firank  ye  get  them,  I  am  sure.*^  And  the  far- 
travelled  mushrooms  escaping  from  her  lap  rolled 
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about  the  carpet  in  all  diiections,  I 

after  ihem,  like  a  cocl; -sparrow  pickii^  grubs. 

Lady  Tamtallan  dropped  her  cane,  placed  her 
Btiingy  fingers  on  her  jutting  haunches,  and  in- 
dulged in  a  long,  deliberate,  provoking  laugh, 
while  she  exclaimed — "  Fees  already,  cousin ! 
The  luck  of  some  folk  !  A  Ch aimer-counsel  case 
— a  real  Douglas  plea,  involving  right  of  succes- 
sioD,  at  your  very  starting — he  !  he !  he  !" 

"  What  leather  bag  is  that,  woman  ?"  said  Lady 
Tamtallan  next,  touching  with  her  cane  a  bag  such 
as  gentlemen  in  the  country  send  to  the  post-office. 

"  Shew  yourself  down  stairs — Off  with  you  ! 
the  whole  clanjamfrey  of  you  !"  shouted  Monks- 
haugh. 

"  Some  trashtrie  of  papers  Francie  sent  Leddy 
'I.izbeth.  It  wad  be  ill  my  part  no  to  do  her  er- 
rand, were  it  to  cany  a  coal  bing.  The  brave 
young  gentleman  took  great  notice  of  my  sweet 
lambs — ■" 

"  Of  the  black-faced  kind,"  said  Mr.  Dalrym- 
ple,  who  appeared  delighted  with  the  bright  phy- 
siognomy of  Robbie,  and  the  other  little  blackened 
urchins. 

— "  Ay,  yon  day  on  the  moor,  Leddy  dc  Bruce ; 
so,  as  I  behooved,  Francie  said,  to  go  to  Edinburgh 
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it  an  rites  dxmt  Robbie's  lawfulness,  he  bade 
meearrjr  dlis;  and  be  sure  ye  tell  her  own  self, 
said  he,  your  story  ont ;  and  that  she  has  not  a 
day  to  lose  in  locking  about  her.     I  behoove,  he 
says,  td  cower  down,  and  tak'  a'  the  bairns  under 
any  coat-tails  like, — like  a  clocking-hen,  like— -^ 
and  she  dipped  in  fashion  of  a  grUette  about  to 
commence  a  quadrille. — ^^  And  you.  Laird,  who, 
Francie  says,  cannot  fail  to  be  superannuated  for 
a  dooble-gown  Lord  some  of  these  days,  from 
the  great  respect  the  Lords  of  Grovemment  have 
aye  shewn  to  talons  like  yours,  maun  pronounce 
your  interlocutor  owre  us ;  and  ^  that  will  make  a^ 
the  bairns  lawfu'  bairns,  by  the  leal  auld  law  o' 
Scotland,^  quo  Francie.     I  am  sure  me  and  mine, 
and  the  name  o'  Orahamc,  are  beholden  to  him  :— 
Ibrbye  five  shillings  to  bear  my  charges.     It  was 
the  best  wared  chappin  o'  ale  I  erer  bestowed,  that 
same  on  him,  in  the  Pap-in  o'  Pitbauchlie  on 
Monday's  e'en.'' 

Monkshaugh's  rage,  stimulated  by  Lady  Tam- 
tallan's  sneer,  went,  in  spite  of  all  his  chivalry,  to 
thoughts  of  kicking;  but  Elisabeth  interfered, 
rightly  guessing  that  this  legal  quiddity  of  Frisd's 
veiled  something  which  he  at  least  deemed  impor- 
tant to  his  master's  interests. 
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Slizabeth  took  the  letter-bag ;  and  on  a  brasi 
plate  affixed  to  it,  found  the  half-erased  name  of 
Mr.  Hutchcn. — Mr,  Dalrymple  perceived  the  same 
thing;  and  laughing,  gai<3  "  I  ndeed,  gudewjie,  you 
II  need  to  go  down  sta  i  and  mend  jour  gkirta, 
before  Monkehaugh  pro  junce  his  interlocutor; 
else  there  will  still,  I  fear,  be  many  flaws  in  the 
deed  of  legitimacy." 

"  Do  ye  think  sae,  sir  ?     I  will  take  a  needk 

then ^ 

"  Pack  down  stairs  with  ye !"  roared  Monks- 
haugh ;  and  off  they  all  scuttled  to  wait  his  pleas- 
ure below. 

"  I  must  have  your  interest  to  get  our  friend 
Robbie  made  one  of  the  many  heirs  of  the  excel- 
lent Mr.  Thomas  Todd,"  (founder  of  the  Orphan 
Hospital,)  said  Elizabeth. — Mr.  Dalrymple  bowed 
and  expressed  liis  happiness  to  oblige  her. 

"  Andrew  Dalrymple,"  said  the  dowager,  her 
head  going  fast  and  faster  with  its  paralytic  shake ; 
"  think  ye  is  it  not  a  hard  matter  to  see  a  be^ar- 
wifc  wi'  a  bairn-tyme  like  that — and  not  one  male 
heir  to  tliree  auld  houses  ?" — The  dowager  seemed 
to  tliink  Providence  rather  chargeable  in  this  in- 
stance— rather  unkind  and  neglectful,  if  not  abso- 
lutely unfair  to  the  nobler  classes.     Meanwhile, 
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she  dtttclied  involunurily  at  the  writiiigs,  which 
Elisabeth  was  putting  away. — ^^  I  may  say,^  she 
proceeded ;  **  and  with  as  sore  a  heart  as  ever  did 
James  Stuart  of  his  crown  and  kingdom.  The 
lands  and  lineage  of  de  Bruce  came  by  a  woman, 
and  they'^U  gang  by  a  womiUi.  The  curse  of 
Blanche  of  Lorraine  is  hanging  owre  our  devoted 
house  e^en  yet — ay,  wrecking  on  it  e^en  now.*^ — ^All 
the  while  she  was  unconsciously  fumbling  at  the 
letters  which  she  had  seized,  perhaps  unwittingly. 

Elisabeth  had  occasionally  heard  of  this  family 
Impend-— of  the  firequent  burnings — ^the  madness— 
the  want  of  male  succession— all  denounced  against 
her  race  by  the  deep  malediction  of  a  woman  in  the 
maddening  despair  of  her  betrayed,  and  loving,  and 
broken  heart  An  unpleasant  feeling  crept  over 
the  party ;  and  for  two  minutes  no  one  spoke.  At 
last  Monkshaugh,  true  to  his  master  passion,  ex- 
claimed, 

^^  So  John  Hurcheon  must  have  a  brass-plate 
for  his  letter-bag  too.  That  cat-witted  sempstress, 
Jacky  Pingle,  has  stolen  all  this  now.  I  am  sure 
that  woman  was  bom  for  the  plague  of  my  life. — 
What  are  we  to  do  with  these  papers,  "Lisbeth  ?*" 

**  Seal  them  up  and  send  them  to  Mr.  Hutchcn, 
I  presume."^ 


246  KLieAll£TlI  DK  BRUCE. 

"  His  !  Are  they  his — that  black-hesrted  »il- 
laiiis !"  cried  the  "  strong-minded"  dowager ;  ha 
bony  lingers  clutching  the  air  as  she  again  tried  to 
grasp  them,  while  her  head  shook  more  violently 
in  eager  detcnnination,  and  her  clenched  teeth 
grinded. — "Andrew  Dalrymple,  itwasnot  to  hear 
that  auld  nian''s  havers  I  left  my  weary  bed  thii 
morning ;  but  to  circumvent  that  unnatural  vill^ 
who  would  ally  his  base  breed  with  oiir  unhappy 
kinsman — ^rrith  John  dc  Bruce  !  Is  it  not  so,  Ro- 
bert Grahame  P — Is  your  mother  dead,  girl  ?— or 
whence  came  ye  P  If  ye  were  the  daughter  rf 
John  de  Bruce  bow  durst  ye  let  an  hour  go  over 
your  bead,  and  such  hellish  devices  on  foot,  with- 
out apprizing  me  ?  Your  ain  paltry  needs  lie  near 
enough  to  your  heart ;  but  the  honour  of  your  1^ 
ther's  house— of  my  father's  hous^— what  matter- 
ed that  P" 

Elizabeth  was  too  indignant  to  reply. 

"  Ye  bear,  they  say,  the  sUmp  of  a  de  Bruce — 
let  me  test  your  metal.  Open  and  read  to  mc  of 
the  villain's  plot  Do  the  honour  and  interest  cf 
the  de  Bruce  lie  nearer  his  kinsman's  varlet,  think 
ye,  than  to  you  and  me  who  are  of  his  blood  ?'" 

"  1  must  not — I  cannot,"'  said  Elizabeth,  her 
cheeks  glowing,  while  she  shrunk  from  the  ofiered 
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letton.  ^  In  any  other  way,  oh,  how  gladly  would 
I  prove  my  aflbction  !*-Mr.  Dalr3rmple,  take  these 
dangenms  papers  firom  ua— they  are  not  for  us — 
send  diem  oat  of  our  sight'" 

^^  Had  I  not  better  seal  the  papers  up  till  we 
Irn^e  more  leisure  for  thought  T^  said  the  gentle- 
nun,  willing  to  temporise  till  the  old  lady  regain- 
ad  her  reason :  ^^  not  give  them  up—- that  would 
be  a  young  trick ;  but  take  counsel  a  little.'" 

^  111  hear  no  more  parley,'"  cried  the  furious 
old  woman,  tearing  open  letter  after  letter,  and 
dashing  each  unread  down  on  the  floor.  ^<  I  will 
tear  the  mystery  firom  the  villain''8  papers  that  my 
fixebean^  dagger  would  have  plucked  firom  his 
heart— ay,  were  they  now  tied  with  its  strings ;'"— « 
and  her  physiognomy  became  fiendish. 

She  seated  herself,  and,  with  trembling  eager- 
ness, tried  to  peruse  some  of  these  papers, — then, 
as  if  unable  to  accomplish  her  purpose,  rose  in  in- 
creaaed  agitation,  and  sweeping  the  whole  into  her 
oik  apron,  fixed  her  eyes  with  strange  expression 
on  Elisabeth,  and,  with  short  leave-taking,  walked 
sway. 

The  mischief  was  already  done ;  and  it  was  like 
getting  rid  of  the  nighUmare  to  poor  Monkshaugh 
to  see  lady,  papers,  and  lawyer  all  fairly  down  stairs. 
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"  What  are  wc  to  do  about  John  Hurchcon's 
papers,  'Lizbeth  ? — ^for  between  Lady  Tamtallan's 
etrong  mind,  and  Jacky  Pingle");  cracked  one, 
they'll  leave  me  without  a  mind  at  all,  I  think." 

Elizabeth  had  requeHtcd  Mr.  Dalrj-mplc  to  do 
what  was  proper  for  them  ;  and  she  relied  on  his 
honour  and  prudence.  The  appearance  of  Monks- 
baugh,  who  looked  ill,  flustered,  and  feverish,  from 
the  turmoil  and  vexations  of  the  morning,  gave  het 
more  concern.  The  shock  of  Lady  Tamtallan's 
harah  unkindness  seemed  to  affect  him  more  deeply 
than  all  Mr.  Hulchen  had  previously  done.  She 
had  been  for  twenty  years  his  toast,  his  patroness, 
his  beau  ideal  of  ladyhood,  the  paragon  of  old- 
fashioned  indulgent  relationship:  and  she  had 
wantonly  wounded  his  self-love,  destroyed  his  airy 
hopes,  and  lowered  him,  as  he  felt  it,  in  tfae  eyes  of 
Elizabeth.  The  more  he  revolved  the  past  scene 
the  more  bitter  his  feelings  became. 

He  withdrew  to  his  chamber,  and  to  his  bed ; 
and  when  Elizal>cth  visited  him,  drew  the  ooverlet 
over  his  head  ;  and,  with  peevish  irritability,  repl- 
ied her  attentions  to  his  comforts ;  but  at  laat  sof- 
tened to  their  influence  even  to  child-like  tears. 

"  It's  true,  'Lizbeth — it's  owrc  true — I'm  a  poor 
helpless  creature,  taking  up  a  place  in  the  vorld 
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thai  will  be  better  filled  when  I  leave  it  to  him 
who  never  longed  for  it,  I  am  sure  ;  nor  let  on  he 
thought  me  the  silly  man  ye  may  be  all  saw  me."^ 

<<  Do  not  say  so,^  cried  Elisabeth,  her  eyes  glis- 
tening. He  never  saw  you  but  as  affection  must — 
as  you  deserved  to  be  seen — the  kindest,  truest 
relation.^ 

While  she  was  thus  engaged.  Lady  Tamtallan^s 
ancient  waiting-maid  returned  with  a  message  from 
her  lady  to  Monkshaugh ;  and  a  very  laconic  note 
was  found  to  enclose  a  bank-bill  for  fifty  pounds, 
which  largesse  ber  abrupt  departure  prevented  the 
proud,  sarcastic  dowager  from  giving  in  person— 
as  a  loan  however. 

<<  She  is  not  so  bad  then,  "Lizbeth.  Her  bark 
is  waur  than  her  bite.  I'm  sure  it  ought,  after  aU, 
to  be  a  very  pleasant  thing  to  have  a  near  kins- 
woman with  a  strong  mind ;  but  we  cannot  be  aye 
just  so  thankful  for  our  mercies  as  we  should  be. 
Ye  are  laughing  at  me,  Xizbeth  ;  and  even  now 
the  tear  was  in  your  ee ;  but  it's  time  enough  for 
you  to  get  a  strong  mind.^ 

Monkshaugh's  code  of  female  propriety  had  been 
framed  before  any  one  dreamed  of  harm  or  inde- 
x)orum  in  a  lady  walking  far  into  the  country  alone ; 
and  as  he  knew  that  Elizabeth  had  great  enjoy- 
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ment  in  such  wild  rambles,  as  he  thought  them,  lie 

posed,  afler  an  early  dinner,  to  seek  repose  from 

his  labours  and  griefs,  provided  slie  went  a- 

ad  to  indulge  hi         i     iste.     And  thus  it  vas 

ttled,  care  having  bee      irst  taken  to  despatcli 

9.  Christy  and  her  broud,   with  orders  to  tell 

ei,  wherever  slie  saw  him,  that  his  master  was 

xceedingly  displeased  to  understand  that  he  was 

in  Scotland. 

"  But  how  can  he  help  bimaelf  F^  said  Mrs. 

,  nristy.     "  Said  I  not — but  Robbie's  lawfulness 

has  put  every  thing  out  of  my  head — that  John 

Harlettllum  had  made  Francie  owrc  to  the  custody 

of  the  gudeman  of  Rookstown  toibooth  yestreen  ?" 

"  My  faithftU  knave !"  eried  Monkshaugh  in 

much  distress. 

"  And  the  comfort  and  blessing  it  was  to  have 
Robbie's  heirskep  settled ;  for  if  Monkshaugh  set 
his  shoulder  to  it,  it's  a  gained  cause,  quoth  Fran- 
cie." 

A  message  of  encouragement  and  consolation 
was  sent  to  Frisei,  by  the  lady  whom  his  address 
had  pressed  into  his  service,  and  who  had  faith- 
fully engaged  to  visit  him  in  jail  on  her  return, 
and  communicate  her  success  in  the  cause  of  Int- 
imacy. 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 


HE  DINNER-PAKIV. 

Whan  nvd  who  tiigb, 

SpukliB  in  ruby  ligbt — cvni  Ibeii  u  ngcrly 
Tba  fMn  lip  bend>  lo  tbe  tempting  chalice, 
Hie  hidanu  phutumi  nCant  up  betwem, 
And  lUihei  It  to  «krth  ;  trheiifv  tb«  ricJi  draps 
CM  m'v  iguii  be  gUbend,  whelber  foe  ol«r 
Or  •oboe. 

The  BaiupiH. 

Some  days  aft«r  that  on  which  Delancy  over- 
took Monkshaugh  and  hig  fair  companion  on  the 
moor,  on  their  route  to  the  Sanctuary  of  Holyrood, 
Mr.  Hutchen  gave  a  gala  dinner  to  the  neighbour- 
ing gentry,  with  Lord  Rantletree  at  their  head. 
The  thing  happened  ill ;  but  there  was  no  help 
for  it.  Mr.  Hutchen  appeared  uneasy  and  out  of 
temper,  veiling  chagrin  and  real  anxiety  under  the 
affectation  of  extravagantly  high  spirits  ;  a  decep- 
tion which,  impose  on  whom  it  might,  made  no 
impression  on  hie  guest  and  tormentor,  Lady  Har- 
riette  Copely, — save  lo  furnish  her  with  a  cue  to 
aal-spropos  compliments  and  congratulations.— 
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Many  of  the  party  were  still  ignorant  of  the  Bight 
of  Monkshaugh. 

Before  Dclancy  entered  the  drawing-room  most 
of  the  company  were  assembled — their  best  clothes, 
blandest  smiles,  and  sweetest  greetings,  all  redolent 
of  festival.  Lady  Harriette  alone  was  sttll  in  dis- 
habille, seated  far  apart  at  a  small  table,  sketching. 
This  however  was,  to  Mr.  Hutcheh's  family,  a 
customary  affectation.  She  seldom  made  her  ap- 
pearance at  dinner  till  thejirst  course  was  removed; 
and,  to-day,  might  be  expected  with  the  dessert 
after  an  hour  had  been  spent  in  waiting  for  her. 

"  No  letters  for  me,  Delancy  ? — Well,  patience. 
You  may  '  have  a  stool'  beside  me  here,  however, 
'  to  be  melancholy  upon.'  How  puzzled  his  Lord- 
ship  of  RantleCree  does  look  to  guess  the  true 
meaning  of  my  undress.  He  has  eyed  me  this 
half  hour  with  gravity  as  profound  as  my  monkey 
used  to  display  at  sea,  imitating  Copely  in  taking 
an  observation.  Does  he  set  my  folly  down  for 
madneBB  or  supreme  bon  ton,  think  ye  ?^ 

"  True  no-meaning  puzzles  more  than  wit. — 
I  never  do  pretend  to  divine  Lord  Rantletree's 
thoughts,"  replied  the  gentleman. 

"  Or  my  purposes. — WeU,  Delancj',  without  pre- 
tending to  divine  your  thoughts,  let  me  assure  you 
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ray  disorderly  conduct  to-day  is  not  wholly  afTecta- 
tion.  It  is  grown  a  cheap  vulgar  trick  that  same  of 
not  being  dressed  in  time  for  dinner. — I  cast  it  off  to 
my  maid  or  Juliana. — But  I  really  wished  to  finish 
my  sketch  of  Emescraig  Tower. — I  caught  such  a 
splendid  Salvator  group  the  other  morning; — a 
skulking  bandit,  you  see ;  and  a  tall,  red-cloaked 
ppsy-woman,  genuine  figures  both,  thanks  to  my 
l^ass.    Pray  lay  down  the  glass ;  she  is  gone  days 
ago— the  Cynthia  of  a  minute.  Secondly^  I  wished 
to  hear  of  the  dear  little  4atelord  of  the  sillcrpan,^ — 
not  the  brass  kettle :    and  thirdly^  and  lastly,  to 
warn  you,  that  if  I  have  skill  in  beetle-brows^  the 
BuWs  head  will  be  placed  on  the  board  to-day. 
Hutchen  has  lost  some  of  his  precious  documents ; 
and,  moreover,  knows  of  your  pricking  forth  over 
the  moors  after  the  Monkshaugh  party.     He  is 
not  the  man  to  forgive  you. — ^"Tis, 

"  Up  with  the  Mack  fli^;^ 
Down  with  the  blue.** 

^^  To  forgive  mc !  Pardon  me,  Lady  Harriette, 
if  I  cannot  perceive  in  what  I  need  the  forgiveness 
of  Mr.  Hutchen.'' 

^^  I  am  astonished,  Delancy,  at  your  want  of 
tact.    That  you  see  the  man  as  he  is  I  could  guess 
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from  your  acute  penetration ;  and  that  you  should 
not  conceal  your  moral  perception  from  me  your 
cousin  and  ally,  I  would  also  expect  from  your 
candour  and  my  well-known  discretion. — But  what 
will  the  world  say  ? — what  will  Mrs.  Grundy  say  of 
such  rebel  conduct  in  a  son-in-law  elect  ?" 

Delancy  laughed  faintly  and  coloured  slightly. 
"  The  world — absurd,  tattling,  good-for-nothing 
world,  as  it  is—cannot  be  quite  so  ridiculous  as 
your  ladyship  supposes." 

*'  I  gravely  assure  you  it  is  so,"  replied  the  lady- 
"  I  own  youT  liawm  here  puzzles  me  if  such  be 
not  its  tenor.  Besides,  the  thing  is  quite  fixed  to 
the  entire  satisfaction  of  all  the  old  women  in  the 
country,  whether  in  black  silk  breeches  or  white 
Bounced  petticoats." 

"  I  make  no  objection  to  fumisbing  my  lab 
quota  of  the  public  amusement,"  said  DeUncy, 
"  though  I  am  just  now  infinitely  more  interested 
by  your  ladyship's  '  Salvator  group.'  Give  me 
leave  to  tear  the  drawing  before  that  man's  eye  fall 
upon  it." 

"  Good  Heavens  !  Delancy."  Lady  Harriette's 
quick  eye  caught  the  expression  of  the  young  man's 
anxious  features;  andthedrawingwascrushcdiiiheT 
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hsndfl.  ^So  you  think  it  odious,^  said  she,  instantly 
recorering  herself,  and  bqjinning  another  sketch 
OD  firesh  paper— and  commencing  anew  her  story. 

*^  *  High  ctmnexion,  to  be  sure,  for  the  worthy, 
excellent  Hutchens,^  said  her  ladyship  of  Rantle- 
tree  to  me  a  little  ago,  over  her  spectacles,  but  in 
strict  confidence.  ^  Worthy  people  -the  kindest 
•ouls!  sent  the  most  beautiful  preserred  pine- 
iqppks  to  Rantletree  house  only  last  week— «uch 
beauties  on  a  table  !^  Now,  Delancy,  how  can  you 
possibly  get  oS  after  that  ?  *  A  rery  accomplished 
young  creature  too,"  quoth  her  ladyship.  <  Tom 
says^— Think,  Delancy,  of  Lord  Rantletree,  yon- 
der where  he  stands,  as  T^om-— ^  Tom  says  she 
accompanied  him  through  a  long  intricate  piece  of 
Gluck^s,  without  being  abore  twice  out— -and  such  a 
finrtune ! — Besides,  these  sort  of  things  are  happen- 
ii^  in  England  every  day  now.^  So  you  see,  De- 
lancy, one  grand  obstacle  is  removed.  Lord  Rai^ 
tletree  has  screwed  down  the  peerage  to  the  stick- 
ing place."^ 

^^  Your  ladyship^— Hsaid  Delancy,  about  to  make 
an  awkward  speech  of  thanks  for  her  first  polite 
attention  to  his  wishes ;  but  he  stopped,  contented 
with  looking  grateful  and  intelligent  meanings ; 
and,  following  her  own  cue,  said,  '^  Well,  he  may 
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safely  screw  it  up  again.  Vour  ladyship  csnnot 
really  suppose  me — God  forgive  all  coxcombry  ! — 
80  wandng  in  taste,  feeling,  nay,  in  comman  Itnite 
sense,  as  to  make  such  a  choice — that  I  should 

love  this  Miaa !    Why  compel  me  to  make  a 

fhol  of  myself— or  to  speak  in  this  manner  in  re- 
lauon  to  any  young  woman  ?^ 

"  Love  ! — No,  no,  no  !  I  never  for  a  moment 
supposed  you  guilty  of  that  <  last  weakness  of  no- 
ble minds' — on  such  temptation,"  said  the  lady, 
laughing.  "  But  there  is  '  such  a  fortune  V  be- 
sides beauty  and  accomplishments  enough  to  bear 
a  man  through  without  the  suspicion  of  being  a 
very  great  deal  more  sordid  than  his  neighbours." 

"  I  am  sick  of  accomplishments,''  replied  De- 
lahcy,  more  ruffled  than  was  apparently  necessary. 
"  Woman's  empire,  to  my  feelings,  is  one  of  na- 
ture, not  of  accomplishment.  You  ladic«  are  all 
mightily  mistaken  in  your  estimate  of  the  power 
of  talent  in  gaining,  or  fixing  wayward  hearts." 

"  And  all  hearts  masculine,  must,  of  course,  be 
wayward  by  nature ;  by  institution,  by  fashion, 
doubly  wayward." 

"  Denied,  Lady   Harriette — but  let   it   pass. 

My  vanity  can  only  answer  for  one  heart.     It 

might  be  brought  to  love  a  woman  with  her  ao 
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idkhmento— iwy  in  tpite  of  them— were  ibe  other- 
wise Tcry  dumning.  But  what  hare  aoquiremenu 
to  do  with  laTe*-4oee  firom  Indus  to  the  Pole— 
more  appropriately,  from  Grosrenor  Square  to  a 
Cimemara  caUn— ^the  least  artificial,  the  most  in- 
▼ohmtszy  passion  of  our  nature  P.*^  Beauty  may  do 
much,  wamaniinmSf  as  I  understand  that  word, 
fiv  more— but  a  fig  for  accomplishments  in  a  true 
lomantic  love.  I  hope  your  ladyship  allows  me 
to  be  capable  of  a  real  true  love.  Now  there  is, 
you  know,  no  true  love  without  romance,  and  no 
romance  without  nature        ^ 

«  And  no  nature  with  accomplishments. 
Q.  E.  D.,^  said  the  lady,  Uughing.  **  But  how 
curious  the  Misses  on  the  opposite  side  of  the 
house,  poor  things,  do  look  !  Come  hither  young 
ladies,  Mr.  Delancy  is  just  gcHng  to  ddiver  an  ori- 
ginal lecture  on  *  true  love,^  from  which  you  may 
an  diance  to  reap  instruction.^ 

Asmiling  bevy,  headed  by  Juliana,  came  troop- 
ing over,  and  clustered  gracefully  round  Lady 
Barriette,  paying  compliments  on  her  drawing, 
which  she  indeed  never  once  deigned  to  notice^. 
^  Most  potent,  grave,  and  reverend  signior,  pray 
proceed,^  said  the  lady  to  Delancy. 

VOL.  II.  a 
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"  Then,  Lady  Harrietts,  let  me  tell  you,  tfau 
your  sex  have  erected  a  ver)'  false,  and  a  very  low 
8taQ<iaid,  in  judging  of  the  qualiciea  which  beget 
affection  in  ours.  I  will  not  insult  the  understand- 
ing of  any  lady,  by  supposing  her  capable  of  fell- 
ing in  love  with  a  man  for  his  talent  in  fiddling, 
or  sketching,  or  spouting.  Now  you  ought  to  be 
equally  Uberal  to  ua.  Vour  eex  are  most  intoler- 
ant. After  four  thousand  years'  experience,  you 
will  not  allow  us,  poor  men,  to  know  what  pleases 
ourselves — or  at  least  what  onght  to  please  us ;  but 
this  woman  is  vulgar — and  that  is  «t7^— the 
other,  that  most  odious  of  all  female  things — a 
'  geiitlemati's  beauty."  " 

"  'Tis  indeed,  I  grant,  very  diiScult  to  fell  in 
love  go  as  to  please  all  one's  female  acquaintance," 
said  Lady  Harriette,  laughingly.  "  One  very 
rarely — I  don't  know  how  it  is — meets  a  clever 
man  capable  of  knowing,  as  you  say,  what  ought 
to  please  hiinscU'.  ^Vllat  a  choice  Mr.  Gideon  has 
made  '.'"  and  slie  smiled  .tgain. 

"  But  how,  pray,  do  you  propose  to  produce 
your  lady  without  accomplishments  in  society  T 
asked  the  accomplished  Miss  Hutchen,  witli  the 
air  of  anticipated  triumph. 
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I  fvay  jou  answer  that,  sir,^  said  Lady  Har- 
mtle.  '*  Juliana,  love,  you  are  too  seyere  on  De- 
Isncy  thk  morning^ 

^  Pardon  me,  ladies,^  replied  Delancy,  who,  if 
heliadksshigb-breeding  than  her  ladyship,  made 
Icbider  use  of  what  he  possessed.  ^^  My  mistress, 
when  I  get  her,  shall  not  want  talents.  She  can- 
not miss  them  in  an  age  when  ^  reading  and  writing 
oome,^  as  Dogberry  says,  *  by  nature."*  But 
would  I  have  loved  her  lesa— nay,  might  not  I. 
hare  loved  her  with  enthusiasm  much  higher— in 
an  age  when  those  fine  things  were  little  known 
and  less  cared  about  ?  Would  she  not  have  been 
the  same  gentle  and  loving  creature,  with  the 
aame  eyes  of  soft  witchery,  the  same  bright  flow- 
ii^  tresses,  the  same  poetry  of  soul — ^if  not  the  same 
enriched  memory  or  ornamented  Album— the  same 
tondiing  voice  to  whisper  she  could  learn  to  love 
me,  though  peradv^okturc  it  had  never  been  scien- 
tifically trained  to  warUe  Tuscan  air  P"" 

^  Soh !  a  fiill  length  of  Elizabeth  de  Bruce,'' 
thought  Miss  Hutchen ;  and  she  coughed  down 
the  rising  feeling  of  displeasure. 

^*  Nay,  nay,  you  are  getting  a  wild-man  now, 
Ddancy,"^  said  Lady  Harriette.  ^^  Your  theory 
might  suit  the  Indian  seas,  but  would  assuredly 
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overturn  the  whole  atructure  of  modem  polite  so- 
ciety ; — though  I  do  own,  Juliana,   I  could  wish 

that  Sir  A C ,  or  some  equally  clever 

mao,  would,  on  moderate  premium,  insure  our  ac- 
complishmente  against  Mr.  Haliburton's  abomin- 
able whitlow.  After  all  our  father's  money,  all 
our  own  toils,  slavery,  and  struggles,  to  be  in  the 
power  of  a  tiling  so  inglorious  as  a  festered  finger." 
Miss  Hutchen  took  the  arms  of  her  compamoiiB 
and  walked  away  with  dignity. 

"Now,  Delancy,  what  have  you  to  answer  for? 
To-morrow  we  shall  have  Juliana  with  her  hair  in 
natural  curls  about  her  ears,  playing  with  all  her 
might  '  She  Stoops  to  Conquer."  But  go  on;  for 
when  you  are  done  shewing  that  acquirements  have 
nothing  to  do  with  man's  love,  I  intend  to  tell  you 
what  has." 

"  I  am  done.  Lady  Harrictte.  The  worthy 
race  of  fathers,  mothers,  and  maiden  aunts,  do 
really  and  honestly  prize  accomplishment  in  the 
fine  arts  now,  as  they  did  in  pudding-making  and 
cross-stitch  ages  ago;  and  very  delightful  modem 
acquirements  are,  in  their  own  place— -they  may  in- 
fluence a  man's  vanity,  be  admired  in  a  mistress  or 
in  a  wife,  as  in  a  iiiend ;  may  even  be  loved  in  ■  tm»< 
tress  as  a  part  of  her  dear,  perhaps  imaginaijr 
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perfections ;  but,  I  saj  again,  they  have  nothing 
to  do  with  love.  Would  Othello  have  been  cap- 
tivated by  the  most  brilliant  accompUshmenta  in 
the  world,  think  you,  half  so  strongly  as  by  the 
gentle,  womanly  fascination  of  her  who  did  so  win- 
ningly  ^  incline  T  No,  no,  Lady  Harriette,  the 
love,  the  willing  subjection  of  a  noble  and  manly 
heart,  acknowledges  no  artificial  acquirements— 
none  of  any  kind  save  hers, 

<  Admired  Miranda !  lo  perfect  and  to  petrl—  !* 

or  hers. 


*  Danglfler  of  God  and  man,  aeeompliahed  Eto.*  ** 

^*  And  neither  she  nor  the  other  ever  had  the 
advantage  of  a  single  fashionable  master  in  their 
lives,  Delancy.  You  never  can  hope  to  meet 
their  match.'" 

<<  Well,  well,  then  let  me  at  least  hope  to  meet 
a  mistress  formed  of  plain  household  stuff: 

<  Some  ercatore  not  too  brightly  good 

For  human  mUure'a  daily  food ; 

For  trannent  aonuwi,  limple  wilea, 

Pniiei  blarney  lorcy  Vif  i,  teani  and  imilea.'  '* 

*'  Really,  Mr.  Frederick  Delancy,  you  alarm 
me,^  said  Lady  Harriette,  looking  up  with  gravity, 
partly  real,  and  partly  affected     ^*  The  cause  you 
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oeeA  not  inquire,  when  I  remind  you  of  i 

of  t)ie  liberal  maxims  of  your  noble  sex— namely, 

That  no  female  understanding;  ever  yet  embraced 

a  general  idea.    If  a  woman  bear  of  love,  it  muet  be 

love  for  another  woman — for  Margaret,  or  Mary, 

or  Janet,  or  Eliiabcth — no  getting  past  EliEa- 

beth." 

Delancy  looked  grave  aa  nigbt. 

"  Something  too  much  of  thie,"^  continued  the 
lady,  still  busily  plying  her  pencil ;  "  but  I  must 
have  you  give  lectures  on  the  philosophy  of  love, 
nevertheless,  for  the  benefit  of  young  ladles  ;  and 
on  marriage,  for  tlie  use  of  their  mothers.  Heav- 
ens, what  crowded  rooms  I  Make  mc  patroness  ?" 

"  Indeed,  I.iidy  Hnrrietto,  they  both  re(|uire 
illumination.  Ifehcve  mc  tbcy  are  all  in  the 
wrong :  hearts  worth  holding  were  never  yet  won 
by  what  they  dub  clevcrncsii  and  accomplishment. 
For  mine — if  you  will  pardon  my  vanity — give  mc 
in  exchange  a  gentle  and  a  kind  one — loving  o>iif/ 
me — and  never  reasoning  why — yet  ever  guided 
aright  by  its  native  debcacy,  its  own  pure  woman- 
ly instincts.  The  rest  is  '  leather  and  prunella'— 
solid  fortune,  or  flimsy  aci|uirement.'" 

"  There  sfwlic  the  natural  man,'"  said  I.ady 
Ilarrictte,  laughinji ;  "  or  rather  the  Turkoman— 
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fyr  all  men  in  their  notions  of  love  and  women  are 
genuine  Turiui  in  their  hearts;  or  if  Christian, 
'tU, 

'He  Cor  God  only— «ftc  for  God  in  hims' 

clasping  her  ^  wedded  elm  as  the  vine  curls  her  ten- 
drils :^  silly,  fond,  helpless  creatures — like  Pom- 
fret^s,  or  somebody'*s  chosen  hdpi 


With  undenteo^ns  ofa 

To  think  her  maiter  wondnrot  wiw. 

Delancy,  I  thought  you  might  afford  to  be  more 
magnanimous  in  your  choice — to  adventure  your 
understanding  and  scholarship  against  any  mere 
woman^s.  To  be  sure  it  is  a  point  ruled,  that  a 
derer  man  must  marry  a  fool — a  wise  disposition 
ef  Proyidence  to  preserve  the  equilibrium  of  intel- 
lect and  goodness. — To  marry  after  the  fashion  of 
genius  ? — ^Why  the  phrase  has  become  proverbial. 
^Tis  paltry  and  false  reasoning !  As  if  Providence 
coupled  men  and  women  as  a  cunning  poulterer 
does  a  fat  rabbit  with  a  lean,  to  get  a  shabby 
pair  off.  I  will  as  soon  believe  in  the  necessity  of 
matching  shorts  and  longs — stout  and  meagre. — 
To  preserve  the  equilibrium  of  flesh  is  much  more 
rational  than  that  of  heart  and  understanding."^ 
There  was  the  slightest  possible  degree  of  pique 
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evident  in  the  lady's  tone.  The  pencil  went  fast 
snd  faster ;  and  she  resolved,  if  Delancy  chose  to 
marry  a  fool  in  this  Elizabeth  de  Bruce,  he  sliould 
at  least  have  no  encourj^emeat  from  her.  "  You 
are  confirming  my  theory,"  said  Delancy,  laughing. 
"  '  Good'  ladies  and  '  clever'  ladies  are  always 
discovering  that  their  favourite  spiritual  guides, 
and  their  most  admired  wits,  uniformly  wive  below 
themselves — an  opinion  flattering  enough  to  the 
gentlemen  no  doubt ;  hut,  if  true,  another  proof 
of  my  doctrine,  Tiiat  love  has  nothing  to  do  with 
acquirement." 

"  Nor  at  all  with  what  is  called  intellect  .^"  said 
Lady  Harriette,  more  keenly  piqued. 

"  Not  certainly  with  what  is  commonly  called 
intellect.  It  has,  however,  close  affinity  with  some- 
thing infinitely  more  refined  than  the  polished — 
more  spiritualized  than  the  spiritvel.  If,  like  the 
dreamy  German  philosophers,  one  could  divide 
the  human  female  into  soul,  body,  and  mind — I 
riiall  love  for  the  qualities  of  soul  and  of  body, 
and  a  fig  for  mind.— But  I  cannot  possibly  dis- 
pense with  a  aotii  in  my  mistress,  She  must  have 
a  high,  a  gracious,  but  above  all  a  feminine  soul.  A 
fine  mind,  or  a  mind  which,  though  not  cultivated, 
is  jei  susceptible  of  the  highest  polish,  is  the  usual 
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ooncomilMitof  Bodi  ft  soul — ^though  I  don^t  stickle 
for  such  a  trifle.'^ 

**  And  she  must  of  course  love  you  with  all  that 
heart,  and  all  that  soul,^  returned  the  lady,  smiling 
in  recovered  good-humour.  **  That  is  the  secret 
charm— -the  Alpha  and  the  Om^a  of  proud  man^s 
love  creed.  Vanity,  vanity — and  selfishness  harden^- 
ed  and  extreme  ! — Why,  Lord  Rantletree,  I  have 
no  doubt,  insists  upon  the  same  thing— so  does  Mr. 
Hutdien.  Nay,  more  exacting  than  you  in  your 
youthful  humility,  they  insist  that  their  wives 
diall  not  only  have  souls,  but  absolutely  souls  to 
be  saved,  whatever  become  of  their  own.  To  be 
•lire,  this  preposterous  demand  may  cease  with 
the  present  reign  of  terror.  How  pious  a  sound 
firight  does  make  some  folk  !  What  a  Christian 
your  heartily  frightened  Christian  is ! — ^Do  you 
know.  Lord  Rantletree  was  rating  me  soundly  be- 
finre  you  came  in,  for  not  going  to  church  with  you 
all,  good  souls !  the  other  day  .'^ — She  perceived  that 
her  words  had  attracted  the  attention  of  the  noble 
peer  ^^  on  his  legs,""  and  called  across  the  room— - 
^^My  Lord,  I  am  telling  Mr.  Delancy  your  opinion 
of  a  woman  without  religion — I  mean  a  woman 
that  did  not  go  to  church  on  the  last  Fast-day ."" 

**  Yes  !^  said  his  lordship,  stalking  towards  her— 
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"  I  said  so.  I  opine,  and  liold  as  a  maxim— and 
I  am  pretty  generally  correct — that  a  woman  with- 
out relj^on  is  a  monster !  I  know  nothing  on 
eaith  that  she  is  like." 

"  Mr.  John  Hutchen,  you  who  are  bo  cIcvm  at 
charades  and  conundrums,  pray,  come  hither,  and 
tell  Lord  Rantletree,  what  is  the  likest  thing  to 
a  cat  looking  out  at  a  window  ?" 

John,  proud  to  be  referee  in  a  case  of  icit,  m- 
etuitly  left  a  flirtation  with  Miss  Diana  Dtaunt, 
and  stepped  over — "  Why,  to  be  sure,  a  cat  look- 
ing in  at  one  i"^  said  he  briskly,  delighted  with  his 
own  promptitude. 

**  Ah,  Johu,  what  a  wag  you  are !— Ther^ 
my  dear  lord,"  continued  Lady  Harriette,  in  the 
tone  of  grave  impertinence  with  wliich  she  de- 
lighted to  provoke  the  solemn  peer — "  you  per- 
ceive John,  who  is  &esh  from  logic,  thinks,  that  a 
woman  without  religion    is   the  likest  thing  on 

earth  to  a  man  in  the  same  condition. There 

he  walks  off  in  alt — ^like  Fompey''s  pillar  taking  u 
airing  on  the  sands  of  Alexandria.  Don't  look  at 
me  with  that  how-can-you  sort  of  face,  Delancy. 
His  lordship  was  exceedingly  ill-bred  touching  my 
orthodoxy ;  and  with  what  arms  shall  a  poor  help- 
less woman  of  fasliion,  to  whom  naile  are  forbid, 
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defend  herself^  if  she  may  not  employ  the  ^  retort 
courteous^— «  little  dril  impertinence,  with  a 
madge  owlet  like  that. — You  are  not  convinced  I 
Bee— yet  I  have  clearly  demonstrated  that  every 
man  is  a  Turk  at  heart — ^you  men  of  romance  in- 
dnded ;  only  turning  the  tables  on  the  Pajmim, 
you  endow  your  women  with  souls,  and  dispense 
with  the  immortal  attribute  yourselves ;  or,  per- 
haps, my  lord,  (exalting  her  voice,)  to  souls  mas- 
culine the  business  of  salvation  is  easier-*-at  least 
in  our  Protestant  Church.^ 

Lord  Rantletree  snuffed  the  air,  throwing  wide 
his  nostril  like  a  hound  that  has  lost  the  scent,  and 
look  snuff,  ever  a  resource  at  his  utmost  need- 
one  long  and  profound  pinch. 

"  How  have  we  strayed  from  love  to  religion  ?^ 
said  Delancy,  whose  good  taste  relished  neither 
the  pious  nor  personal  tone  the  conversation  had 
taken. 

**  ''Tis  a  route  poor  women  often  travel,  Delan- 
cy—a  dark— a  sad— a  lone— crossed  by  a  '  Bridge 
ct  Sighs^— a  track  on  which  they  are  often  forced 
by  passion  and  despair^— seldom,  I  fear,  by  a  volun- 
tary movement  of  the  heart  and  understanding 
united.  Yet,  if  the  true  impulse  be  given,  it  mat- 
ters not  of  the  quarter  !^— There  was  a  slight 


into  KLIZAUETII  us  EBUCE. 

tremor  in  the  low  voice — the  bright  eye  glisten- 
ed— the  lips  were  firmly  compressed,  and  the  pen- 
cil moved  fast. 

"  Can  this  woman  feel  ? — or  has  she  any  thing  to 
feel  about  ?"  thought  the  young  man.  He  remem- 
bered the  delicacy  of  her  kindness  a  few  minutes 
before ;  and,  from  a  good-natured  wish  to  relieve 
her  present  embarrassment,  quoted  laughingly — 
"  Parlem  nn  peu  de  religion,  mademoiselle — 
Vous  direx  ensvile  autre  choae" 

She  smiled  in  her  original  bri^tness,  and  re- 
plied— "  No  more  religion  to-day,  Delancy,  I 
hope  I  may  revere  my  Heavenly  Father  as  I  do 
my  earthly  one,  quite  as  sincerely  as  those  of  His 
daughters  who  are  ever  sounding  their  own  duti- 
fiilnesB.  \  ever  loved  Cordelia  better  than  Goneril, 
even  in  the  first  act  of  the  piece. — But,  passing  all 
that,  and  reluming  to  our  Iiost — I  must  tell  you, 
once  more,  there  is  some  mischief  in  that  man's 
head. — I  own  you  are  all  a  puzzle  to  me. — I  did 
think  you  were  some  way  affected  by  the  soul  and 
body  of  Juliana,  or  some  attributes  thereunto  per- 
taining.    Or  what  make  you  here  ?" 

"  And  if  I  am  'tis  in  a  very  qualmish  way.  La- 
dy Harriette." 
""  But  how  affected  then  by  Mr.  Hutchen's  bills, 
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bonds,  mortgages,  foreclosures,  post-obits,  India 
bonds,  three  per  cents  ?  I  know  I  am  confound- 
ii^  the  style.     How  do  these  trifles  afiect  you  ?^ 

«  To  the  quick.  I  give  them  aU  the  weight  to 
which  they  are  entitled  in  this  year  of  grace,  17— > 
when  the  rate  of  exchange  between  Cupid  and 
Mammon,  was  never  half  so  much  against  the  lit- 
tle blind  bargain-maker,  from  the  golden  age 
downward  to  this  the  age  of  golden  guineas.^ 

**  Ah,  poor  Delancy ! — ^Well,  what  a  fiucinating^ 
worship,  after  all,  this  same  of  Mammon  would  be  to 
our  British  youth,  were  it  not  ^  written,'*  as  Mr.  Gi- 
deon says-—*  Let  the  men  that  sacrifice  kiss  the 
eaioes:'^ 

^*  I  abjure  the  sordid  faith  which  exacts  suck 
penance,^  replied  Delancy,  smiling  at  the  whim- 
sical application  of  the  scriptural  quotation.  **  Ab- 
jure, in  the  true  spirit  of  John  Knox,  the  sordid 
Canaanitish  faith;  pull  down  its  high  places,  break 
in  pieces  its  idols,  trample  its  graven  images  in  the 
dust" 

**  Nobly  resolved. — Then,  I  presume,  you  entev 
on  your  donjon  yonder  immediately  ? — Or,  is  it  to 
Monkshaugh  you  go  ?  Really,  Mr.  Hutchen  has 
as  many  uninhabited  mansions  on  his  hands  as  the 
Sultan  in  the  Eastern  tale  had  deserted  villages. 
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loathe  that  man  ! — ^"Tis  not  hate  is  my  fieel- 

;  out  a  hideous  nerTous  antipathy,  for  whidi  I 

!t  despise  myself." — Her  espressivc  features 

olte  intolerable  loa  -"  The  Mammolb!  the 

ion  kite  '.     Can  tl  iled  greatness  swell  (k- 

jer  without  bursting  r     i  could  have  cried  to  see 

poor  oltl  Monkshaugh  trundling  over  the  distant 

oor  the  other  day — ft       sympathy  I  suppose. — 

Jelancy,  is  my  present     Te  not  penance  ?— The 

is  a  harmless  buzzing  insect  that  I  heed  not — 

the  daughter  a  gaudy  stin^ng  one  that  I  brusli  off 

without  crushing,  merely  to  spare  my  own  dainty 

niccness  the  noxious  office — but  the  man  I  loathe ! 

The  verj-  creaking  of  his  .'^hoes  makes  my  blood 

curdle ;    his  long,   high-breatlicd,   inward  swoop, 

in  swallowing  liis  souji,  makes  my  flesh  creep,  gives 

me  intolerable,  sickening  disgust.     Delancy,  you 

think  my  head  is  turned  ?" 

"  A  remarkably  elegant  turn  of  the  head," 
quoted  Delancy,  smiling  at  her  earnestness. 

"  But  do  you  leave  us  ?— Am  I  to  be  left  alone 
heref" 

"  This  night  I  go  to  Enicscraig-  I  would  have 
gone  before  now  but  for  appearing  to  drive  the 
young  lady  from  her  home,  and  other  reasons.— 
Moreover,  you  will  do  me  the  greatest  kindness  in 
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gwearing  that  Juliana's  cruelty  has  driven  me,  like 
die  immortal  Don  Quixote,  to  do  penance  in  her 
tight  on  yonder  rock,  and  never  wonder  why.*" 

^^  Here  is    a  riddle-me-ree  !— I   shall  swear 
though.     But  now  my  task  is  done,  give  me  your 
ann  to  yonder  window.     After  all,  the  best  place 
IB  the  world  for  a  tite-JiMte  is  a  crowded  drawing- 
room.'*'     They  looked  out  together  upon  the  dis- 
tant Tower  of  Emescraig.      A  flood  of  golden 
radiance  streaming  down  in  pencilled  rays  from 
behind  a  dark  massive  cloud,  surrounded  the  fan- 
tastic edifice  like  a  halo,  and  fancifully  tinted  the 
jutting  points  of  the  copsewood  and   pinnacled 
rocks  by  which  it  was  girdled.     ^^  A  charming  ef- 
fect of  those  wandering  evening  lights,''  continued 
the  lady.— <^^  That  old  Tower  has  marvellous  at- 
traction for  you  and  Hutchen  to-day  ?" 

Mr.  Delancy's  Irish  servant  crossing  the  lawn, 
approached  the  window,  which,  on  a  signal,  his 
Blaster  drew  up.  A  whispered  message  seemed  to 
affMTt  the  young  gentleman  in  a  very  unusual 
manner.  He  changed  colour  several  times  ;  and 
Lady  Haniette  perceived  the  eyes  of  Hutchen^ 
keenly  and  suspiciously  directed  to  him. 

*^  For  Heaven's  sake,  Delancy ,  don't  leap  out  T 
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said  the  lady,  laying  her  hand  on  hie  arm.  *'  Ral- 
ly yourself — prying  eyes  arc  upon  you.  I  might 
aSect  ignorance.  It  would  be  well-bred  to  be  deaf 
and  dumb — perhaps  it  would  be  delicate ;  but  I 
havenoleisurefor  delicacy  just  now.  If  you  mutt 
obey  that  strange  summons  do  bo  likeji  man  in  hia 
senses.  Fix  Hutchen  at  his  table,  and  roe  at  hi« 
elbow  before  you  make  your  exit — if  you  ought  at 
all  to  seek  such  interview." 

"Seek  it  I  mttsty  Lady  Harriette— ^eep  inter- 
ests are  on  its  issue.'" 

"  Old  Towers,  and  women  in  red  manUes  wsitii^ 
young  gentlemen  at  the  forde  of  Oran  !  More 
riddle-me-rees.  But  to-morrow,  my  young  counn, 
I  must  bring  you  to  confession." 
"  To-night — now — pray  listen  to  me  !" 
"  This  way  then  to  the  confessional,"  said  the 
lady  ;  and  led  the  way  to  a  balcony  set  ont  with 
evergreens  and  exotics. — "  I  have  no  hope  of  d&- 
ceiving  Hutchen,  Delancy ;  his  acuteness  exceeds 
my  address,  I  humbly  confess  it ;  but  I  may  con- 
trive your  escape  for  a  half  hour,  and  conatrun 
him  to  remain  here.  Will  that  benefit  you? 
Speak  in  safety  while  I  stoop  to  admire  this  Cft- 
melift.     Hutchen'a  unfailing  instinct  has  slreidy 


\ 


TH£  DIKN£E-PA1TY  S73 

apprehended  the  subject  of  our  conference.  But 
we  must  pay  him  the  compliment  of  not  seeming 
to  know  how  shrewd  a  villain  he  is."" 

^^  Let  me  speak  then,"^  said  Delancy,  with  the 
vehemence  of  passion.  ^^  You  know  the  unhappy 
story  of  the  lady  who  was  the  youthful  affianced 
bride  of  the  Lord  de  Bruce  !  You  cannot  know 
how  much  I  owe  her  who  has  been  to  me  the 
object  of  filial  reverence  and  enthusiastic  affection 
since  I  was  first  capable  of  knowing  good  firom 
evil.  Good  Grod  !  how  noble  and  gracious  a  crea- 
ture has  been  utterly  destroyed  among  us !  To 
think  of  her  fate  has  made  my  blood  boil,  and 
stained  my  cheek  with  shame  since  I  have  been 
capable  of  feeling !  Her  elder  brother,  O^Connor 
of  the  West,  proscribed — a  fugitive — hunted  for 
life,  finds  shelter  in  yonder  Tower,  with  such  pro- 
tection as  I  can  give  him.  Her  early  lover,  that 
unhappy  de  Bruce,  of  whose  fate  she  is  I  presume 
ignorant  though  he  must  for  ever  live  in  her 
thoughts,  is  the  object  of  a  base  conspiracy,  of 
which  to-night  I  shall  tell  you  more.  But  0'*Con- 
nor — I  fear  that  his  retreat  is  discovered  already.*" 

"  O'Connor  of  the  West  !*"  repeated  the  lady  ; 
and  her  lips  became  white  as  her  dress. — "  Has  he 
not  escaped  to  the  continent  months  ago  ?'*' 

VOL.  II  s 
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"  Lady  Hamette,  you  are  not  well.  Suffer 
me  to  get  you  a  glass  of  water  ?" 

"  For  Heaven's  sake,  no  ! — The  smell  of  these 
plants. — It  is  past  already.  But  how,  Frederick, 
have  you  dared  to  offend  your  uncle,  by  succoor- 
ing  hie  bitterest  foe  .•''" 

"  Because  I  love  honour  ajid  justice,  more  than 
I  reverence  my  uncle,  or  admire  his  estatee. 
Lady  Harriette,  your  nature  is  noble  even  in  your 
own  dcEpite.  I  chaUenge  your  liking  even  for 
this  very  daring." 

"  Bravo  !  my  modest  cousin !" 

"  Nor  do  I,  at  this  moment,  look  to  anything 
beyond  O'Connor's  safety.  Would  that  my  blood 
could  atone  for  the  crimes  of  our  family  against 
that  ill-fated  race !  I  could  give  you  such  animat- 
ing instances  of  wild  and  devoted  fidelity  to  this 
unhappy  exile,  for  whose  arrest,  I  shame  to  say  it, 
my  uncle  is  now  in  active  corresiwndence  with 
that  person ;"  and  hi«  eye  glanced  at  Hutchen. 

"  And  O'Connor  was  the  lurking  bandit  of  my 
sketch  ?" 

*'  He  was  indeed.  It  was  by  tlie  direction  of 
her  whom  I  dare  hardly  presume  to  call  my  aunt, 
that  I  so  long  back  hired  this  Tower  of  Krnescraig 
to  shelter  her  hrotliiT:  biit   tlip   toils  are  clo^ng 
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around  tis.  Last  night  he  lay  concealed  in  Fu- 
gal'^8  hut ;  but  this  night  watches  will  be  placed 
at  the  bridges  and  fords.  To-night  I  must  throw 
him  on  the  protection  of  Mr.  Haliburton,  unsafe 
as  the  harbourage  is,  and  reluctant  as  I  find  O**- 
Connor  to  involve  any  one  in  his  &te.^ 

The  lady  had  listened  with  deep  interest ;  and 
now  hastily  said,  ^^  Bring  him  hither — ^to  your 
own  apartments — to  mine.  In  the  conduct  of  life, 
the  boldest  measures  are,  in  desperate  cases,  ever 
the  most  safe.  Clutch  the  nettle  if  you  fear  its 
sting.^ 

The  face  of  the  young  man  brightened.  ^^  A 
tliousand  thanks  to  your  Ladyship'^s  generous  ad- 
dress. I  am  to  meet  0'*Connor  in  the  Wilderness 
when  the  moon  sinks.*^ 

*^  And  I  shall  neither  shriek  nor  faint  if  I  find 
liim  in  my  chamber  an  hour  afterwards.  Women 
happily  know  nothing  of  political  crime.  In  evil 
times  they  are  still  a  kind  of  rainbow,  brightening 
the  stormy  horizon,  and  giving  the  promise  of  re- 
turning peace.  But  let  us  end  the  conference,  or 
Lord  Rantletree's  eye-strings  will  crack,  and  the 
Misses  catch  a  crick-o'-the-neck  :^  and  she  walked 
away,  exclaiming, 
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"  In  the  name  of  all  the  Graces,  Hours,  and 
Loves,  Dr.  Draunt,  is  it  near  dinner-time  .■'" 
"  Those  who  make  a  point  of  conscience  never 

to  lunch.  Lady  Harriette '" 

"  Are  seldom  deaf  to  the  dinner-bell.  I  never 
do  hear  that  gong ! — Would  it  not  be  better 
Doctor,  to  have  the  cook  knock  with  his  carver's 
haft,  as  of  old,  and  then  raise  Lochiers  wac-cry  at 
our  drawing-room  doors  at  once : 

■  Conw  unto  mt,  volvea  tud  iiTena,  and  I  irill  gire  jau  flcah  i' 
My  dear  Lord  Rantletree,  you  must  really  invent 
some  clever  way  of  touching  indurated  olfsctory 
nerves  like  mine." 

"  Your  Ladyship  may,  I  presume,  mean  the  audi- 
tory nerves,  the  men/ MsoHditores,"  said  hielordship. 
It  is  probable  that  the  lady  did  not  know  very 
well  what  she  meant ;  but  now  looking  grave  sur- 
prise, she  said,  "  And  is  it  possible,  my  dear  Lord 
Hantletree,  that  you  can't  smell  with  your  ears  ?" 
"  Smell  with  my  ears,  my  Lady  Harriette  Cope- 

ly  !  I  must  own " 

"  I  see  it  now,  my  Lord,"  interrupted  the  U- 
dy  ;  "  for  now  you  are  looking,  for  all  the  world, 
like  the  man  in  Tristram  Shandy,  to  whom  some 
one  says,  '  Sir,  you  have  no  nose  !'  " 
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"  No  no6e !  my  Lady  Harriette  Copdy,''  re- 
joined  the  Peer,  at  once  pusiled  and  afionted  by 
her  pure  no-meanhig. 

^<  A  remarkable  fine,  Urge,  high-brigged,  Ro- 
man nose,^  said  Mrs.  Hutchen,  as  in  duty  bound 

Your  Ladyship ^ 

Nay,  one  at  a  time,  my  dear  Mrs.  Hutchen. 
-But  I  leave  you,  John,  to  explain  to  your 


Mama,  how  a  lady  can  smell  with  eye,  ear, 
mouth,  and  nose"^ — and  her  eye  glanced  on 
Hutchen — ^^  and  how,  with  a  remarkable  fine, 
large,    high-trigged  Roman  nose,    a  gentleman 

may  have  no   nose. Nay,  Doctor,  no  more 

golden  admonitions  of  the  flight  of  time.-<-I 
vanish!'^ 

The  Doctor  pocketed  his  gold  watch ;  and  in  a 
very  few  minutes  the  lady  returned,  splendidly  at- 
tired, and  with  the  careless,  disengaged  air  of  one 
superior  to  her  ornaments,  or  unconscious  of  them, 
looking  what  she  reaUy  was — an  elegant,  and  still 
a  very  handsome  woman. 

*^  This  is  ma^c  !^  cried  the  younger  ladies, 
crowding  round  her— or  her  diamonds, 

*^  A  fourth-rate  actress  would  make  a  quicker 
toilet,^  said  Lady  Harriette,  too  proud  to  be 
complimented  on  this  stale  subject.  ^'  Dressing  is 
a  very  pretty  female  pastime,  nevertheless,  partis 
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cularly  in  the  country  :  I  sometimes  pass  whole 
hours  in  it,  with  great  pleasure  and  perfect  inno- 
cence. It  is  among  the  most  harmless  teroale  em- 
plopnents  that  I  know.  What,  Doctor,  could  we 
make  of  these  heads  and  bodies  of  ours,  &om  the 
time  we  gave  up  dolls,  if  we  had  them  not  to  de- 
corate ?" 

The  Countess  of  Rantletrec,  who  rose  every 
morning  at  seven,  divided  her  days  into  set  taelu 
for  each  half  hour,  and  unquestionably  did  more 
knotting  than  any  peeress  in  Scotland,  whispered 
something  exceedingly  sensible  to  Mrs.  Hutchen, 
about  the  idleness  of  "  fine  ladies,"  which  her  hos- 
tess thought  it  right  to  second  aloud,  both  from  a 
sense  of  moral  propriety,  and  from  politeness. 

"  Do  you  know,  Mrs.  Hutchen,  that  country 
ladies,  and  managing  ladies,  talk  a  great  deal  of 
nonsense  about  tis  '  fine  ladies,' "  said  Lady  Har- 
riettc. 

'*  A  million  pardons,  Lady  Harriette.  I  never 
presumed  to  place  your  Ladyship  in  that  list, — 
with  your  activity  and  accomplishments." 

"  I  claim  the  title  for  myself,  Mrs.  Hutchen.  1 
certainly  am  a  '  fine  lady,'  if  there  be  such  a  thing: 
for  I  am,  as  the  Countess  knows,  very  idle ;  aa 
every  body  knowis,  very  expensive  ;  and,  as  I  am 
quite  ready  to  acknowledge,  entirely  useless.  And 
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yet,  in  the  hce  of  the  five  hundred  volumes  pub- 
lished to  tell  you  aU  what  a  vile  world  the  world 
of  fiishion  iBy  I  will  venture  to  affirm,  that  it  is 
neither  so  very  frivolous,  selfish,  nor  even  so  idk^ 
as  their  united  authority  and  combined  wisdom  al* 
lege.      Our  employments  may   be  trifling,  but 
Heaven  knows  we  labour  hard  enough  in  our  vo- 
cation.    I  defy  Clarissa  Harlowe  herself,  Lady 
Bantletree,  to  have  got  through  half  the  business 
which  I  did  when  a  leader,  or  even  a  simple  follower 
of  ton.     The  life  of  a  char-woman  b  luxurious  re- 
pose to  that  of  a  woman  of  fashion  of  all-work, 
who,  to  keep  her  place,  must  skim  more  volumes 
than  a  monthly  reviewer— play  more  than  a  music- 
doctor — ^write  twenty  times  as  many  letters  as  Pa- 
mela or  Miss  Seward-— patronise  artists-— criticise 
literature— visit  and  be  visited — see  every  thing-* 
and  know  every  body,  were  it  only  to  say,  she 
knows  them  not.     Besides  all  this,  she  must  wear 
shoes  and  stockings,  and  have  her  hair  combed,  as 
well  as  other  females  ;  nay,  must  sometimes  look 
over  the  dinner-bill — scold  the  housekeeper-— even 
occasionally  nurse  a  sick  child.^ 

^  In  short,  ^  fine  ladies^  are  the  most  crudly 
traduced  class  of  his  Majesty'*s  fair  subjects,^  said 
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Delancy,  smiling  at  this  geauine  burst  of  Cesprit 
de  corps. 

"  Certainly,  if  called  idle.  The  genuine  female 
dawdle  is  either  found  among  the  very  lowest  of 
the  low,  OT  in  fidl  luxuriance  in  that  class  which 
wealth  has  raised  above  the  necessity  of  labour, 
and  a  wretched  education  left  without  the  means 
of  employing  time  to  any  purpose.  I  don't.  Doctor, 
in  speaking  of  women,  say  any  useful  purpose ; 
eveiy  purpose  is  highly  useful  which  keeps  us  out 
of  the  way  of  mischiefs 

"  The  dissipation  of  iuvaluahle  time  in  fashioo- 
able  circles,  the  habits  of  scandal  and  derision," 
preluded  Dr.  Draunt ;  but  her  Ladyship  had  no 
patience  for  preludes. 

"  Scandal .' — dissipation  of  time  !"  exclumed 
she.  "  Why,  I  used  to  think  I  had  a  very  pretty 
talent  for  scandal  myself — a  gay,  airj-,  light  touch ; 
but  I  never  had  leisure  to  take  thorough  pains  on 
reputations  till  I  came  into  the  country.  tVe  deal 
in  gay  derision,  not  dull  malignity — we  have  wit 
enough  to  dash  off  a  spirited  caricature  in  a  few 
bold  strokes,  and  scorn  the  dull  art  of  those  ob- 
scure circles  who  stipple  away  till  every  minute 
line  of  a  vile,  distorted  resemblance,  is  engraven  on 
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brass,  to  be  afterwards  gnawed  in  with  aqua-fortuy 
No  reply  was  offered,  and  the  lady  proceeded 
^*  I  used,  Delancy,  to  think  the  country  the  abode 
of  perfect  primeval  innocence,  till  I  found,  by  ex- 
perience, that  rustic  balls  and  provmcial  junketings 
may  quite  as  effectually  prevent  the  growth  of  se- 
rious affection,  or  the  formation  of  habits  of  ele- 
vated thought,   as  the   wildest  whirl  of  London 
fiwhionable  life.'' 
**  The  mind  is  in  its  own  pUice^  said  Dr.  Draunt. 
^*  And  there  is  no  end  to  its  natural  Jesuitism,^ 
said  Lady  Harriette,  with  more  earnestness  than 
she  was  in  the  habit  of  displaying.     ^<  It  is  just 
possible.  Doctor,  that  even  the  racket  of  sermon- 
hearing,  and  parades  of  public  charity,  may  as  ef- 
fiectually  unfit  a  lady  for  what,  in  approved  phrase, 
is  called  ^  woman's  graceful  duties,"  as  the  wildest 
frivolities  of  fashion — with  the  farther  misfortune 
of  the  lady  fancying  there  is  something  peculiarly 
praise-worthy  in  her  own  conduct,  and  exceedingly 
reprehensible  in  that  of  her  neighbour.      I  defy 
the  most  conceited  follower  of  fashion  to  imagine 
herself  a  whit  more  virtuous  or  amiable  for  having 
given  a  ball,  or  for  being  at  the  opera  last  night.^ 
*^  There  is  another  class  of  which  you  make  no 
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mention.  Lady  Hanicttc,"  said  Delancy,  in  a  Ume 
of  earnestnesG  correspondent  to  her  own. 

"  And  where  is  it  to  be  found,  Delancy  ?— In 
the  clouds — in  Bookland — in  El  Dorado  ?  No, 
no,  I  Riuet  keep  by  the  world  that  I  know  -and 
I  prefer  my  own  hemisphere.  If  we  are  all  gone 
astray  in  our  search  of  happiness,  '  our  being's 
end  and  aim.'  let  nic  at  least  feel  the  animation  of 
the  chase.  Our  circles  discover  greater  acting, 
bodily  and  mental,  than  any  other  whatever.  We, 
consequently,  acquire  more  talent.  iVe  are  clev- 
erer than  artists  ; — they  labour  for  bread — we 
strive  for  fame,  Faahvm  is  the  chivalry  of  mi>- 
dern  times.  So,  allonn !  John,  with  your  bright 
yeomanry  long-spur  a  la  gloire  /" 

Tall  John  looked  over  his  square  shoulders  and 
laced  jacket  on  his  armed  heel,  with  ineffable  com- 
placence, as  the  lady  took  his  arm.  "  But  you 
wear  your  spur  without  winning  it."  Her  eye 
brushed  over  the  Pampadour,  pet  satin  gown  of  the 
Countess. 

John's  eyes  sparkled  with  delighted  intelligence; 
and,  at  an  angle  of  the  great  suircase,  he  gallant- 
ly won  his  spur  by  completely  dissevering  the  train 
from  the  body  of  the  cherished  robe. 
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Amid  the  bustle  of  condolence,  oflfen  of  pins, 
craying  of  pardons,  and  paternal  denundations  of 
the  long-spur.  Lady  Harriette  contrived  to  have 
the  Countess  put  into  dock  in  her  own  chamber, 
there  to  undergo  a  thorough  repair  ;  and  thus 
covered  the  retreat  of  Delancy ,  by  despatdiing  him 
to  wait  the  re-appearance  of  the  Countess,  and  con- 
duct her  more  safely  to  the  dining-room. 

During  this  interval  a  quick  observer  might 
have  discovered  some  marks  of  uneasiness  in  the 
host ;  but  the  yoiuig  gentleman  returned  with  his 
noble  charge,  and  the  details  of  a'  grand  dinner 
proceeded  about  as  heavily  as  usual. 

To  a  superficial  observer  this  might  have  seem* 
ed  the  proudest  day  of  Mr.  Hutchen^s  life.  All 
that  those  busy  and  inventive  minbters  of  luxury 
and  fashion  called  trades-people^  could  furnish  of 
rich  and  rare,  was  accumulated  into  that  saloon, 
and  lavished  on  the  banquet  of  which  the  fair  and 
the  noble  partook.  A  superb  centre  ornament  of 
gold,  of  exquisiteworkman8hip,holdingflower  vases, 
essences,  salt,  and  more  affairs  than  Lord  Rantle- 
tree  either  understood  or  admired,  called  forth 
warm  admiration. 

**  What  cannot  gold  achieve  !^  said  the  Scottish 
barrister  of  high  family  seated  next  Lady  Har- 
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riette.  ""Tisbut  pres^  change!  and  its  magic 
touch  surrounds  the  low-born  with  the  far-des- 
cended." 

"  More  wondrous  yet,  sir, — it  makes  keen- 
sighted  men  of  the  world  purblind  or  beetle-blind ; 
or  see  white  black,  and  black  white  at  conveni- 
ence," said  the  lady. 

The  spirits  of  the  entertainer,  aided  by  the  light 
French  wines  handed  round  between  the  courses, 
yielded  to  the  blandishments  of  the  scene,  of  which 
he  felt  himself  the  centre  and  creator. 

"  The  most  sweet  and  lovely  dessert  I  have 
seen  of  an  age !"  was  the  exclamation  of  the  Coun- 
tess, as  she  viewed  the  cottp^eel  of  the  splendid 
board,  loaded  for  the  fourth  time. 

"  And  a  gold  knife  to  cut  the  cake, — and  gold 
grape-scissors  !  Well  I  declare  !"  added  Mrs. 
Draunt,  holding  up  both  hands. 

"And  this  is  the  genuine  Tokay,"  said  the 
Doctor,  sipping  his  small  glass.  "  The  first  time 
I  ever  had  the  honour  of  tasting  that  imperial 
wine — rarely  to  be  seen  even  with  princes  as  I 
understand." 

Mr.  Hutchen  began  to  talk  like  a  well-informed 
amateur  of  the  growths  of  the  Rliinegau  and 
Hockheim,  of  the  Grafen  berger  and  Johaimis- 
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berger,  and  of  the  andent  Greek  wines.  But 
Mrs.  Hutchen  preferred  Constantia,  in  which  the 
Countess  joined  her ;  and  the  Earl  drew  back  and 
up  in  his  chair,  and  preserved  the  perpendicular 
so  rigidly  that  his  host  diverted  the  discourse  to 
commerce.  His  brother  Andrew^s  correspondent 
in  Cracow  had  sent  home  a  few  bottles  of  the  Vino 
ViirawnOf  which  he  indeed  was  ashamed  to  see  at 
his  humble  board.  "Would  the  Earl  give  him  per- 
mission  to  send  them,  with  his  humble  duty,  to 
Rantletree  house, — as  the  Greeks  poured  out  the 
overflowing  of  their  first  crowned  goblet  in  a  liba- 
tion to  the  gods.*" 

"  Jove  nods  accordant,^  said  Lady  Harriette, 
as  the  Earl  shook  his  ambrosial  curk  in  gracious, 
yet  modest  acceptance.  Mr.  Hutchen^s  gratitude, 
for  this  kindness,  was  stopped  mid-way  by  the  sight 
of  a  cabalistic  paper  lying  half-concealed  among 
the  grapes  before  him. 

"A  truly  oriental  mode  of  communication,^ 
said  Lady  Harriette,  ^^  a  perfumed  billet,,  hid 
among  fruits  and  foliage."^ 

"  Perfumed ! — ^faugh — It  does  smell  of  tobacco, 
like  the  deuce,  though,^  said  tall  John. 

"  Some  practical  wit  of  your  acquaintance,  Mr. 
John,"*^  said  Hutchen,  snatching  the  paper,  which 
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he  crushed  in  his  hand.  "  Like  the  Border  idht- 
auder'g  lady  who  sent  in  a  pair  of  spurs  below  a 
covered  dish  when  the  beef-stand  ran  low.  Let 
me  see  you  set  your  foot  within  a  drawing-room  in 
spurs  again,  sir." 

This  assumed  passion  was  estimated  at  its  true 
value  by  the  lady  whose  keen  eye  seemed  to  read 
his  inmost  heart.  He  changed  colour, — a  cold 
dew  burst  over  his  forehead  as  he  raised  his  eye  a 
second  time  firom  the  talisman,  and  caught  the 
quickly  averted  glance  of  Lady  Harrictte. — Mrs. 
Draunt  was  sure  it  was  the  smell  of  the  melon, 
"  which  indeed  always  overcame  her  at  particular 
times.'' — Lady  Rantletree  was  equally  sure  it  was 
a  reptile  on  the  peach  lying  on  her  plate. — ^And 
John  was  certain  it  was  the  smell  of  tobacco  about 
the  note. — Mr.  Hutchcn  allowed  it  might  be  both 
the  melon  and  the  reptile,  but  now  he  was  quilt 
well ;  and  "  old-fashioned  as  it  was — he  was  an  old- 
fashioned  man — he  would  crave  leave  to  dedicate 
a  bumper  to  '  The  Noble  House  of  Rantletree,' 
which  had  done  him  such  distinguished  honour." 

"  To  the  roof-tree  of  the  Rantletree  r  muttered 
'  John,  wittily,  looking  at  Lady  Harrictte. 

And  when  his  Lordship  had  concluded  his 
lengthy  speech  of  thanks,  Mr.  Hutchcn  wn*  able 
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to  assure  the  fair  and  earnest  inquirers,  that  he 
was  quite  as  well  as  ever  he  was  in  his  life. 

There  followed  a  discourse  on  antipathies. — ^Mrs. 
Hutchen  was  the  martyr  of  a  firog,— and  Juliana 
expired  at  a  cock-roach,  which  was  not  wonderful 
as  two  had  been  seen  in  Madame  Viponf  s  esta- 
blishment— ^But  the  Countess  owned  that  her  noble 
sjnrit  was  cowed  only  by  a  mouse. 

^^  I  never  knew  what  fear  was  !^  said  his  Lord- 
ship, grandly. 

^*  Then,  my  Lord,  you  never  snuiFed  a  candle 
with  your  fingers,^  cried  John,  who  having  now  his 
full  share  of  Champagne  and  Burgundy,  cared 
little  for  the  electric  effect  produced  on  the  com- 
pany by  his  easy  freedom,  or  for  his  fiither^s 
fierce  glances. 

Dr.  Draunt,  by  profession  a  peace-maker, 
thought  this  a  fit  time  to  trump  out  his  custom- 
ary allowance  of  heavy  moralities ;  and  from  the 
antipathies  of  the  ladies,  he  wandered  to  the 
**  loathly  worm  rioting  on  the  cheek  of  beauty  ;^ 
the  bloated  spider, — ^the  rat  of  the  charnel- 
house, — and  the  tarantula  at  its  hideous  work.*^ 

*^  Father  you  are  ill  again  i*^  said  John,  anxious- 
ly and  even  affectionately. 

Mr.  Hutchen  swallowed  his  wine  in  haste,  and 


ordered  Jolm  to  be  silent ;  and  Lady  Harrietts, 
thinking  the  Doctor's  discourse  neither  very  plea- 
sant to  a  sick  conscience  nor  a  sick  stomach, 
whichever  were  her  host's  case,  good-naturedly 
called  his  attention  to  the  beautiful  effect  produc- 
ed on  the  rich  crimson  hangings  of  the  wall,  by  the 
fibres  and  silky  filaments  of  some  delicate  exotics, 
which  formed,  in  dancing  light  and  shadow,  a 
fairy  tracery  on  the  glowing  surface  of  the  em- 
bossed paper.  The  Doctor  prosed  on  to  the 
"  Feast  of  Belshozzar"  and  the  mystic  writing  on 
the  wall — the  denunciation  of  speedy  judgment- 

"  Father,  you  are  very  ill,"  said  John,  once 
i^ain,  affectionately. — Mr.  Hutchen  frowned;  and 
the  ladies  withdrew. 

A  chill  foggy  atmosphere,  moral  and  material, 
enveloped  the  drawing-room.  Lady  Harriette 
went  to  her  chamber  to  escape,  she  said,  "  the  in- 
tolerable smoke  of  a  grate  fitted  up  on  philosophi- 
cal principles."  Miss  Juliana's  harp-chords  snap- 
ped just  as  she  was  about  to  commence,  "  That 
lovely  thing"  Mrs.  Draunt  had  heard  her  play  be- 
fore, but  the  name  of  which  she  could  not  remem- 
ber if  she  had  died ;  and  as  his  Lordship  en- 
tered, the  awful  vibration  caused  by  his  personal 
dignity,    or   some  other  equally  weighty  cause. 
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broke  the  finely  wrought  chain  from  which  the 
splendid  lamp  was  suspended;  and  it  shivered 
into  a  thousand  pieces.  Great  was  the  dismay — 
yet,  Mrs.  Hutchen  would  not,  ^*  she  was  sure,  have 
minded  the  lamp,  or  carpet,  a  pin''s  head,  had  not 
the  spermaceti  oil — ^by  good  luck  it  was  genuine, 
pure,  London  spermaceti  they  always  bumed-*- 
spattered  his  Lordship^s  stockings.***  Even  this 
'*  flattering  unction""  did  not  smooth  the  ruffled 
plumage  of  the  offended  peer,  who  gazed  down  on 
his  strong,  obstinate,  boot-tree  looking  supporters, 
and  their  soiled  silken  incasements,  as  if  question- 
ing of  them,  ^^  why,  and  wherefore,  they  had  borne 
him  into  a  scene  so  incongruous  ?*"  He  inquir- 
ed, if  her  Ladyship  did  not  think  it  high  time  to 
order  the  carriage  for  Rantletree  house.  In  this 
emergency  Dr.  Draunt  applied  his  silk  hand- 
kerchief to  chafe  the  offended  limb,  Juliana 
prayed  for  a  concerto,  Mrs.  Hutchen  was  so 
shocked  and  vexed — and  the  moon,  the  very  ar- 
bitress  of  tides  herself,  was  appealed  to  against 
the  cruel  decision  of  his  Lordship,  who,  of  course, 
became  perfectly  determined,  swallowed  his  coffee 
with  the  dignified  firmness  of  a  stoic,  and  took 
care  of  the  Countess  to  the  carriage  himself 
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HuTCHKN  had,  in  the  course  of  this  great  day, 
sustained  many  trials  of  temper  with  astonishing 
firmness,  from  wife,  and  daughter,  and  son,  and 
guest,  and  cook,  and  butler  i  and  from  deeper 
causes :  but  to  Lord  Kantlctree's  lost  display  of 
absurdity,  which,  at  another  season,  would  have 
excited  his  derision,  his  feelings  all  gave  way,  and 
he  rushed  to  liis  private  apartment  from  the  door- 
way, as  the  carriage  wheeled  oif,  exclaiming, 
"  Have  I   served  t)ie  devil  for  his  wages  ?— ^Iic 
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gtittering  coin  which  tempts  the  sinner,  and,  in 
possession,  turns  to  dust  and  ashes.""  Again  he 
took  from  his  pocket  the  mysterious  iMllet,  which, 
strangely  writtoi  and  spelled,  ran  thus : — 

**  Mr.  Hutcken,  you  are  hunting  me  high 
and  low. — Whistle  off*  your  beagiesy  or  you  shall 
meet  me  where  you  least  expect  it — qtwd  she, 
who  never  failed  her  word,  and  who  can  yet  keep 
tryst,  as  true  as  ever  was  witnessed  by  the  mid- 
night  stars,  and  thejloods  of  Oran.  I  have  not 
forgotten  the  old  signal.'^ 

*^  Must  I  then  see  this  desperate  virago,  whom 
I  thought  the  devil  had  taken  home  long  since  ? 
Who  could  have  imagined  her  agency  hereP^ 
thought  Hutchen;  and  he  trimmed  the  lamp 
which  burned  on  his  mantle-shelf,  and  placed  it, 
with  his  own  hands,  in  the  window  of  his  apart- 
ment, composing  himself  as  he  best  could,  to 
abide  the  event  of  the  signal.  Whether  his  un- 
seen enemy  meant  to  appear  on  this  night  was, 
mdeed,  problematical,  though  a  more  effectual  me- 
thod of  confining  him  to  his  apartment,  and  cut- 
ting off  his  communication  with  his  scouts,  could 
not  have  been  devised.  Restless  and  perturbed, 
he  stalked  across  his  study  in  the  mood  of  the  sor- 
cerer, who,  having  once  invoked  the  fiend,  never 
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again  feels  safe  from  its  sudden  and  unwished  ap- 
pearance. 

Meanwhile,  Delancy  liad  cautiously  stolen  to  his 
nocturnal  rendezvous.  Behind  the  mansion,  and 
within  a  few  hundred  yards,  a  shrubby  glade  sud- 
denly sunk  in  a  part  of  those  ornamented  grounds 
which  hadlatelybeen  a  bare,  open  moor,  all  its  lum- 
py surface  broken  with  old  coal^shafls  and  muddy 
pools  of  under-watcr  drawn  from  the  mines.  The 
good  taste  of  Hutchcn  had  preserved  this  dingle 
in  nearly  its  original  state.  A  few  clearings  had 
been  tastefully  made,  and  the  old  straggling  foot- 
path that  wound  through  it,  had  been  widened. 
The  name  of  the  Wilderness,  given  by  Mrs.  Hut- 
chen  instead  of  the  original  epithet  of  Seggiedean, 
reconciled  her  to  the  spot,  which  no  one  now  visit- 
ed save  Lady  Harriette,  who,  with  all  her  assumed 
gaiety  and  natural  liveliness,  was  more  of  a  rumi^ 
nating  animal  than  any  other  individual  of  the 
Whim  circle. 

Delancy,  on  letting  himself  into  the  Wilderness 
with  Lady  Harriette's  private  key,  first  encoun- 
tered the  scout  in  her  old  equipments  of  red- 
cloak  and  black  slouched  bonnet — the  same  daunt- 
less Rouge-mantle  that  had  encountered  Wolfe 
tirahame,  and  crossed  the  path  of  Elizabeth. 
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^'  He  is  safe,  and  waits  ye  yonder,^  she  said, 
pointing  to  a  hollow  which  had  once  been  worked 
as  a  stone  quarry,  and  was  now  an  inextricable  mass 
of  tangled  bushes,  among  which  an  hundred  men 
might  haye  found  concealment  **  If  the  girl  had 
not  been  such  a  hen-partridge  he  needed  not 
this  at  your  hands ;  for  O'^Connor  would  as  soon 
take  alms  of  the  devil,  as  accept  a  kind  deed 
from  one  who  can  count  English  kin  with  Fita- 
maurice.'" 

*<  It  is  not  necessary  that  he  should  know  more 
than  that  I  am  his  countryman,  anxious  to  render 
him  assistance  in  this  strait.  But,  do  you  keep 
▼igilant  ward.  .  If  a  woman  pass  give  me  the  sig- 
nal ;  if  a  man  break  in,  you  know  your  duty.^ 
And  he  gave  her  one  of  the  pistols  he  carried, 
which  she  handled  as  a  familiar  thing  and  placed 
in  her  breast. 

*^  Do  you  mark  yon  lamp?— and  know  you 
where  it  bums  P*^  said  she,  pointing  through  the 
branches  to  the  light  in  Mr.  Hutchen^s  casement, 
which  had  given  Delancy  some  uneasiness.  ^^  Men 
kindle  the  torch  to  scare  the  serpent  and  the  beast 
of  prey  from  their  lair.  Yon  is  placed  to  guide 
aright  their  fangs.  When  you  see  yonder  lamp 
quenched,  pass  to  the  house  in  safety.     I  shall 
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not  8ee  O'Connor  more ;  but  as  I  have  swotii  lo 
answer  to  God  and  the  saints  for  hk  safety,  so 
shall  ye  answer  it  to  me.'" 

They  parted  thus  ;  and  as  O'Connor,  on  the 
approach  of  Dclancy,  stood  out  from  his  place  of 
concealment  among  the  bushes,  another  mufBed 
figure  glided  forward,  and  then  paused ;  and  a 
low,  soft,  female  voice,  modulated  by  deep  and 
aarnest  feeling,  whispered,  "  O'Connor  of  the 
West !" 

Delancy  at  once  recognised  the  voice  of  hb  fair 
ally,  though  thus  subdued,  timid,  and  hesitating, 
even  before  she  had  half  thrown  back  the  hood  of 
her  rorpielaire,  and  stood  in  the  starlight — her 
pale  features  distinctly  visible. 

"  Forgotten  ! — and  perhaps  deserving  to  be  for- 
got ?"  she  continued  in  the  same  tone. 

A  motion  of  surprise  was  visible  in  the  fugitive, 
who,  after  a  moment's  pause,  replied,  "  Those 
who  once  enjoyed  the  honour  of  being  known  to 

Lady  Harriette "   He  stopped  as  if  unable  to 

pronounce  the  name ;  and  abruptly  added,  "  No, 
madam :  I  have  conned  many  a  bitter  lesson  of 
your  setting,  but  I  have  uol  yet  forgotten  that 
we  have  met — and  parted,'" 

-'  Had  your   friend   ended   that   --cnience   a^ 
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gallantly  as  he  commenoed,  Frederick,  I  would 
haye  despaired,^  said  the  lady,  with  a  flutter  of 
voice  which  her  assumed  gaiety  could  not  entirely 
conceal.  **  Nay,  O^Connor,  wiU  you  not  shake 
hands  with  me  ?*" 

There  was  an  instant's  pause  before  the  exile 
suddenly  took  the  hand  gracefully  extended  to 
him,  and  bowed  over  it  till  his  lip  all  but  touched 
it  A  flood  of  recollection  seemed  to  burst  over 
his  mind,  and  he  turned  away. 

^^  Quite  absurd  for  old  folks  like  us  to  keep  up 
feuds  of  infiincy. — Is  it  not,  Frederick  P^  and  she 
turned  to  Delancy. — ^^  To  look  back  with  firuitless 
regret  on  what  can  never  be  recalled,  were  it  even 
so  wished.'"  There  was  a  half  sigh  ere  she  added, 
^  ^Tis  more  to  the  point  to  say  that  Harriette  De- 
lancy,  ay,  and  Harriette  Copely  too^— and  she 
raised  her  voice— ^^  could  stiD,  at  her  utmost  need, 
look  to  find  a  firiend  in  O'Connor.  She  has  scarcely 
retained  the  right  of  being  believed  when  she  avows, 
that  her  heart  this  night  knows  no  wish  more  ear« 
nest  than  to  see  him  in  safety.'' 

^^  I  do  believe  it,"  was  the  earnest  reply. 

^^  That  must  be  a  base  nature  which  could 
learn  to  hate  with  bitterness,  only  because  it 
may  once  have  loved  too,  too  well.    'Tis  neither 
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wine  hor  youre,  O'Connor,"  said  the  lady.  "  We 
have  but  just  met — ^we  part  here,  now  and  for 
ever  !     Let  it  be  in  peace." 

"  In  peace  be  it !"  was  the  solemn  reply,  made 
in  a  firm,  but  very  low  voice. 

**  You  have  lightened  the  load  which  has  press- 
ed the  heaviest  on  my  heart  titr  many  a  weary 
year. — And  now  to  businees,"  she  continued, 
more  in  her  uKual  light  manner. — "  You  see  thii 
roqueiaire  of  mine  ? — "tis  a  sort  of  neutral  robe ;" 
and  she  gracefully  disrobed  herself  of  the  crimson- 
cloth,  richly-furred  garment ;  "  but  although  it 
were  purely  feminine,  Hercules  used  the  distaff 
■ — douglity  Sir  John  disdained  not  to  disguise 
his  valour  in  the  gown  and  muffler  of  the  wise- 
woman  of  Brentford.  IJut  I  cannot  trifle  to-night. 
Briefly  then,  my  maid  waits  to  conduct  O'Connor 
to  my  apartments. — I  shall,  for  this  night,  be  joint 

tenant  of  hers.     He  will  be  in  safety — and  I 

I  sliall  know  that  he  is  safe" — and  the  voice  trem- 
bled once  again,  as  if  the  heart  from  wlience  it 
was  uttered  shook  to  its  inmost  core. 

Before  the  fugitive  could  answer,  she  exclaimed 
in  a  tone  of  mingled  pride,  impatience,  and  feeling, 
"  I  will  not  hear  a  word  of  objection — I  am  a 
sailor's  "ifo,  and  can  ri^k  a  run.     The  i^ubject  of 
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my  first  letter  shall  be  O'^Connor's  escape,  and  that 
I  have  had  the  happiness  of  contributing  to  it.**^ 

Delancy  urged  the  plan,  which,  in  the  very  bo- 
som of  danger,  promised  security.  Even  in  the 
event  of  a  search  by  the  officers  of  justice,  this  la- 
dy'*s  apartments  would  be  respected;  but  by  dawn, 
he  said,  he  would  have  the  well-known  trundling 
vehicle  of  the  Grahame  Arms  at  this  door,  firom 
whence  it  could  depart  without  either  notice  or 
suspicion. — "  But  can  you  answer  for  your  servant. 
Lady  Harriette  ?^  the  young  man  continued. 

*^  On  my  life  and  honour.  This  same  is  called 
a  had  and  treacherous  world — and  I  may  have 
found  it  so ;  but  how  much  of  faith  and  af- 
fection has  ever  been  around  me  ! — And  how  have 
I  trampled  on,  and  wantonly  cast  from  me  the 
best  gifts  of  God  !^  Tears  burst  forth,  and  for 
an  instant  rushed  over  the  cheeks  of  Lady  Har- 
riette in  a  passionate  torrent.  0'*Conn(Nr  made  a 
sort  of  involuntary  movement  forward.  She 
drew  back,  by  some  singular  power  gave  instant 
check  to  this  violent  emotion,  and  looked  up 
calmly. 

<«  Forget  this  last  weakness.  I  never  could,  as 
the  wise  ones  do,  chain  up  the  headlong  current 


t 


ETH   UH  IIKI 


of  feeling  at  its  dangerous  source  ;  but  I  have 
learnt  to  slay  it  midway  in  its  wildest  career. — 
And  now,  fere  thee  well !  As  frieods  we  put — 
do  wc  not  ?" 

There  was  eut/eaty.  sorrow,  and  doubt,  in  the 
trembling  voicc- 

"  As  friends  that  having  been  more— never, 
never  can  be  less  !"  replied  O'Connor.  Delancy 
turned  away  his  head  as  the  furtive  race  agato 
bowed  on  (he  hand  that  had  been  silently  extaid- 
cd :  and  the  lady  glided  away  with  a  noiseless 
Oef  to  summon  her  attendant. 

"  Ought  I  to  receive  this  service  at  the  bands 
of  Lady  Harriette  Copely  ? — Ought  she  to  render 
me  Eo  perilous  an  obligation  ?  It  was  her  wont 
ever  to  think  so  lightly,  or  so  scomfiilly  of  her 
own  true  interests,  that  her  firiends  are  bound  to 
double  vigilance." 

*'  The  heart  and  the  conscience  of  the  tady 
avouch  her  conduct,"  said  Delancy.  *'  So  do  mine 
for  her  with  fervent  admiration.  Nor  is  there  a  cot- 
tage in  Scotland  in  which  you  might  not  claim  the 
same  shelter,  though  here  alone  is  safety.^ 

He  threw  the  rnqudmre  round  the  (iigitive  as 
they  spoke.     The  light  simk  almost  at  the  same 
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instant  in  the  distant  window ;  and  as  O'Connor 
in  silence  followed  his  guide,  Delancy  joined  Lady 
Harriette. 

^*  Ha  !  your  Ladysbip^s  star  is  ascendant  just 
as  Hutchen^s  declines,^  said  Delancy,  viewing  a 
fresh  light  which,  starting  on  the  darkness,  in  two 
minutes  streamed  from  Lady  Harriette's  chamber 
-^he  signal  agreed  on  with  her  serrant,  that  all 
was  welL 

**  Not  yet  quite  speechless,  Delancy  ?  Dying 
of  curiosity  though  P  As  bad  as  ever  I  was  when 
leaving  Adeline  or  Emily  in  the  forest,  long  ago, 
in  the  clutches  of  banditti  or  murderers-— and  no 
possibility  of  getting  the  next  volume  for  two  ever- 
lasting hours  ?^ 

^  The  interest,  which  I  do  not  deny,  deserves  a 
better  name  than  girlish  curiosity,^  said  Delancy; 
**  besides,  I  can,  I  may  frankly  say,  now  guess  at 
all  I  am  entitled  to  know."" 

**  Nay,  Delancy,  you  shall  know  all — I  will  not 
have  you  think  one  jot  better  or  worse  of  me  than 
I  deserve-^I  would  disdain  to  be  thought  better 
than  I  am  by  any  one.  I  choose  to  reckon  you 
of  the  few  whom  I  would  not  like  to  think  much 
worse  of  me  than  in  justice  you  should  do.  There 
was  a  time— what  a  time  was  that !— -it  was  time 
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meSEured  by  the  sun  of  this  mere  mortal  world 
too ! — when  I  could  have  learned  to  love  this  O'- 
Connor ;  nay,  when    I but   a  woman  may  be 

spared  such  confession — I  Jilted  him.  Why  does 
the  word  slick  in  my  throat  ?  All  the  world  ea- 
gerly adopted  and  freely  used  it.  The  same 
world  that  had  loudly  condemned  my  open, 
avowed,  self-willed  attachment  to  an  Irishman,  a 
Catholic,  a  man  of  a  suspected  race,  disapproved 
by  my  family,  above  all,  by  your  precious  uncle, 
my  powered  relation, — that  same  candid  world 
said  I  liAdjilled  the  O'Connor  of  the  West.  It  is, 
indeed,  the  word  consecrated  to  such  occasions,'" 

"  Would  your  Ladyship  be  good  enough  to  in- 
struct me  in  the  true  word,  if  it  should  ever  be  my 
evil  fortune  to  require  ite  use  ?"  said  Delancy,  veiy 
gravely. 

"  Frederick,  you  have  learned  the  art  of  taking 
saucy  freedoms,  which  I  could  tolerate  in  no  one 
else.  Jilt  be  the  word  then,"  she  said  aloud. 
"  Yet  I  was  neither  the  cold  jilt,  nor  the  merce- 
nary jilt,  much  less  the  ambitious  jilt.  I  was  the 
proud,  or,  if  you  will,  the  vain  jilt,  who,  to  avenge 
her  offended  pride,  aacriiices  her  own  feelings,  and, 
for  a  time,  glories  in  the  offering.  In  short,  I  was 
avenged  of  the  proud  heart  of  O^Connor,  who  dw- 
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ed  to  hsYe  too  much  sense  and  spirit  to  submit  to 
all  the  wild  extravagance  of  my  capridous  bu- 
moiin ;  and  Captain  Copely  married,  in  baste,  the 
daughter  of  an  English  Earl,  for  which  I  have, 
I  am  sure,  ever  since  sincerely  pited  him ;  and 
tried,  with  various  success,  to  make  it  up  to  him 
in  the  best  way  I  could." 

"  And  I  am  to  understand  that  your  Ladyship 
ia  the  lady  ftom  whom  O'Connor  expected  shelter?'' 

"  You  are  to  understand  no  such  thing.  I  do 
not  believe  that  O'Connor  ever  yet  thought  me  fit 
to  be  relied  on  for  any  useful  purpose  in  life.  This 
must  have  been  the  daughter  of  his  early  friend — 
of  de  Bruce ;  or  probably  the  lady  of  that  red- 
doak,  which  covers  such  a  multitude  of  mysteries, 
and,  I  doubt  not,  of  sins." 

"  I  could,  indeed.  Lady  Harriette,  tell  you  such 
miracles  of  the  address  and  fidelity  of  that  vagrant, 
who  has  some  tie  of  fosterage  or  gossipred  with  the 
O'Connors.  She  has  long,  I  suspect,  been  the  me- 
dium of  correspondence  between  Lady  Mont^le 
aod  her  family.  Her  appearances  in  Ireland  were 
always  mysterious,  and  her  departures  more  so. — 
I  remember  she  was  once  thrown  into  prison  as  a 
■trolling  vagrant,  upon  that  most  unreasonable  of 
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all  pleas — iiot  being  able  to  give  a  good  acoouiit 
of  hereelf " 

"  For  which,  1  am  sure,  I  am  liable  to  comnuttal 
evtry  day  in  the  year,"  said  Lady  Harrtette,  laugh- 
ing. 

"  And  I  was  obliged  to  gallop  two  days  round 
the  country  to  procure  her  quiet  enlargement,  at 
my  aunt  would  have  taken  horse  herself,  I  be- 
lieve. Slie  has,  I  rather  think,  played  maay, 
and,  1  believe,  eome  lofty  parts  in  her  tinier 
and  occasionally  indul^s  in  a  Statira  or  Lady 
Macbeth  touch  yet;  though  it  sometimes  deranges 
her  plans  not  a  little,  by  startling  her  agents. — 
But  long  life  to  tlic  sex,  Lady  Harriette !  This 
vagrant  woman,  during  months  that  O'Connor 
lately  languished  under  a  fever  brought  on  by  fa- 
tigue and  anxiety,  wattlied  him,  nursed  him,  beg- 
ged for  him,  stole  for  him  I  dare  say  ;  nay,  more 
wonderful  still,  even  worlicd  for  him  ;  and  brought 
him  at  last  safely  to  Ernescraig." 

"  I  wish  I  were  rich  tor  her  sake,  which  is  more 
than  I  ever  did  for  my  own,  Delancy.  But  hav- 
ing made  a  clean  breast  myself,  may  I  challenge 
a  similar  confidence  ?  This  Elizabeth  de  Bruce  ! 
Among  all  the  female  charms  you  so  eloquently  re- 
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counted  to  me  this  morning,  does  she  possess  the 
first? 

*  And  aye  it  wm  her  deanet  charm, 
She  said  the  lo*ed  me  best  of  a*.'  " 

^^  Then  truly,  Lady  Harriette,  I  am  afraid  that 
is  the  only  charm  she  does  want : 

'  So  if  the  be  not  £ur  for  me 
What  care  I  how  fair  the  be  !' 

There^s  quotation  for  quotation.^ 

^^  Well  and  manAilly  said—or  whistled  rather ; 
but  you  can^t  think  how  much  good  it  wiU  do  you 
to  breathe  your  surcharged  heart  in  my  ear,  besides 
my  delight  in  hearing  love-stories.'" 

"  It  never  went  so  far,  Lady  Harriette ; — to  be 
sure  I  did  intend  gracious  acts  to  this  young  lady. 
The  romance  of  her  situation,  and  my  knowledge 
of  her  father'*s  story,  were  both  piquant  circum- 
stances. Then  I  was  stationed  in  her  neighbour- 
hood to  wait  O'^Connor^s  arrival ;  and  my  aimt^s 
letters  poured  forth  such  earnest  and  voluminous 
inquiries  about  the  child  of  her  early  lover,  that  I 
fell  to  describing,  painting,  and  picturing,  till  I 
was  half  in  love  with  my  own  limning.  By  dint 
of  impudence,  as  you  know,  I  made  my  way  to 
her  presence,  only  half  revolving  the  gracious  pur- 
pose of  giving  my  aunt  a  niece  whom  I  was  certain 
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must  be  acceptable  to  her.  I  was  speedily  over- 
crowed. There  was  a  Captaiu  Wolfe  Grahame 
thrown  in  my  teeth,  till,  by  heavena !  I  could  have 
giia«hed  them/' 

Lady  Harriette  had  the  grace  to  restrain  ber 
secret  inclination  to  smile ;  and  lost  it  in  a  nobler 
feeling  when  the  young  man  added, 

"  With  that  gentleman  I  have  sought  a  corres- 
pondence, through  Mr.  Grahame's  servant,  Friael. 
That  the  daughter  declines  my  meditated  kindness 
is  no  reason  for  deserting  the  interests  of  her  father." 
And  he  informed  Lady  Harriette  of  tlie  revolting 
plan  which  Frisel  had  assured  him  was  in  agita- 
tion, to  unite  ttie  insane  nobleman  with  the  daugh- 
ter of  the  agent,  in  time  to  prevent  that  inspection 
of  past  afFiiirs  which  might  be  appreliended  from 
Wolfe  Grahamc. 

Lady  Harriette,  while  her  eyes  tla&hed  bun'or 
and  astonishment,  again  and  again  blessed  herself 
from  the  imagination  of  any  thing  so  villaiious. 

"  What  is  worse,"  continued  Delancy,  "  we 
neither  know  where  this  unlia]»py  dc  Bruce  is  con- 
cealed, nor  yet  of  his  Itinsman,  Grahamc,  who  was 
literally  kidnapped  sometime  ago  by  a  rebel  party, 
a  piece  of  information  which  Knave  Proper  keeps 
to  himself;  and,  like  a  strong-minded,  family  friend 
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u  he  is,  takes  it  on  himielf  actiuUy  to  interc^ 
lettcTB,  lest  Mr.  Gralutine  shonld  leam  tlin  misfitN 
tone  before  fae  cui  coiuult  a  ceruun  Ladjr  Tud- 
talljui,  who  is,  it  seems,  the  guardian  *nge\  at  the 
male  snccesskm  of  the  family  of  de  Bmce.  He 
says  it  would  drive  his  poor  master  mad ;  and  it 
is  likely  he  knows  that  it  would  afford  no  great 
pleasure  to  his  master*B  young  guest" 

"  This  is  all  very  disastrous,  and,  indeed,  alarm- 
ing, Delancy  !  But  if  the  gentleman  has  fallen 
into  the  hands  of  those  atrocious  rebels  why  not 
speak  out  ?  Why  not  move  heaven  and  earth- 
that  is,  the  Wsr-Oifice  and  Dublin  Castle,  for  hb 
safety?" 

"  I  would  have  adopted  every  possible  means — 
have  gone  to  Ireland  myself,"  said  the  young  man, 
with  energy ;  "  but  that  this  Obi  woman  of  the 
red-cloak  has  laid  her  spells  on  Knave  Proper  also, 
who  seems  to  have  a  moral  assurance  that  Cap- 
tain Grahame  is  in  safety. — Lady  Hsrriette !  you 
cannot  think  so  meanly  of  me  as  that  glance  inti- 
mates !  If  love  betrays  to  such  utter  baseness, 
let  me  still  dread,  and  never  know  its  power," 
The  young  man  spoke  with  warmth  and  earnest- 
ness ;  and  the  lady  gave  her  assurance,  that  she, 
at  least,  believed  him  incapable  of  taking  any  un- 

TOL.  II.  U 


906  KLtZAOETIt  DE  BltllCE. 

generoiiB  Hdvanu^  of  ui  unneen  and  niiibrtunatr 
rival. 

"  And  having  seen  O'Connor  safely  embarked 
to-morrow  r"  said  s 

"  I  Bhall  devote  o  the  eeardi  of  Lord  de 

Bruce — visit  liis  daufi  t — old  Monkshaugb — 
nay,  thie  dowager  ntallan — proclaim  to  all 
Scotland,  if  neceesary  i  ■  viliany  of  the  man  un- 
der whose  roof  I  have  '  appily  been  constrained 
to  remain  60  long;  and  this  proud  beaut}',  tbie 
Elizabeth,  shall,  spite  of  herself——" 

"  Ay,  there  it  is,  Delancy ;"  interrupted  the 
lady.  "  I  am  glad  you  have  Bome  touch  of  hu- 
man infirmity  left  about  you  however.  But  as 
to  '  the  hospitalities  of  the  Whim'  forced  upon 
you,  the  coronetcy  you  have  in  your  pocket  for 
my  friend,  tall  John,  may  amply  discharge  them. 
I  am  happy  to  tell  you,  that  I  am  rich  enough  to 
add  boots  and  jacket.  It  is  true  I  assure  you  !  I 
am  in  short — never  woman  bore  her  faculties  so 
meekly  ! — heiress,  for  two  days  back,  of  thirty 
thousand  pounds  !  No  time  for  congratulations ; 
when  I  have  thrown  oft'  my  shawl,  late  as  the  hour 
is,  you  must  attend  me  to  Hutchen's  den.  I 
must  cut  and  run  in  this  gale.  Five  minutes  will 
speed  our  business ;  and  then  I  shall  but  jiack  and 
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be  after  you,  to  nune  old  Monkshauj^ — and  this 
proud  Elisabetfay  spite  of  herself,  shall  find—'" 
The  laughing  lady  flew  up  the  back-stairs,  at 
the  bottom  of  which  they  had  now  arriTed.  Dfr- 
laacy  went  to  the  green-baize  door  which  cut  off 
the  back  passage  leading  to  Mr.  Hutchen'^s  busi- 
ness-room from  the  rest  of  the  house,  ere  he  re- 
collected the  words  of  Rouge-mantle,  and  the  in- 
stant accomplishment  of  her  prophecy  of  the  lamp 
being  quenched.  There  was  a  muttering  of  yoices 
within,  and  deep  breathings  mingled  with  stifled 
groans,  as  of  one  in  a  paroxysm  of  mental  agony. 
Delancy  went  to  the  drawing-room  to  wait  the  re- 
i^pearance  of  his  fair  ally,  whose  business  with 
Hutdien  he  could  not  divine  though  he  welocNn- 
ed  whatever,  in  the  present  posture  of  affairs,  pro- 
mised to  divert  the  attention  of  that  formidable 
person  from  O^Connor.  This  Rouge-mantle  had 
already  accomplished,  in  a  way  which  he  could  not 
easily  have  surmised. 

Delancy  had  not  waited  ten  minutes  when  he 
was  rejoined  by  Lady  Harriette,  who,  by  another 
sudden  transformation  of  dress,  was  now  in  the 
deepest  mourning.  Taking  his  arm,  she  led  the 
way  to  Hutchen^s   den,   as  she  called  it.      He 
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rspped  gently  at  Iicr  bidding ;  &ad  there  wag  fl 
rustling  of  papers  and  some  little  bustle  with- 
in ere  Mr.  Hutclien  admitted  them.  Either 
the  lights  burned  dim,  or  he  looked  unusually 
pale,  though  his  demeanour  was  perfectly  com- 
posed. 

"  Ladies  are  not  entitled  to  the  honours  of  the 
Bittings  here,"  said  Lady  Harrictte,  rejecting  the 
Beat  offered  to  her.  "  Besides,  my  errand  is  busi- 
ness point-blank. — I  mean  to  leave  this  place 
early  to-morrow ;  with  cordial  thanks  to  Mrs. 
Hutchen  for  her  polite  hospitality.  But  before  I 
go — pardon  me  for  mingling  business  with  grati- 
tude—I  mean  to  have  in  my  pocket  your  acquit- 
tance, to  the  last  farthing,  of  Captain  Copely's 
debt  to  you,  and  to  all  men.  You  have  that 
power  ?" 

Mr.  Hutchen  regarded  her  with  a  stare  more 
natural  than  wcH-bred. 

"  You  look  incredulous,  sir;  as  if  you  did  not 
liclieve  that  I  have  the  power  of  making  good  my 
words.  See  here,  sir." — She  rapidly  placed  liefore 
him  several  papers  which  she  held. 

"  \'ery  extraordinary  !  and  in  your  possession, 
by  the  dates,  for  two  days.     I  take  leave  to  con- 
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gratulate  your  Ladyship  on  this  handsome  and 
unlooked  for  acquisition.  My  friend,  Captain 
Copdy^s  delight '^ 

**  With  your  pardon,  we  are  talking  of  Captain 
Copely^s  debts  at  present,  sir."*^ 

**  Lady  Harriette,  I  must  take  leave  to  hint  one 
bit  of  advice  or  caution.  This  fortune  has  not 
gone  fiurther  than  Mr.  Frederick,  I  trust.*"  And 
be  moved  to  the  door  to  see  if  it  was  secure.— 
^^  All  is  yet  quite  safe.  Your  Ladyship  cannot  in 
jusUce  be  considered  liable  for  a  sixpence  of  Cap- 
tain Copely^s  debt/,  and  we  must  be  careful  how 
you  proceed."^ 

^^  Excellent  counsel  for  you  to  give,  no  doubt 
of  it,  Mr.  Hutchen,  and  exceedingly  appropriate. 
But  I  am  come  for  discharges,  not  for  advice.  I 
assisted  in  incurring  these  debts — ^wittingly  or 
unwittingly  it  matters  not  now — and  to  the  last 
sixpence  they  shall  be  paid ;  and  if  the  last  in 
going  attains  the  purpose,  I  shall  consider  it  the 
best  spent  of  all."" 

^*  Admirable  spirit ;  quite  what  I  would  have 
expected.  Now  we  have  only  to  communicate 
with  Captain  Copely."" 

'^  What,  sir  ?  is  it  then  necessary  to  consult  my 
husband  whether  he  is  ready  to  act  the  part  of  an 
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honest  man,  the  first  moment  he  has  it  in  his 
power  ?"  and  her  brow  reddened. 

"  But  to  impoverish  you  a  second  time,  Lady 
Harriette — any  man — any  huBband  might  well 
hesitate.  There  is  at  this  moment  an  opponu- 
nity  of  a  very  profitable  investment;  but  you 
guess  that  1  have  always  a  notion  how  the  Funds 
are  likely  to  go.  Rantletree  has,  to  a  certain 
extent,  already  circumecribed  my  power  at  this 
time; — but  for  such  u  fiiend  as  Copely ^ 

"  Copely  cannot  sell  out  reputation  to  fiind 
property,  Mr.  Hutchen.  Do  my  errand,  or  I 
must  find  a  more  compliant  agent.  Poor  people 
like  us  cannot  afibrd  to  throw  away  character  even 
for  an  hour," 

"  In  affairs  of  business  ladies  are  so  apt  to  jump 
at  conclusions ;"  and  he  smiled ; — "  the  worthy 
old  gentlewoman,  whose  testamentary  settlement 
docs  equal  honour  to  her  head  and  heart,  could 
not  have  foreseen  that  your  Ladyship's  high  spirit 
would  have  directed  such  an  instant  application  of 

her  bounty — of  her  legacy ■" 

"  Nay,  sir,  never  mend  your  phrase.  Bounty 
it  surely  is— charity,  mercy,  whatever  frees  me  of 
a  yoke  so  galling  and  intolerable.  But  to  yoiur 
papers,  Mr.  Hutclien ;  and,  meanwhile,  I>elftncy, 
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let  me  tell  you  how  I  obtained  this  legacy— for 
then,  I  am  sure,  you  will  agree  with  me  that  the 
donor  would  heartily  approve  an  instant  and  h<ni- 
eat  application  of  it  I  had,  you  must  know,  a 
rid,  English,  old-maiden  god-mother,  cross  as  a 
cat,  and  proud  as  a  Plantagenet.  Mrs.  Gertrude 
Herbert  was  her  style,  whom  I  made  a  point  of 
uniformly  calling  Misa^  only  because  it  teased  her, 
and  whom  I  never  pleased  in  any  act  of  my  life, 
trifling  or  important,  save  cme.  The  very  first  act 
of  my  independent  married  life,  indeed,  was  to  af> 
front  her  beyond  repair  of  temper,  and,  as  I  hoped, 
beyond  forgiveness.  At  the  very  lowest  ebb  of 
our  fortunes,  when  all  was  dark  as  midnight  about 
me,  there  came—like  a  weather-gaw  streaking  the 
leaden,  murky  clouds  with  dingy  purple  and  lurid 
red,  and,  to  the  eye  of  experience,  threatening 
wilder  tempest— offers  of  money  tram  a  certain 
dingy  Nabob  cousin  of  Copely^s— one  of  those  low 
connexions  with  which  every  family  is,  nowadays, 
more  or  less  infested.  In  requital  of  this  offered 
service,  my  Nabob  had  the  modesty  to  propose 
that  I  should  countenance,  and,  in  short,  intro- 
duce into  life,  a  couple  of  those  Rajah-pou''ts  which 
old  Indian  Christian  gentlemen  sometimes  bring 
home  by  the  half  dozen  to  England.     I  did  not, 
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to  be  sure,  spit  ui  his  face,  &s  the  world  kindly 
said.  That  would  have  been  a  filthy,  and  a  low-bred 
trick ;  but  I  acted  in  such  a  way  that  Mrs,  Ger- 
trude's virtuous  head  once  set  a  shaking  by  ad- 
miration of  Lady  Harriette  Copely\  fipirit,  went 
incessantly  for  three  days, — in  short,  till  her  soli- 
citor had,  for  the  twentieth,  and,  luckily  for  me, 
for  the  last  time,  altered  her  wilt  to  the  form  in 
which  it  now  stands." 

"  I  do  not  know  what  else,  in  the  circumstan- 
ces, your  Ladyship  could  have  done,"  said  Mr. 
Hutchen. 

"  It  weli  becomes  every  gentleman  to  say  so," 
replied  she,  in  a  lone  slightly  sarcastic.  "  Let  me 
be  just  however. — They  were  gentle,  nay,  lovely 
brown  girls,  those  isame  Rajah-pou'ts,  with  sweet 
voices  and  caressing  manners.  I  even  loved  them, 
at  least  I  liked  to  have  them  about  me.  I  thought 
the  heart  of  the  younger  girl  would  have  sobbed 
till  it  burst ;  for  the  fracas — thanks  to  their  father's 
impudence  and  my  well-known  discretion — unluck- 
ily took  place  in  their  presence.  The  eyes  of  the 
elder  girl,  as  she  pushed  back  her  Nabob  Euro- 
pean papa,  till  he  reeled  again,  and  folded  her 
weeping  sister  in  her  arms,  flashed  over  us  with  all 
the  wild-fire  of  her  clime.  I  have  not  a  doubt  that 
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their  unlNip^aed  Hindoo  mother,  u  ihe  miut  have 
been  a  thousand  timea  more  beautiful,  wai  a  mil- 
lion timet  a  more  estimable  person  than  my  cn- 
l^l^tened  Christian  cousin  in  the  eyes  of  God — 
and  of  men,  and  of  women  also,  would  men's  eye* 
•ee  strsigfat  forward,  or  if  women's  durst.  This, 
however,  was  entirely  beyond  Mrs.  Gertrude's 
maidenly  viuon,— w  her  legacy  must  pay  my 
debts.  If  I  have  as  much  over  as  buy  me  a  black 
stuff  gown,  to  wear  in  honour  of  her  honoured  me- 
mory, and  pay  my  chaise-hire  to-morrow,  I  ahall 
think  myself  rich  enough.^ 

This  lady  had  been  a  thorn  in  Hutchen's  flesh, 
literally  a  messenger  of  Satan  sent  to  buffet  him, 
ever  since  she  had  lived  under  his  roof;  but  it  did 
not  suit  him  to  let  her  go.  Several  matters,  if  not 
absolutely  wrong,  were  swaying  awry.  Effie  Fech- 
nie's  fean  and  doubts,  since  she  had  become  a 
creditor  ot  Hutchen's,  had,  once  or  twice,  nearly 
caused  a  run  on  the  Rookstown  Bank  firam  the  Hill- 
side parishes.  This  tottering  edifice,  had,  indeed, 
been  bolstered  up  by  the  credit  of  Lord  Rantle- 
tiee,  who  had  taken  large  shares  of  the  concern, 
and  been  assumed  as  a  sleeping  partner,  of  whidi 
compact  the  ^wsy  banquet  of  this  day  had  been 
the  appropriate  sealing  feast.    The  movement  to 
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be  apprehended  from  Lady  Tamtallan,  of  which 
Hutchen  had  been  apprised  in  rather  abrupt 
terms,  by  his  Edinburgh  agent,  was  another  source 
of  alarm.  There  were  secret  causes  of  uneasiness 
which  pressed  on  his  spirits  with  greater  force  than 
the  combined  power  of  all  these  dangers  ;  and 
Hutchen  felt  that  )te  needed  all  the  support  and 
countenance  which  either  his  monicd  or  titled 
friends  could  alibrd  him  at  this  time. 

It  was  with  humility  foreign  to  his  usual  bear* 
ing,  that  he  entreated  Lady  Harriette  to  forbear 
her  arrangements  for  a  few  days,  in  pity  to  his 
mind  distracted  by  a  multiplicity  of  affairs.  She 
agreed  to  suspend  her  journey  for  twenty-four 
hours ;  and  Delaney  judged  it  expedient,  on  thit 
occasion,  to  take  French  leave,  not  without  some 
secret  misgivings  about  the  nature  of  the  noctum^ 
interview  which  had  been  held  between  Rouge- 
mantle  and  his  host ;  as  he  could  not  help  fancying 
thai  lady  more  to  be  admired  for  her  spuiit  and  ad- 
dress than  valued  for  her  manners  or  character. 

In  this  instance  his  fears  were  unfounded.  A 
faint  ray  of  light  was  stealing  along  the  north-eaa 
point  of  the  hori»m  when  Lady  Harriette's  wait- 
ing-maid came  to  apprise  her  lady,  that  the  chaisey 
with  Mr.  Dclancy  and  the  stranger  gentleman, 
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had  already  departed,  and  that  she  mi^t  no*  re- 
turn to  her  own  apartments — information  which 
her  own  ears  and  eyes  had  already  given  her.  The 
fire  was  still  burning  in  her  chamber,  the  win- 
dow-shutters were  still  close,  the  refreshments 
which  the  servant  had  procured  remuned  untouch- 
ed, and  a  goblet,  half  filled  with  water,  stood  on 
a  work-uble  by  the  fire-side.  Ere  the  servant  had 
returned  from  the  adjoining  room  with  some  part 
of  her  lady's  night-dress,  the  goblet  was  dr«ned, 
and  the  lady  in  bed  and  already  asleep,  or  declin- 
ii^  to  reply  to  the  remonstrances  of  her  attendant, 
who  was  "  morally  certain  so  much  cold  water 
would  bring  on  her  lady's  beadachs." 

We  mnst  now  use  one  of  our  few  immutable 
privileges  in  shifting  the  scene  at  will  to  another 
hmd— a  land  of  which  no  one  ever  had  a  glimpse 
without  wishing  to  return  to  it  often  and  dwell  in 
it  long. 
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KTEas  KEYS. 


iu, — GDodmiiD  Dull  tfaou  hut  qmltcD  ni 

So  bold  aud  fnnk  his  bvuiuj 

Should  you  lOKt  him  omeart 

Id  1.uplQiirr«  hiiow 


Tin:  yimng  man  whom  wc  unceremoniously 
dropped  near  the  Crossgatcs  of  Caberax,  far  back 
in  this  narrative,  met  with  no  otlicr  adventure  or 
accident  in  the  early  part  of  his  journey,  than  the 
inglorious  one  of  a  sore  throat,  which  merely  con- 
fined him  for  ten  days  to  a  very  comfortable  inn 
in  Drogheda.  And  when  he  found  himself  with- 
in fifty  miles  of  the  hcad-(|uartcrH  of  his  regiment, 
then  in  the  south-west  of  the  island,  without  hav- 
ing seen  the  Hash  of  a  single  rebel  musket,  or  the 
semblance  of  any  of  those  "  hydras,  gorgons,  or 
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ehimerms  dire,^  of  which  he  had  heard  so  much, 
he  was  tempted  to  smile,  and  even  to  grumble  at 
the  inglorious  safety  in  which  this  perilous  journey 
was  so  soon  to  terminate.  The  mail-coach,  by 
which  alone  travelling  was  safe  in  that  part  of  the 
country,  had,  indeed,  been  escorted  by  a  mounted 
patrol,  and,  latterly,  by  a  sergeant^s  party  of  Eng- 
lish dragoons. 

About  twilight,  on  what  Wolfe  reckoned  the 
last  day  of  his  journey,  the  coach  was  met  at  a 
cross  mountain-road  by  a  private  carriage,  also 
escorted  by  cavalry,  from  which  was  transferred  a 
lady  so  wrapped  and  muffled  up  in  cloaks  and 
veils,  as  at  once  to  excite  and  baffle  curiosity.  A 
female  attendant,  whose  person  was  by  no  means 
so  scrupulously  concealed,  took  her  place  by  the 
lady^s  side;  and  a  man-servant  who  accompa- 
nied them,  mounted  aloft  beside  Wolfe  Gra- 
hame,  promptly  driven  from  his  birth  by  the  new 
arrivals,  for  whom  the  inside  places  had  been  all 
previously  engaged. 

As  long  as  day-light  served  Wolfe  had  volun- 
tarily occupied  this  elevated  station  for  the  love 
of  gazing  freely  around  him;  and  while  so  sit- 
uated had  gained  considerably  on  the  good-will 
of  the  postilion — whom  he  found  an  excellent  local 
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Iiistorian  and  antiquary— by  evident  enjcyraent  of 
llisjuketj,  blunders,  and  bulls,  voluntary  and  in- 
voluntary. 

The  attention  of  Grahame  bad  been  at  first 
drawn  to  this  young  fellow  by  bearing  him  named 
Slattery.  Along  the  wbole  line  of  road,  on  which 
he  appeared  as  well  known  as  the  mile-stones,  he 
was  hailed  by  men  and  girls  from  inna,  cabins, 
hedge-alehouses,  gate-keepers''  lodges,  and  by 
groups  of  labourers,  as  Denny  Slattery,  Slashing 
Slattery,  Dashing  SUttery,  and  a  variety  of  other 
rwmv  4e  guerre  of  the  same  frank  and  familiar 
deacription. 

In  the  course  of  their  journey  Wolfe  came  lo 
understand  that  the  postilion  had  only  been  tem- 
porarily engaged  a  few  days  before,  to  supply  the 
place  of  a  lad  who  had  fallen  sick,  under  the  t^- 
lor  of  a  secret  denunciation  from  some  of  the 
ribbon-men  or  carders ;  and  Grahame  could  not 
help  noticing,  that  ho  occasbnally,  in  the  aidoui 
of  his  love  of  derision  or/K«,  discovered  a  more  ac- 
curate acquaintance  with  the  general  movements 
of  the  country,  and  the  strength  of  military  stations 
and  escorts,  than  from  his  ostensible  situation  be 
could  have  had  any  direct  motive  for  honestly  ac- 
quiring.    But  whatever  his  character  rai^t  be. 
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the  dragoon  pistob  at  his  ears  gave  satisfactory 
bail  for  the  faithful  performance  of  his  temporary 
duty,  in  which  he  appeared,  indeed,  excellently 
well  skilled : — ^Not  that  Slattery  could  by  any 
means  be  called  a  ^*  steady  driver.'"  It  was  an 
alternate  neck-or-nothing  gallop,  which  excited  his 
own  spirits  and  afforded  him  amusement  in  the 
terrors  of  his  passengers,  or  a  snail^'s  pace,  which 
allowed  scope  to  his  national  elocution  in  replying 
to  Captain  Grahame's  questions  about  the  local 
objects  and  changing  scenery  on  the  road. 

To  Grahame  he  was  a  fresh  specimen  of  charac- 
ter—one of  those  lounging,  reckless,  rakish,  good- 
for-nothing,  merry,  or  at  least  humorous  fellows, 
in  which  Irelend  abounds  more  than  any  other 
country  under  the  cope  of  heaven«-a  sort  of  north- 
ern Lazzaroni,  with  more  talent  and  native  hu- 
mour than  the  primitive  race  of  Naples,  and  quite 
as  little  industry  or  principle  :  swaggering,  loose- 
hung,  supple  knaves,  in  moral  sense  as  in  material 
frame,  who  pass  through  life  between  jest  and 
earnest,  till'  age  and  poverty,  or  some  worse  misery, 
show  them,  when  too  late  either  frilly  to  under- 
stand or  at  all  to  profit  by  the  lesson,  that  no  hu- 
man being  ever  yet  could  long  neglect  the  business 
and  duties  of  life  with  impunity. 
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It  ia,  however,  unfortunately  but  too  true,  that 
blithe  rogues  of  this  description,  whether  Jroin 
being  wild  and  witty  themselves,  or  the  cause  of 
wit  and  mirth  in  others,  do  often,  at  first  approach, 
gain  more  ground  with  rational  men,  ay,  and  with 
modest  women,  than  persons  possessed  of  more  so- 
lid, and  really  useful  qualities.  Of  this  thoughtless 
preference,  with  which  he  was  beginning  to  be  in- 
fected himself,  Wolfe  had  occasion  on  the  road  to 
note  many  fair  examples. 

Slattery  was  indeed  the  very  "  boy  for  bewitching 
them ;"  for,  besides  being  the  life  of  a  lyke-waik, 
the  soul  of  a  patron,  and  the  deftest  cudgel  that  re- 
paired to  any  fair  in  Munster,  it  was  guessed  that 
he  had  been  "  in  trouble,"  a  resistless  claim  At 
this  period  with  the  soft  and  generous  of  the  sex. 
The  name  had  arrested  Grahame's  attention,  and 
there  were  times  when  he  fancied  he  caught  a  fu- 
gitive likeness  to- Rouge-mantle,  rather,  however, 
in  expression  and  attitude  than  in  the  counten- 
ance, as  if  their  minds  and  temper  bore  a  closer 
resemblance  than  their  features. 

Slattery  appeared  about  twenty-five  years  of 
age,  with  a  striking  Spanish  physiognomy,  and 
the  dark  sallow  complexion  which  is  found  in  re- 
mote parts  of  Ireland.     Tlic  deep-set  dark  eyes. 
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bad  a  strong  cast  of  animal  keenness ;  and,  occa- 
stonally,  that  ferocious,  concentrated  brightness 
which  flashes  in  the  twilight  glance  of  the  beast 
of  prey. — Well-limbed,  and  of  a  bold  and  for- 
ward bearing,  he  had  the  shrewdnesa  or  address, 
from  nature  or  from  art,  to  carry  off  whatever 
mi^t  have  appeared  ofTensive  in  the  audacity  of 
bis  manners,  under  the  colour  of  a  certain  hu- 
morous swagger  appropriate  to  him  as  a  post-boy, 
and,  moreover,  an  Irish  post-boy.  His  dress  was  of 
the  same  mixed  character.  The  broken,  narrow- 
brimmed  hat,  which  hung  back  by  the  last  peg 
on  his  head  as  carelessly  as  the  owner  appeared 
to  hang  on  life,  was  decidedly  Irish.  So  were 
the  twisted  rope  of  red  handkerchief,  and  the 
waistcoat  of  the  same  dubious  hue,  open  to  the 
girdle,  and  there  held  together  by  a  single  half- 
botton,  displaying  the  powerful  contour  of  a 
throat  which  seemed  to  challenge  every  lass 
along  the  road  to  "  look  and  die.^  The  rusty 
green  frock,  with  its  four  remaining  Tally-ho  but- 
UatB,  was  more  strictly  professional.  It  had  done 
duty  for  some  time  on  the  Bath  road,  and  served 
ita  r^^ar  terms  in  Dublin  before  finding  its  way 
to  Slashing  Slattery.  The  marvel  was,  how  he 
still  daily  found  his  way  into  it.     But,  by  every 
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tatter  hung  a  jest ;  and  llien,  "  He  had  a  regard 
for  the  ould  servant,"  he  said,  looking  on  the  jap- 
panned  sleeve,  "  for  it  had  seen  many  a  genteel  oc- 
casion.^ 

"  Welcome  up  again,  sir  !"  was  Slattery's  ad- 
dress to  Wolfe,  as  he  spread  his  frieze  tniaty, 
the  garment  tliat  supphed  to  liim  the  place  of  an 
upper  Benjamin  or  box-coat,  over  Grahame's  seat 
on  the  top  of  the  coach ;  "  though,  sure,  Mrs. 
Honour  might  have  stirred  her  hip  and  sat  round ; 
for  I've  a  notion  the  gentleman  is  as  much  of  a 
gentleman  as  herself,  any  how.'' 

This  was  addressed  to  the  resjiectalile-looking 
English  butler  who  attended  the  lady  htnidf,  and 
who  was  now  busy  in  wiping  liis  clothes  from 
the  pollution  contracted  in  ascending  the  coach. 

"  The  gentleman  may  he  as  good  a  gentleman, 
seeing  a  woman  i.i  not  a  man,  blockhead  !  But,  as 
the  places  were  all  engaged  for  my  lady,  I  suppose 
she  lias  a  right  to  put  her  dog  into  them,  seeing  they 
are  paid  for  ;  and  no  business  of  yours,  neither." 

"  Och  !  if  yon  come  to  tlic  right,  Mhaister 
Hodson,  that  brings  on  a  long  account  and  reckon- 
ing ;  and  we  better  be  leaving  it  over  the  night. 
The  huly  herself,  would  make  any  gentleman 
with  a   sore  ihmat  welcome  lo   a  seat  in  a  cowid 
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night. — Share  we  knew  something  of  her  before 
«e  heard  at  all  of  either  yourtelf  or  Mrs.  Ho- 
nour— not  to  §ay  jrour  master !" 

"  As  I  am  no  longer  of  the  privil^ed  cUsa  of 
invalids,  Slattery,  I  beg  that  my  accommodation 
maj  be  no  subject  of  dispute,'"  said  Wolfe.  "  My 
throat  is  quite  veil ;  and  I  prefer  sitting  b^v  to 
intruding  on  lades  to  whom  my  presence  might 
be  unwelcome.^ 

"  There's  worse  cattle  to  drive  below  than  the 
rale  Iady.^-Sbure,  Mrs.  Honour  is  a  wery  grand 
Tonian,  but  not  just  the  1«^  neither.** 

"  Mind  your  cattle  thoe,  fellow ;"  said  the 
Englishman,  indignant  at  this  imitatiwi  cockney, 
"  or  I  promise  you,  I  will  call  those  to  smart  ac- 
count who  have  intrusted  the  reins  to  you.^ 

*'  We  were  just,  maybe,  meaning  you  the  same 
bit  of  kindness,  Mhaister  Hodson,  jewel." 

It  is  probable  the  Englishman  did  not  compre- 
hend the  inuendo,  if  such  it  was ;  for  be  added, 
"  A  pretty  driver  indeed,  who,  I  dare  s^,  never 
before  was  from  the  tail  of  an  Irish  plough~team, 
consisting  of  a  lame  garron,  an  old  bullock,  and  a 
jack-ass .'" 

"  But  bear  wid  us  now  ! — bear  wid  us  1  Be  pa- 
tient, Mhuster  Hodson,  wid  a  poor  boy  who  must 
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be  tlirjung  how  to  get  the  bit«  of  bfead  to  at*. — 
Under  English  lessons  we"U  lam — we'll  larn.  Gee 
up,  Paddy  !"  He  flourished  his  long  whip,  dex- 
terously jerked  one  wheel  of  the  carriage  into  a 
muddy  pool,  and,  throwing  his  body  as  a  shield 
between  Grshame  and  the  flashing  shower  of  mud, 
contrived  to  cover  the  white  great-coat  and  bril- 
liant  top-hoots  of  the  Englishman,  with  spote  ts 
thick  Btrewn  as  ever  were  April  cowslips  in  hie  n»- 
tive  RieadowE. 

"  Och,  mhurder,  your  honour  ! — What  is  this 
on't !"  he  exclaime<i,  before  the  Englishman  could 
^ve  vent  to  his  rage  and  vexation.  *'  But  suffer 
me !  suffer  mc  !"  and  with  a  bit  of  pocket-hand- 
kerchief, the  sight  and  smell  of  which  were  mor- 
tal poison  to  Mr.  Hodson,  he  began,  much  in  the 
style  of  currjing  a  liorsc,  to  hiss  and  spread  the 
pollution  farther. 

"  Hold  off  your  hands,  you  scoundrel !"  cried 
the  other,  rejielting  this  kindness. 

"  Then,  shure,  now,  yon  won't  tell  the  mhaister 
o'  me ;  and  Til  down  on  my  knees  to  you  at  the 
end  of  the  stage. — Your  elegant  top-coat — and 
those  jemmy  boots  ! — I  could  have  saw  myself  in 
them!  That's  a  spesment  of  Irish  driving,  shure 
enough  !     Bad  luck  to  my  stupid  Munstcr  patel — 
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But  will  ye  take  the  ribbons  yourself  now,  Mliais- 
ter  Hodson  dear  ?^ 

^*  Hold  your  prate  and  be  d  d  !^  said  the 
person  so  propitiated ; — and  a  female  voice  from 
below  called  out,  ^^  My  Lady  requests,  Mr.  Hod- 
son,  that  you  will  upon  no  account  hoffer  unci- 
▼ility  to  the  natives;  and  we  travelling,  as  it 
were  in  the  dark,  on  a  wolcanor  ready  to  explode.^ 

Mr.  Hodson,  grumbling,  clambered  to  the  back 
part  of  the  coach,  resenting  as  injury  what  he 
knew  not  weU  whether  to  attribute  to  stupidity 
or  design. 

'^  I  would  have  shewn  Mhaister  Hodson  a  clev- 
erer spesment,  maybe,  had  she  not  been  in  it;  and 
your  honour  on  the  top  trusting  to  my  stadi- 
ness.'*^ 

"  Trusting  to  a  broken  reed  then,  Slattery ; — 
but  who,  pray,  is  the  lady  of  whom  you  are  so 
careful?'' 

^^  Lord  Montegle's  own  lady. — But  that  is 
the  creature's  misfortune  : — ^we  don't  blame  Aer." 

^^  That  is  generous  and  candid,  any  way ; — 
but  is  not  this  a  rather  disturbed  period  for  a 
lady  to  travel  without  protection?" 

^^  She  has  him  !"  and,  by  pointing  his  thumb 
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orer  his  shoulder,  he  ilily  indicati'd  the  owner  of 
the  spattered  great-coat.  Though,  from  thut  iii- 
heront  love  of  petty  miecliief  which  Is  an  luidoubu 
edquslity  of  every  young  mind,  Wolfe  had  smiled 
at  the  irritation  ol'  the  Englishman,  he  could  not 
sympathize  with  Slattery  to  the  full  extent  of  his  et>- 
joymeat  in  having  so  effectually  disturbed  the  sense 
of  superiority  and  self-complacence  of  a  native  ol' 
the  rival  kingdom.  The  young  fellow  perceived 
this,  and,  with  ready  address,  continued,  "  My 
Lord  and  my  Lady  are,  your  honour  must  under- 
stand, like  two  buckets  in  a  draw-well. — If  it's  hev 
go  up  wid  the  one,  it's,  hey  go  down  wid  the 
other.  It  is  tould  that  my  Lady,  the  hour  of  her 
marriage,  swore  on  the  cross,  on  lier  bare  knees, 
that  she  never  would  remain  an  hour  beiicalli  the 
same  roof  with  him.  Kut  her  errand,  aud  the 
name  that's  on  her,  would  protect  her  over  all 
rule  Ireland  did  ^■llc  walk  barefoot  at  midnight !'" 

"  And  what  may  this  pious  errand  be  'f  A  pil- 
grimage f" 

"  A  pilgrimage  to  deaf  saints  and  a  bloody 
shrine,  I  fear  mc  :  but  may  be  your  honoiu'  would 
not  admire  the  errand  if  you  knew  it."  He  lower- 
ed his  voicc^"  It's  to  beg  the  life  of  a  j>oor   bov 
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who  got  into  trouble— one  of  them  misfortunate 
ribbek.'"— The  man  hemmed  away  a  sigh,  and  sunk 
into  silence. 

The  dragoons  generally  rode  a  few  in  advance, 
and  the  remainder  in  the  rear  of  the  coach ;  but 
the  cavalcade  had  now  reached  the  ridge  of  a  long 
ascent,  and  they  closed  around  the  vehicle.  From 
this  point  could  be  seen  the  straggling  lights  of 
the  distant  market-town,  at  which  they  were  to 
dine  and  change  horses  ;  and  they  now  occa- 
sionally met  detached  groups  of  the  country  peo- 
ple hastening  onwards,  that  they  might  reach  their 
homes  before  the  hour  prescribed  by  military  law; 
for  the  district  was  proclaimed.  The  rude  taunts 
of  the  dragoons,  the  occasional  side  plunge  of  a  horse 
on  some  unwary  and  shrinking  traveller,  the  random 
stroke  of  a  sabre  flourished  in  air,  the  brutal  jests 
and  senseless  insults  offered  by  the  soldiers  to  the 
religion  and  national  feelings  of  the  people,  spoke 
volumes  of  the  state  of  this  unhappy  country ;  yet 
nothing  like  actual  violence  was  offered;  and, 
though  there  was  that  which  was  deep,  and  even 
mortal  offence  to  the  irritated  spirits  of  the  natives, 
nothing  took  place  on  which  a  formal  complaint 
of  the  conduct  of  the  military  could  have  been 
grounded.     A  little  farther  on,  and  when  the  ca- 
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valcade  had  descended  the  other  side  of  the  e 
nencc,  they  came  on  a  point  wlicre  three  roada 
met,  marked  by  a  gibbet  amidst  a  dark  cltimp  of 
(irs,  from  which  issued  a  Bhrill  whistle,  as  if  a  pre- 
concerted signal,  and  a  few  words  were  shouted  in 
the  Irish  language.  Master  Slatterj'  replied  by  a 
few  imperfect  notes  on  the  bugle-hom  of  the  guard, 
which  he  had  carried  for  some  miles  back,  and  with 
a  laugh  at  his  own  discordant  music,  which,  to  the 
ears  of  Wolfe,  sounded  false  and  hollow. 

'*  Give  instant  chase  !'"  shouted  the  sergeant 
who  commanded  the  party,  galloping  into  the 
front  and  calling  on  his  party. 

"  It  came  from  the  trees !"  was  the  reply. 

"  Light  the  torches ! — stop  the  carriage !~ 

"  Forward,  rather,''  cried  Grahame,  "  at  the 
gallop  r  and  the  order  was  promptly  obeyed.  A- 
midst  the  rush  of  the  wheels,  and  the  thick  and  uni- 
form hollow  clang  of  the  horses''  hoofs,  he  fancied 
that  he  could  distinguish  the  shriek  of  a  woman ; 
but  there  was  no  pause  made,  as  on  every  account 
it  seemed  humanity  and  wisdom  to  avoid  an  at- 
tack, had  any  been  intended.  As  a  necessnry 
measure  of  precaution,  Wolfe  had  relieved  Slal- 
tery  of  the  reins,  wliich,  after  a  gallop  of  a  mile, 
he  resigned  to  the  guard.    In  the  fiist  pause,  the 


ST.  PETER^S  KEYS.  329 

sergeant  addressed  the  postilion  in  no  very  cere- 
monious terms,  ordering  him  to  keep  silent  at  his 
peril,  if  he  wished  to  avoid  the  sort  of  stoppage  in 
his  windpipe,  which  would  prevent  hun  from  sound- 
ing any  point  of  war  in  all  time  coming. 

The  torches  were  kindled,  and,  maugre  the 
screaming  of  the  lady^s  maid,  the  cavalcade  again 
set  off  almost  at  a  gallop,  nor  halted  till  the  horses 
were  prancing,  and  the  sabres  flashing  in  the  wide, 
high-walled  court-yard  of  St.  Peter^s  Keys. 

This  large,  rumbling  old  hostelrie  had  anciently 
been  a  religious  house ;  and  the  grated  windows 
and  low  porch  still  wore  something  of  a  monastic 
appearance.  The  long  rows  of  low  stables  and 
other  offices,  ranged  round  what  had  been  the 
cloisters,  now  desecrated  to  secular  purposes,  and 
the  stone  fountain  in  the  centre  of  the  yard,  gave 
the  inn  somewhat  between  the  character  of  a 
Spanish  venta  and  an  eastern  caravansary. 

The  local  dignitaries,  who  nightly  assembled 
here  at  this  alarming  crisis  to  wait  the  arrival  of 
the  mail,  to  learn  the  awful  attacks  it  had  sus- 
tained, the  gallant  resistance  it  had  made,  and 
the  dreadful  intelligence  it  brought  of  fresh  risings, 
and  new  murders,  were  already  at  their  post,  sur- 
rounded by  the  promiscuous  rabble  of  an  inn-yard. 
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mingled  with  the  servants  of  a  quorum  of  fimctioa- 
aries  who  held  a  special  commisBion  for  the  spee- 
dy trial  and  execution  of  those  deluded  wretches 
whom  the  military  parties  were  hourly  bringing  in. 
Before  the  passengers  had  alighted  tlie  following 
dialogue  took  place : — 

"  Good  evening.  Sergeant  Williams, — any  stir 
in  the  mountain  ?" 

"  All  quiet,  Mr.  Constable." 

*'  Ay,  as  gunpowder  ere  the  match  is  set," 

"  Any  business  done  to-day?"  said  the  sergeant, 
glancing  his  eyes  upwards  at  the  blazing  range  of 
la^e  windows  where  the  Commission  now  sat,  in 
an  apartment  which,  in  peaceful  times,  was  .used  as 
an  aEsembly-room,  or  public  dining-hall  for  the 
gentry  of  the  county. 

The  person  thus  intenogatcd,  witliout  saying 
one  word,  took  a  torch  from  the  soldier  who  stood 
nest  him,  and  tlared  its  swart  rays  upwards  over 
s  ghastly  object  stuck  under  the  centre  window 
of  the  court-room,  over  the  spiked  arch-way  of  the 
open  porch  of  St-  Peter's  Keys.  It  was  a  hu- 
man head,  blackened  and  purpled,  the  eyes  start- 
ing &om  their  sockets,  the  muscles  of  the  &cc 
strained  as  if  in  the  last  agony  of  violent  suflbc*- 
lion.     Such  spectacles  were  at  this  period  not  U0- 
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common  in  Ireland ;  but  they  were  new  to  our 
young  traveUer,  and  he  turned  from  the  **  grisly 
terror^  with  a  shudder  of  mingled  horror  and  dis- 
gust, saying  within  himself,  *^  This  is  still  worse 
than  hanging  in  chains. — What  fitter  means  could 
be  derised  to  render  a  people  brutal  and  sanguin- 
ary than  to  habituate  them  to  80  barbarous  a 
spectacle  as  this  !^ 

**  Faugh  I*"  cried  the  sergeant  as  he  alighted ; 
*^  but  which  of  them  was  he  ?^ 

**  The  young  fellow  your  party  seized  in  the 
mountain  yesterday  morning ;  Doran^-Felix  Do- 
ran  ;  for  there  is  a  whole  covey  of  them  Dorans, 
each  worse  than  the  other.  They  fly  less  strong 
now.*" 

*^  By  St.  George  !  but  this  is  sharp  work  though. 
Master  Constable,*"  said  the  soldier,  looking  for 
an  instant  half-shocked.  *^  But  fortune  of  war ! 
He  was  a  mettle  lad  enough  too.""  The  sergeant 
turned  on  his  heel,  and  patted  the  neck  of  his 
charger. 

There  followed  a  muttered  overture  for  a  social 
hour,  to  which  the  English  dragoon  openly  replied, 
**  No  objection  on  earth,  Mr.  Constable.— My 
duty  ends  here.  I  shall  but  see  this  poor  fellow 
•uppered  and  littered ;  and  then  for  your  pipe  and 
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con. — A  long  dark  ride,  with  some  small  smell  of 
danger,  gives  zest  to  both," 

Wolfe  was  now  lingering  in  the  door-way,  with 
a  secret  wish  of  surveying  the  lady  inside,  which 
she  appeared  in  no  hurry  to  gratify.  He,  there- 
fore, continued  to  Rtamp  about  as  if  to  shake  off 
the  numbness  which  had  crept  over  his  spirits  as 
well  as  his  limbs,  when  the  resplendent  hostess  of 
St  Peter's  Keys  blazed  forth  from  under  the  low 
porch,  preceded  by  the  gar^oon  and  two  female  at- 
tendants, each  bearing  aloft  a  candle  which  might 
have  iiluniinated  the  shrine  of  the  saint  in  his  most 
illustrious  days. 

"  Will  your  Ladyship  not  ahght,  my  Lady  ? — 
Get  the  footstool  for  my  Lady,  will  ye.'" 

Without  replying,  the  lady,  thus  invoked,  drew 
her  long  veil  more  closely  around  her  person,  a 
movement  which  induced  Wolfe,  who  had  ad- 
vanced to  offer  his  assistance,  to  withdraw  into  the 
porch.  He  could  here  just  discern  the  outline  of 
a  figure,  delicate  even  to  emaciation,  the  top  oft 
bloodless  cheek,  and  the  graceful  contour  of  a 
swan-like  neck,  from  which  the  shawl  had  slipped 
down,  bended  forward  as  if  in  sorrow  ot  deep 
thought.  Without  accepting  the  assistance  of 
either  of  her  attendants,  she  leaned  her  hand  on 
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the  shoulder  of  the  hmdlady,  which  their  relative 
heights  enabled  her  to  do  with  fiill  effect ;  and  in 
this  manner  ascended  the  broad  stone  steps  of  the 
open  porch  to  pass  under  the  spiked  arch-way  on 
which  the  bloody  trophy  was  exhibited. 

A  gout  of  bloody  human  blood,  oozing  from  the 
lately  dissevered  head,  fell  chill  and  heavy  on  the 
naked,  bended  neck ;  and  seemed,  by  instinctive 
horror,  to  curdle  every  drop  of  blood  in  the  fragile 
form  which  shrunk  and  withered  at  the  unnatural 
touch.  She  shivered  with  a  sort  of  indrawn  scream, 
and  staggering  forward,  sunk  kneeling  on  the 
steps ;  and,  had  not  Grahame  rushed  to  her  as- 
sistance, must  have  fallen  forward  on  the  sharp 
ledge  of  the  entrance  hall. 

**  I€b  the  dead  rebel  Doran!^  shrieked  the  wait- 
ing-woman. ^^  How  dare  ye,  woman,  stick  such 
frights  over  your  door  to  scare  ladies  of  fashion  ?^ 

With  a  shivering  inward  murmur  of  horror,  as 
if  her  very  life-blood  were  freezing,  the  fainting 
lady  articulated,  ^^  His  blood  is  upon  me  !^  and 
sunk  into  utter  insensibility. 

^  And  it^s  the  shame,  and  the  crown  of  shames, 
for  Master  Constable  to  clap  up  his  dade  ribbels,—- 
dirty  baste— over  the  dure  of  St  Peter's  Kaya^  to 
frighten  genteel  customers  !^  cried  the  landlady, 
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stiU  preceded  Iiy  her  human  lantern,  the  garcoon, 
a  lithe  lad  about  fourteen,  who  strictly  watched 
and  adroitly  followed  all  her  eccentric  movements 
with  his  candle. 

"  This  way  with  my  Lady  to  the  chamber  of  the 
filigree  mirrors  ;  for  she  always  preferred  it.  But 
what  can  I  get  for  my  Lady  ?  The  C'ommission 
is  sitting  above  hanging  the  ribbels ;  so  we  have 
plenty  in  the  house  ; — ^wines  of  the  best,  brandy, 
^n,  rum,  usquebaugh,  bottled  Bellingham  ale, 
and  Cork  porter. — What  shall  I  get  for  my  La- 
dy ?  Little  did  I  think  the  dure  of  5"^  Peter\ 
Kays  would  ever  turn  your  stomach  llie  time  you 
passetl  the  way  at  your  wedding,  when  my  Lord 
that  is,  ordered  a  snatch  here.  I  remember  well 
the  bacon  and  fowl  plaised ;  and  we  had  the  bit 
arch-way,  instead  of  dirty,  grinning,  dead  rogues, 
fine  as  fippence,  with  the  rose  and  shamrock,  and  the 
English  oak  in  honour  of  my  Lord  that  now  is — " 

"  And  this  is  the  lioncy-dew  has  gathered  on 
it !"  was  whispered  in  a  deep  voice  quite  familiar 
to  Grahamc  ;  and  old  Monica  Doraii,  looking 
pale,  wasted,  and  worn,  passed  him,  and  hastily 
wiped  out  the  stain  of  blood  from  the  neck  of  the 
lady,  saying  impetuout^ly,  "  Leave  her  ! — leave 
her,  all  of  ye  !      Quit  my  child  ! — Aileen  a-roon ! 


fiT.  PETER'^S  1EY8.  3S5 

Aileen,  look  up— live !  If  the  boy  died,  he  died  for 
weU-doing.— The  young  blood  was  freely  shed.*- 
The  old  mother  does  not  grudge  it.— Her  last 
tear  for  him,  poor  boy,  is  dried  already  r 

The  old  woman  eagerly  kissed  the  wan,  power- 
less hand  which  hung  over  Wolfe^s  shoulder; 
and,  at  her  words  of  affectionate  adjuration,  the 
fiunting  lady  looked  up,  and  her  eyes  met  the  fuD 
intense  gaze  of  him  who  tenderly  supported  her. 
She  shuddered,  again  her  eye-lids  fell,  and  the 
shivering  fit  passed  over  her  whole  frame. 

^  Leave  her — ^leave  my  child  V*  said  Monica. 
Wolfe  laid  his  insensible  burden  on  the  heavy 
antique  couch  of  the  chamber  of  the  filigree  mir- 
rors. 

*^  Mother  Monica,  you  will  surely  see  me 
again,^  was  his  earnest  whisper.  The  old  woman 
replied  by  a  look ;  and  he  departed  in  company 
with  Mrs.  Honour — the  landlady,  and  her  beacon, 
the  garfoon,  leading  the  way. 

**  My  Lady  who,  though  English  by  marriage, 
is  Irish  bom,  can  endure  no  one  near  her  save  the 
old  nurse  when  she  gets  nervous,^  said  the  waiting- 
gentlewoman.  Them  Irish  imderstand  one  an- 
other's natures  best.  I  presume  you  are  English^ 
Captain  ?^— (a  curtsy  interrogative.) 


^ 
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"  I  have  Dot  that  honour,  ma''am'" — (a  bow  du- 
clamotory) — and  Grahame  was  set  down  as  being 
from  Wales,  which  was  next  door  to  England. 

"  But,  pray,  good  woman,  how  have  you  the 
audacity,  when  ladies  and  persons  of  good  fa- 
shion, some  of  them  English  born,  are  expected 
at  your  place,  to  stick  up  filthy  dead  men's  heads 
over  your  door  ? — Pray  do  accept  the  use  of  my 
aiomatic  vinegar,  Captain." 

The  kindneea  was  civilly  but  silently  declined;  for 
the  lady  of  St.  Peter's  Keys  broke  in — thegari^oon, 
meanwhile,  managing  his  candle  so  as  fitfully  to 
throw  a  stream  of  radiance  over  her  inflamed  face, 
as  if  he  had  studied  under  a  master  of  Spectacle 
or  scenic  effect. 

"  Good  woman — my  jewel  ',  As  good  a  woman 
as  another — agrah.  Filthy  hades  .■*  That  was  as 
purty  a  hade,  and  as  fair,  ay,  and  as  stately,  only 
yesterday,  as  ever  beaver  was  pulled  o'er  in  the  ba- 
rony of  Killinagaad.  Hut  I'm  not  defending  Mas- 
ter Constable,  or  be  it  the  High  Sheriff  himself,  for 
clapping  garlands  of  dndc  mens  bones  over  the  cre- 
ditable dure  of  St.  Peter's  Kays.  The  Mhaister 
himself  had  no  stomach  for  bis  supper  the  first 
night  they  stuck  up  Hrennan's  scratch-pate,  bad 
will  as  we  bore  the  rogue  Jiving.  But  we  are  used. 
1 
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The  gar^oon  redoubled  his  pace  to  keep  before 
his  lady,  now  iSercely  bent  on  summoning  her  fe- 
male staff  to  administer  to  No.  5. 

*^  No.  5  is  our  parlour,  it  seems  then^***  said  Mrs. 
Honour,  with  yet  another  of  her  elegant  curtsies. 
*^  I  must  crave  your  indulgence  while  I  adjust  a 
bit  Neither  me  nor  my  Lady,  I  assure  you 
upon  my  honour,  Captain,  ar^  used  to  travel  in 
this  hugger-mugger  sort  of  style  in  Irish  Mails — 
besides  the  horrid  adventures  one  is  exposed  to  in 
night-coaching  in  this  barbarous  country."^ 

**  Carry  the  garfoon  and  the  candle  wid  you, 
Mrs.  Honour,"^  said  Slattery,  who  stood  in  the  hall. 

"  Why  so,  Slattery  ?^  said  the  lady,  rather  com- 
placently. 

"  ''Caase  the  boys  who  see  your  Ladyship^s  ver- 
tus  face  in  the  light,  wont  be  like  to  harm  your 
Ladyship  in  the  dark,^  replied  Slattery,  grinning. 

**  Fellow  !*"  muttered  Mrs.  Honour,  as  she  re- 
tired to  ^^  adjust  a  bit.*" 

Although  Grahame  had  been  disposed  to  be^ 
ocMne  champion  to  the  lady,  there  was  no  time  for 
chaUenge. 

"  You  dropt  your  purse.  Captain,^  said  Slattery, 
handing  Grahame  his  pocket-book,  containing  more 
than  he  could  well  afford  to  lose. 

VOL.  II.  Y 
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"  '.  Hy  honest  fellow,  how  much  I  owe  you !  cried 
little  startled,  and  not  a  little  agreeably  sur- 
prised- "  There  is  regimental  money  here  from 
Dublin  to  a  large  amount." 

"  I  thought  it  all  your  own,"  said  Slatt«ry ; 
"  but  it  is  the  same  thing. — If  a  man  wanted  a 
purse,  ahure,  he  could  take  it  like  a  man— 4iot  pick 
it  like  a  thief." 

Grahame  was  not  inclined,  at  this  time,  to  eu- 
mine  too  closely  the  peculiarities  of  those  notioni 
of  moral  rectitude  by  which  lie  had  benefited  so 
largely ;  and  he  was  exceedingly  vexed  when  he 
recollected  that  all  his  money,  save  a  mere  trifle, 
was  in  bills  on  Dublin;  which  prevented  him  ftom 
rewarding  the  integrity  of  the  post-boy  on  the 
sjjot. 

"  It  doesn't  matter  a  potato  peeling,"  said  Slat- 
tery,  quietly.  "  I  am  no  poorer  than  I  was  at  any 
rate."  And  to  Wolfe's  request  to  know  his  ad- 
dress, that  he  might  transmit  him  some  adequate 
reward,  he  replied,  "  My  address  is  it  ?  Your 
honour  is  joking  now.  Faith,  then,  I  never  had 
such  a  thing,  so  far  as  I  know.  Father  O'Gorman 
named  me  Dennis  Slattery,  I'm  tould  ;  the  girls 
call  me  Dashing  Slattery,  the  boys  Slashing  Slat- 
tery ;  and  there's  some  honest  gentlemen  sitting 
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above  there,  might  be  for  giving  me  a  worse  title : 
so  you  see,  Captain,  we  roving  blades  of  the  road, 
here  to-day,  and  away  to-morrow,  cannot  just  hit 
on  an  address.  But  if  any  gentleman  wish  to  do 
a  poor  man  a  good  turn,  shure  he  needn^t  go 
fiir  to  seek  him  in  this  kingdom ;  for  kicks  are 
going  plentier  than  crowns  among  us :""  and  he 
slung  away  promising  to  see  his  honour  again  be- 
fore she  started. 
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CHAPT    H  XVII, 

Al.l^HAI.l.OW  EVE. 


^gli  no  more,  Udiea  ]  nigh  tia  marr  ' 

Men  vcrc  deceiven  ever  i 
On*  foot  on  MB,  ud  one  on  ahore, — 

To  one  thing  coiulant  mytr  ! 

This  was  AII-Halhw  Eve,  and  the  Keys  of  St. 
Peter  were  not  allowed  to  contract  rust.  The 
Comraision  having  finiiihed  their  judicial  labours  for 
the  day,  were  feasting  above  stairs ;  the  dragoons 
were  carousing  below  ;  groups  of  people  were  drink- 
ing in  booths  in  an  open  arcade  which  formed  one 
side  of  the  court-yard  ;  and  a  blind  fiddler,  whoso 
living  depended  on  charming  the  guests  of  St.  Pe- 
ter's Keys,  rung  the  dissonant  change  upon  "  Caio- 
lan's  lleceipt  for  drinking  I'squebaugh,"  and  "St. 
Patrick's  day." 

Grahame  made  his  own  way  to  No.  5,  in  the 
hope  of  gleaning  some  intelligence  of  the  lady's  re- 
covery. T!ie  iine.vpected  appearance  of  Monica- 
was,  indeed,  the  subject  to  which  his  deepest 
ilioughts  were  directed     She,  whose  niovcmonti 
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were  all  mysterious,  had  given  no  intimation  of  her 
intention  to  leave  the  neighbourhood  of  Emes- 
craig  when  he  had  besought  her  good  offices  in 
watching  over  the  health,  and  cheering  the  spirits 
of  Elizabeth.  Then  what  made  she  here? — 
Whence  arose  that  passionate  and  devoted  affec- 
tion, which,  breaking  through  the  external  barriers 

of  usage  and  station,  marked  her  recognition  of 
the  fainting  lady.  Her  abrupt  exclamations  had, 
indeed,  thrown  some  light  on  the  nature  of  their 
connexion.  Could  this  be  the  sister  of  O^Connor 
of  the  West  P  She  was  the  wife  of  a  nobleman 
whose  title  was  familiar  to  every  ear.  Nor  was  it 
possible,  that  the  fainting  form  he  had  supported, 
so  fair,  so  fragile,  so  youthfully  delicate  in  its  slen- 
der outline,  could  be  that  of  the  mother  of  the  full- 
formed,  womanly,  and  blooming  Elizabeth  ! — It 
was  as  impossible  to  abstract  his  mind  for  one  in- 
stant from  this  subject,  as  to  find  any  clew  to  its 
perplexing  maze. 

Amid  the  incessant  peal  of  bells  and  bawling 
for  refreshments,  Wolfe  had  in  vain  tried  to  make 
No.  5  be  remembered.  He  had  rung  his  bell  in 
all  the  varying  tones  of  a  neglected  traveller's  im- 
patience— at  first  smart,  but  civil  withal — ^then  in 
haste-— then  in  double  quick  time — and,  finally. 
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in  hot  rage-~«id  he  at  last  abandoiicd  all  Yivptt  of 
eitlicr  procuring  iiiformatioii  of  the  recovery  of  the 
lady,  or  rc&cBliments  tor  himeelf.  At  different 
dtnes,  indeed,  all  the  young  females  answering  to 
the  names  of  Bri^t,  Chaunette,  and  Cathleen, 
had  rushed  in,  each  curtsying  to  his  order  and 
acampcring  off,  promiaiiig  s  speedy  return ;  but,  like 
laithleBS  women  as  tliey  were,  thinking  no  more  of 
himself  or  his  wfuits  the  moment  they  had  left  bhtt- 

One  ohject  was  of  more  importance  to  bun  thin 
all  else — to  see  Monica — to  converse  with  hrr 
who  must  have  seen  Elizabeth  some  days  later 
than  himself — to  hear  liow  tlic  beloved  one  looked 
in  her  solitude — and  how  she  bore  his  absence — 
or  whether,  if  aware  of  this  journey  of  her  nurse, 
she  had  sent  no  message  nor  letter — if  O'Connor 
had  escaped — if  he  had  reached  Emcscraig. 

As  there  seemed  no  cud  to  the  adjustments  of 
Mrs.  Honour,  Grahaine  once  more  descended  lo 
cool  his  impatience  in  the  court-yard.  There  was 
light  he  saw  in  the  "  Chamber  of  the  Filigree 
Mirrors ;"  and,  beyond  the  thin  muslin  curtain, 
he  fancied  he  could  perceive  the  shadow  of  a  man's 
figure  projected  on  the  back  wall. 

The  jangling  of  bells,  ihe  sounds  of  revel  and 
merry-making,  jarred  on  the  feelings  of  Grahamr 
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at  thk  time.  The  ribald  jests  of  some  of  the 
dragoons  on  the  horrible  spectacle  over  the 
door-way,  c(»npleted  his  disgust ;  and  he  was 
again  entering  the  house,  when  he  encountered 
Slaltery,  who  beckoned  him  into  a  comer  darkened 
by  the  shadow  of  the  Mail-coach,  and  informed 
him  that  Dame  Monica,  with  kind  wishes,  begged 
that  he  would  not  look  at  her,  nor  speak  to  her, 
nor  seem,  that  night,  to  know  her,  for  his  own  sake, 
and  for  the  sake  of  those  who  were  dear  to  him : 
that  she  knew  whither  he  was  going,  and  he  would 
soon  hear  more  of  her  and  hers — and  she  bade 
Grod  keep  him  in  this  wild  land — ^his  heart  from 
evil  and  his  hand  from  blood. 

Not  a  little  surprised  at  the  messenger  chosen 
for  the  extraordinary  message,  which  Slattery  had 
evidently  translated  out  of  the  bold  figurative  Irish 
in  which  it  had  been  hurriedly  sent,  Grahame 
knew  not  on  what  to  resolve ;  but  he  readily  avail- 
ed himself  of  Slattery "s  s\iggestion  to  take  refuge 
in  the  empty  Mail-coach,  whence  he  could  observe 
all  that  was  passing  around,  himsdf  unseen  and 
in  comparative  quiet.  The  obliging  fellow  of  his 
own  accord,  next  procured  Wolfe  wine  and  bis- 
cuits from  the  bar,  before  setting  himself  to  wash 
the  carriage  wheels  preparatory  to  its  departure. 


KLtZAfiKTH  DH  BRDCK. 

3(1  in   this   favourable  point  of  view,  the 
V  economy  of  St.   Peter's  Keys  lay   under 
Qames  eye ;  and  though  the  Chamber  of  the 
ors  was  still  the  ino°'  "ttractivc  point,  he  had 
so  ODCC  or  twice  noticed  a  woman's  head  pushed 
sort  of  loop-hole  in  the  attics,  and  as  rapid- 
ly arawn  back.     A  female  had  also  stolen  across 
I      court-yard  to  some  sort  of  larder  connected 
n  the  hurly-burly  establishment,  who  had  ci- 
1  his  curiosity  by  her  evident  anxiety  to  escape 
lervation,  especially,  when  she  slowly  and  with 
hesitation  glided  into  the  shadow  of  the  vehicle  in 
which   he  sat.     A   few  straggling  rays  of    light 
pnijccted  through  the  carriage  from  the  window 
next  the  house,  enabled  him  to  discern  the  outline 
of  a  figure  which  afforded  no  great  triumph  to 
masculine  vanity,  and  u  face  which  the  warmest 
fancy  could  not  have  moulded  into  any  thing  verj' 
attractive, much  less  beautiful  Iloivevor  this  might 
be,  Wolfe  soon  found  that  he  had  no  jicrsonal  in- 
terest in  her  charms,  as  his  new  acquaintance  Slat- 
tery  was  the  object  of  the  search  of  C'haunctie, 
who,  on  some  unlucky  day,  had  cast  kind  and  lov- 
ing, if  not  beautiful  eyes,  on  this  gallant,  gay  Lo- 
thario of  the  Cork  mad. 

'■  Von'll   he   t'lo  greal   a  gcmluniait  l"  lake  a 
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plate  of  cowld  victuals  from  a  poor  girl  the  night, 
Denny  Slattery,^  said  Chaunette,  in  a  fluttered 
voice,  *^  with  such  throng  asking  after  you  by 
Squire  Justice  O^Toole-'-ay,  the  Protectant  Flail 
himself?" 

<<  Asking  after  me !"  cried  the  man  in  evident 
discomposure.  *^  Chaunette,  a-roon  ma  chree,  you 
donH  joke  now,  jewel  ?^  And  Slattery  slid  his 
aim  round  her  full  waist  in  his  usual  free  and 
gallant  manner  with  dames.  ^^  Where  did  you 
hide  yourself  from  me  all  this  while,  you  creature; 
for  I  think  this  night  I  could  ate  you  ?"  and  the 
smacking  kiss  which  followed,  Wolfe  rather  fancied 
kept  a  promise  to  the  ear  of  Chaimette  which  it 
broke  to  the  heart.  ^^  But  what  of  the  Flaily 
jewel  ? — shure  you  are  joking  ?^ 

*^  And  little  joking  is  in  my  own  head,  Denny 
Slattery,  for  many  is  the  day  ;  and  less  maybe  in 
my  own  heart,  though  you  are  a  joker  ; — so  keep 
your  kisses  for  those  you  like  better,  and  be  off 
wid  you  while  the  way  is  free ;  for,  as  sure  as  the 
Saints  are  above,  the  FlaU  is  after  you.  My  own 
ears  heard  him  tell  the  Mhaister  to  keep  an  eye 
on  you  the  moment  you  come,  though  not  expect- 
ed till  the  morrow.  And  so  he  would  but  for  the 
Commission  which  has  driv  all  out  of  hade-Hmd 
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t       ng  in  it :  and  working  and  cleaning,  prc- 
for  her,  myself  maybe  little  fit;  and  now 
Mor  boy,  Felix  Doran,  whose  life  they  say  she 
to  beg  on  her  ~     eo  6roni  that  bloody  and 
el  lord  of  hers,  has  kill  her  outright, — and  it's 
faint  to  faint  wid  her.      But,  och !  mind 
1  me  now,  Dennis,  and  be  off — and  keep  off 
IT  hands,  do.     It  was  for  no  nonsense  I  come 
) ;  nor  had  you  seen  me  had  you  not  been  in 
tnd  you  an  ould  neighbour's  sone." 
Slattery,  without  perhaps  literally  obeying  her 
injunction,  drew  her  yet  deeper  under  the  shadow 
of  the  carriage,    and  appeared   to  be  anxiously 
questioning  her  on  all  the  particulars  of  the  affair. 
"  I  would  scorn,  plaise  God  !  to  be  a  false  list- 
ener, Dennis ;  but  as  I  was  scrubbing  the  crib  be- 
hind  the  bar  they  call  St,   Peter's  Sentr)-box, 
the  Flail  comes  in  to  the  Mhaister  and  had  a  cool 
draught  of  wormwood  beer ;  and  shure  I  could 
not  help  noticing  when  the  blistering  lips  of  him 
named  an  ould  neighbour's  sone  of  the  parents 
dear  that  are  wid  the  Saints,  and  left  me  alone  in 
a  cowld  black  world." 

(irahamc  could  only  gather  the  import  of  Siai- 
tery's  whisper  from  the  reply  of  the  girl. 

"  Keep  your  nonsense  for  those  you  like  better. 
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D^iny  Slattery ;  and  be  off  wid  younelf,  I  say 
again — that's  all  I  want  of  you ;  and  take  this  in 
token  of  a  poor  girl  who  maybe  once  minded  your 
blarney  more  nor  was  wise  or  dacent,  but  found 
you  out  and  despised  your  fidse  heart ;  and  so 
would  not  hare  been  here  the  night  had  the  trub- 
ble  not  come  on  you,  and  you  an  ould  neighbour's 
sone.'' 

And  the  generous  and  womanly  Chaunette  put 
into  the  hands  of  her  fickle  if  not  perfidious  ad- 
mirer a  small  chip^  Dutch  toy-box,  in  which  she 
had  hoarded  her  hard  earnings  for  many  a  day, 
till  open  flirtations  with  Cathleen  the  bar-maid, 
and  Bridget  the  chamber-maid,  and  twenty  others 
of  thdr  class,  had  made  her  as  reckless  of  wealth 
as  hopeless  of  a  cabin  and  a  potato-garden  in  her 
native  parish  of  Castle-connor,  a  cow,  a  pig,  and 
connubial  happiness  with  Denny  Slattery.  The 
entire  sum  of  this  wealth  was  three  golden  Eng- 
lish guineas,  and  a  few  blackened  ten-pennies.  Of 
ribbons,  from  the  happy  days  when  Dennis  had 
escorted  her  to  wakes  and  fairs,  Chaunette  had 
indeed  ample  store ;  and  to  these  he  would  have 
been  equally  welcome ;  for  what  cared  Chaunette 
for  personal  decoration  which  no  longer  captivated 
the  regard  of  her  <<  parents'  ould  neighbour's  sone." 
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,  all  she  could  she  gave,  and,  feeling  that  she 
never  to  eec  him  more,  bade  him  "  fly  and 
T  mind  her,   and  she  would  herself  tell  Catli- 

or  the  first  time  in  his  life,  probably,  the  gaU 

L  Dennis  lost  the  use  of  his  tongue-     It  was 

lunette — whose  feelings  all  gave  way  before  the 

-ially  affectionate  clasp  in  which  the  volagc  post- 

aow  enfolded  her — who  first  spoke.      "  And, 

blessings  be  wid  you,  Dennis ;  and  if  you  be 

uiiiKT   than  a  good  one  shure  it's  not  the  time  to 

think  of  it  now,  and  you  in  the  sore  trubble,  ma 

chree !" 

Dennis  put  up  her  money  and  kissed  her  again 
most  affectionately,  unheeding,  or  perhaps  forget- 
ting the  presence  of  Wolfe,  of  which  poor  Chau- 
nette,  who  was  a  verj'  modest  creature,  was  totally 
unconscious.  How  could  she  indeed  have  borne 
a  stranger's  eye  upon  her  heart  who  had  often  and 
bitterly  feared  that  her  love  was  now  unvalued  and 
unsought !  Atthis  unfeigned,  uulooked  for,  un- 
hoped for  kindness  in  Dennis,  life  and  death 
seemed  to  meet  and  struggle  in  the  bosom  of  the 
poor  girl ;  and  for  an  instant  she  leaned  her  face 
on  the  breast  of  her  fickle  admirer,  breathing  out 
the  •simple  words,  "  Och,  Dennis  dear '."  in  those 
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tones  of  passionate  grief  and  tenderness  from  which 
even  her  gifted  countrywoman,  O^Neil,  might  have 
caught  a  lesson  of  the  heart'^s  own  modulation.— -> 
And  poor  Chaunette  hurried  off  to  her  dog-hole 
in  the  ganrets,  to  gain  ten  minutes  of  respite  from 
those  duties  over  the  kettles  and  pots  of  St.  Peter^s 
Keys,  which  durst  not  be  n^lected  even  in  the 
very  agony  of  her  fate. 

''  I  yield  to  Eliiabeth  !""  thouj^t  Wolfe,  while 
his  eyes  glistened  in  sympathy  with  Chaunette^s 
distress.  *^  Women  are  indeed  the  best  lovers— 
from  Sappho  to  the  scullion  of  St.  Peter^s  Keys  !^ 

Meanwhile,  Slattery,  hemming  off  his  emotion, 
addressed  his  late  passenger,  ^*  Your  honour  sees 
how  it  stands  wid  the  creature  ?**" 

Grahame  could  have  knocked  him  down.—* 
^^And  with  you,  rascal!  and  but  for  her  sake 
I  donH  know  what  prevents  me  from  giving 
you  up  to  the  punishment  which  I  doubt  not 
you  richly  merit.  Attend  to  her  affectionate 
warning,  however,  and  be  off  lest  I  repent  my  for- 
bearance.— He  surely  cannot  be  wholly  good  for 
nothing  whom  this  generous  young  woman  loves 
so  well  and  truly ."^ 

^*  Better  than  the  rogue  desarves  may  be :  I 
may  say  that  in  respect  of  Chaunette,  the  creature 
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,  plftUe  God  1  not  of  any  other  man  tlitt  ' 

wjre  a  beard,  much  lesB  of  the  Flail.     But 

I    from  my  heart,  as  your  honour  has  no  to- 

you  would  quarter  on  ould  St.  Fet«r  thit 

me  rough  night.     Cliaunette  will  cook  ye  up  ao 

^ant  snatcli  of  bacon  and  eggs,  and  get  ye  as 

puny  and  as  clean  a  bed  as  in  Muiister.     It  will 

be  a  black  night  for   crossing  the  mountain  tliis, 

let  me  tell  you.     There's  grief  in   my  heart  for 

1  tliis  black  night !  for  I  heard  a  kind  name  im 
you  and  the  dacent  people  ye  come  of,  many  is 
the  day  since." 

For  a  moment  Grahame  hesitated  on  the  pro- 
priety of  questioning  tjie  fellow  ;  but  his  natural 
hardihood,  and  that  contempt  of  personal  danger, 
which,  however  rash,  is  in  youth  felt  to  be  manly 
jind  graceful,  checked  the  thought.  Nor  was  he 
without  suspicion  that  Master  Slattery  wished  to 
enhance  his  own  importance,  by  hinting  mysterious 
and  dangerous  secrets. 

"  Seers  view  every  danger  but  their  own,"  he 
said  coldly.  "  So  look  to  yourself,  friend ;  I  hear 
the  clatter  of  tlie  horse-patrol  advancing." 

The  trampling  of  the  horses'  feet  in  the  yard 
brought  out  the  Guard  and  the  postilion  who  was 
to  go  the  next  stage,  which,   from  the  nature  of 


ALL-HALLOW  EVE.  351 

the  ground,  was  at  this  time  oonsidefed  perilous 
travelling.  As  the  Mail  had  already  far  outstaid 
its  time,  in  waiting  the  arrival  of  the  military,  the 
Gruard  b^^  to  swear  at  Slattery  for  not  having 
the  horses  harnessed 

^^  Where  has  he  taken  his  long  body  to,  and  be 
d  d  to  him  ?  Somewhere  among  the  serving- 
wenches,  1^11  swear  for  him  !  Slattery,  you  lasy 
devil !— -^  and  there  followed  a  flourish  of  stable- 
yard  eloquence. 

^^  Shure,  you  have  better  prayers  than  these, 
Master  Jerry ,^'  muttered  Slattery,  who  stood  on 
the  shadowy  side  of  the  carriage  by  Wolfe ;  ''and 
may  need  them  too  ere  the  reef  and  the  mountain 
be  passed.  So  your  honour  wont  be  warned  ? 
Your  danger  be  on  yourself !— For  her  sake  I 
meant  ye  well.  I  wash  my  hands  of  you  !^  And 
he  darted  off  befinre  Ghrahame,  s<miewhat  struck 
with  the  earnestness  of  his  tone,  could  inquire  to 
what  female  he  alluded. 

After  the  horses  had  been  put  to  and  the  mili- 
tary had  mounted,  Wolfo  ready,  but  yet  moat  re- 
luctant to  depart  without  conversing  with  Monica, 
tlieie  came  a  firesh  order  fot  the  detention  of  the 
Mail,  till  the  gentleman  who  prended  at  the  Com- 
mission had  made  up  some  important  defpatchea 
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High  Sheriff  and  the  commanding  officer 

stant  county.     To   the  rank    and    political 

sequence  of  this  person  everj-  thmg  gave  way. 

'  were    now    '      '        urmurs    of   diecoDteat 

mg  the  dragoons,  and  Grahame,  though  but 

linute  before  anxious  tn   remain,  also  felt  some 

tadon ;  but,  folding  his  arms,  he  submitted  to 

e  necessity  of  the  case. 

\.mong  the  many  sc  ras,  shouts,  and  yells 
:h  had  greeted  his  ears  since  he  had  taken 
i^t  in  the  Mail-coach,  such  as  "  A  brace  of  the 
old  claret  to  the  Commission  gentlemen" — "  Cold 
wftter  to  tlie  Filigree  Mirrors" — "  A  pint  of  the 
genooinc  brandy  and  a  fresh  flagon  of  ale  to  the 
Oak  Parlour — score  to  Sergeant  Williams" — "  A 
quartern  of  ustjuebaugh  and  ten  fancy-bread,  to 
the  Killinagaad  roaring  boys  in  Pandemonium," 
\Volfe  had  been  most  amused  with  tlie  vociferous 
call  of,  "  GarijOon  lit  up  your  lady  !"  repeated 
as  often  as  the  Mistress  of  St.  Peters  Key's  took 
her  broad  way  in  any  fresh  direction,  [ircccdcd 
by  her  nimble  and  observant  torch-bearer,  like 
the  full  red  moon  usliercd  up  the  eastern  horizon 
by  some  pale  attendant  ))lanct.  More  portentous 
still  was  the  scream  of  "  Gar^oon  lit  your  lady  to 
the  Mail !"    which  was  immediately  followed  by 
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the  appearance  of  Mistress  Mulroonie,  with  to- 
luminous  apologies  for  the  n^lect  shown  by 
Bridget,  Cathleen,  Chaunette,  &c.  &c  to  the 
Captain^B  comforts  and  orders,  and  with  entreaties 
that  he  would  alight. 

^^  St  Peter  turns  his  kays  on  ten  good  par- 
lours, and  makes  up  forty  beds,^  said  she.  ^^  But 
this  same  unloocky  night  there  is  only  the  sentry- 
box  parlour  behind  the  bar ;  as  your  honour  mij^t 
not  relish  those  English  half-gentry  in  No.  5, 
where  they,  with  their  impudence,  have  stoock 
themselves  up.^ 

Wolfe,  alighting,  assured  the  lady  that  the  sen- 
try-box would  suit  him  admirably  ;  and  the  gar- 
foon  wheeling  into  the  front,  they  re-crossed  the 
court,  and  he  was  ushered  into  a  wooden-walled 
crib  behind  the  bar,  shelved  round,  and  stored 
with  bottles,  fragments  of  meat,  cold  turkeys  and 
fowls,  pieces  of  cheese,  and  all  the  debris  of  a 
thriving,  well-frequented  country  inn.  With  her 
own  hands.  Mistress  Mulroonie  bountiftilly  cover- 
ed his  narrow  board,  which  literally  groaned  under 
the  weight  of  her  good  cheer ;  but,  unfortunately, 
before  she  had  ftimished  either  bread,  salt,  or 
knife,  (Wolfe  would  probably  not  have  lacked  his 
dinner  for  want  of  a  fork,)  the  gar90on  was  order- 
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sd  on  insUnt  duty  towards  tlie  "  Chunbef  of  the 
Mirrors." 

Awaiting  the  landlftdy'a  return  for  the  supply  of 
those  most  necessary  ingredients  and  implements 
of  a  repast,  Grahamc  amused  himself  by  iooking 
through  the  sliding  curtained  window  of  his  crib, 
which  opened  into  the  bar  and  commanded  a  dis- 
tant view  of  the  hall  of  the  inn.  Here  he  learned 
with  an  emotion  of  pleasure,  which  arose  ae  much 
from  sympathy  with  Chaunette's  feelings  as  t^aid 
for  her  lover,  that  Slattery  had  just  s&ved  his  dis- 
tance ;  for  in  tramped  the  person  named  the  t^ro- 
testant  Flail,  with  the  mien  and  8tep,of  red-hot 
official  consequence,  followed  by  a  party  of  three 
constableB,  fitter  indeed  for  scaring  crows  from  t 
potato-field  than  for  eeizing  daring  rebels  gainst 
a  government. 

Mr.  O'Toole,  who  bore  the  above  nick-name, 
was  a  strong-made  man,  past  middle  age,  his  fea- 
tures swollen  by  a  long  course  of  low  indulgence, 
and  altogether  of  what  Grahame  felt  to  be  a  very 
inauspicious  aspect ;  as  much,  probably,  from  the 
swaggering  mien  of  vulgar  importance — the  some- 
thing between  sycophant  and  tyrant — as  from  na- 
tural physiognomy.  But  the  physiognomy  whici) 
men  acqube  from  their  habits  and  passions  is  that 
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hf  which  they  must  be  judged ;  and  Grahame 
fimded  he  could  read  scoundrel  very  plainly  writ- 
toi  on  this  mane's  countenance. 

*^Yoa  attended  finely  to  my  orders.  Master 
Mick  r  was  his  address  to  the  landlord,  who  sat 
in  the  bar  twirling  his  thumbs,  his  ordinary  occu- 
patkni,  and  looking  from  him,  his  'customary 
attitude.— -^^  Close  the  gates  there ! — Secure  the 
premises !— A  ginny — a  couple  of  ginnies,  boys, 
finr  Slashing  Slattery,  dead  or  alive  r  And  he 
went  to  enforce  the  order,  which  the  hospitable 
gates  of  St  Peter^s  Keys,  which  probably  had  not 
been  closed  since  the  siege  of  Limerick,  or  the 
battle  of  the  Boyne  Water,  point-blank  and  firmly 
refused  to  obey — ^rusted  in  their  obstinacy. 

This  proclamation,  however,  put  all  the  bays  on 
the  alert,  roused  poor  Chaimette  from  her  flock- 
bed,  and  cost  the  garfoon  a  retrograde  movement 
befine  he  had  yet  reached  the  Chamber  of  the  Fili-. 
gree  Mirrors ;  while,  for  once  in  his  course  of  ser- 
vice, indignation  at  this  bold  and  peremptory 
command  threw  his  lady  into  advance  of  him.  On 
the  stairs  she  was  met  by  Chaunette,  who  threw 
hersdf  weeping  on  her  knees,  to  beseech  the  pro- 
tection of  the  most  powerful  person  on  earth,  in 
her  estimation,  for  ^^  an  ould  neighbour's  sone.^ 
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■'  Does  the  Flnil  mean  to  pound  us  all  to  «il^ 
"  exclaimed  the  insulted  landlady,  shaking 
off  Chaunette.  "  Shut  the  gates  of  St.  Peter's  ? — 
We'll  try  first  whether  the  Kays  or  his  croim  be 
hardest! — Mind  your  work,  hussey, — and  be 
thankful  if  the  gallovg  rid  you  of  the  rakehellj 
rogue. — Mick,    Mick  Mulroonic,   give  Chaunette 

a  dhrop  of  the  Cardamom  cordial. Sliut  the 

gates  of  St.  Peter's  Kays,  he  would  I — Gar^oon, 

rouse  the  Klllinagaad  boys!" And  now  niattrn 

promised  very  fair  for  a  row  ;  for  the  chivalry  of 
the  Klllinagaad  boys  it  was  never  difficult  to 
aw&ken  in  any  cause  where  the  enemy  was  Mr. 
O'Toole.  In  this  desperate  extremity  Mr.  Alick, 
who  had  some  glimmering  of  common  sense,  ac- 
tually unlocked  his  dove-tailed  fingers  and  clasped 
Mistress  Mulroonie  in  a  close  embrace ;  and  the 
gar^oon,  who  seemed  to  have  no  idea  but  one,  ii^ 
stead  of  flying  on  her  rash  errand,  lent  his  torch 
to  illuminate  Mr.  Mick's  prudent  purpose.  Thii 
excellent  person — a  sleeping  panner — took,  or, 
more  properly,  was  allowed  no  share  whatever  in 
the  internal  management  of  St.  Peter's  Keys,  save 
what  he  called  "  keeping  the  books" — that  is,  keep- 
ing a  score  in  chalk  behind  the  door  of  the  liar,  in 
hieroglyphics  of  his  own  invention,  and  helping  td 
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swell  the  amount  of  the  same  as  far  as  the  civility 
of  Mrs.  Mulroonie^s  customers  permitted. 

Having  thus  as  it  were  chained  and  munled 
up  the  mad  passion  of  his  lady,  he  forcibly 
dragged  her  towards  the  innermost  recess  of  the 
bar,  placed  her  in  his  own  elbow-chair,  and  hold- 
ing both  her  hands,  cried  vehemently,  ^^  Madam 
Mulroonie,  my  blessed  woman,  will  ye  keep  your- 
self  to  yourself,  I  charge  ye,  till  ye  (^  your  hade 
below  the  blankets! — Put  out  your  hot  brathe 
then,  I  give  you  lave ;  an  Irishman's  bed  is  his 
castle.  Think  of  your  wine  and  your  beer  license, 
my  ilegant  woman ;  and  your  house's  character — 
not  to  mention  the  life  of  your  husband  dear — 
and  the  Commission  in  it — and  the  dragoons— and 
my  lady  above  stairs — ^and  the  Killinagaad  boys, 
that,  if  the  row  begin,  wouldn't  leave  a  whole  peen 
in  any  window  of  St  Peter's  Kays.  Madame  Mul- 
roonie, you'll  some  day  tie  the  noose  with  your 
tongue  you  can't  loose  with  your  teeth  !" 

These  conjugal  arguments  were  strongly  enfor- 
ced by  the  re-appearance  of  Mr.  O'Toole,  whose 
eye,  in  spite  of  herself,  had  from  habit  somewhat  of 
the  power  over  Mrs.  Mulroonie's  moods,  which  the 
keeper's  glance  obtains  over  the  maniac.  But  to 
show  Mick,  at  least,  that  she  was  not  ^^  to  be  brow- 


bate  by  a  spalpeen  like  him,"  she  put  oul  ber 
breath  though  she  shifted  her  ground. 

"  Sbure,  Mhaister  Jorge  O'Toole,  you  scaice 
use  my  lady  well,  to  kick  up  a  ron  in  this  quatt 
family— and  ebe  in  it  half  kilt,  neither  fit  to  order, 
nor  ate  a  morsel  of  all  that  was  prepared — after  get- 
ting a  surfeit  to  her  stomach  of  the  murdered  boy." 

*'  Sorry  for  her  Ladyship's  xmall  stomach,  and 
more  sorry  for  your  short  bill.  Mistress  Mulnio- 
nie ;  but  duty  must  be  done — and  I  must  see  it 
done,  were  the  Knight  of  Kerry  in  your  plate! 
and  what  is  more,  Denny  Slattery  must  be  pro- 
duced— or  it  may  go  hard  with  those  who  harbour 
aproclaimed  Papist,  accused  of  correspondence  with 
the  rebels  who  lately  attacked  his  Majesty's  Mail." 

"  Gar^oon  lit  up  your  lady  !"  shouted  Master 
Mick,  who  trembled  for  a  fresh  and  worse  explo- 
sion,  "  Mistress  Midroonie,  my  angel,  you  for- 
get my  Lady's  bell  rung  twice;"  and  Mistress 
Mulroonie,  who  could  not  altogether  depend  on 
herself,  prudently  allowed  her  torch-bearer  to  h'ght 
her  off  the  scene  in  the  usual  manner. 

On  investigation  it  appeared  that  the  accused 
person  had  been  on  the  premises  only  a  tew  mi- 
nutes before  r  Chaunettc  had  told  her  mistress  thai 
she  had  talked  with  him. 
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''  And  it  was  a  lie  if  I  did,''  cried  ChauoetCe, 
hal£«>bbiiig.  '<  Little  did  he  care  to  talk  with  me, 
as  Cathleen  there  knows  well.*^  And  pardoning 
this  departure  ham  tiuth,  to  Wolfe  her  homely 
features,  animated  by  the  glow  of  her  feelings,  ap- 
peaned  even  handsomer  than  those  of  pretty 
Cathleen,  who,  with  a  sort  of  coquetish  giggle  and 
curtsy,  said, 

^  Indeed,  it  is  a  true  Squire.  Dennis  and  the 
boys  never  hare  a  mooch  to  say  to  poor  Chau^ 
nette."" 

A  great  deal  of  gabbling,  squabbling,  and  con- 
tradictbn  now  followed;  and,  after  beating  up 
stables,  hay-lofts,  and  dog-kennel,  and  even  search- 
ing under  pretty  Cathleen's  flodb-bed,  it  was  too 
evident  that  the  bird  was  flown* 

**  I  have  other  duty  than  to  mind  what  raps  of 
postJboys,  or  other  scullions,  come  or  go  to  St. 
Peter's  Kays,''  said  Mrs.  Mulroonie,  returning. 

^'  Get  into  the  house  now,  my  blessed  woman, 
this  eowld  night,  and  brew  the  Squire  a  jug  of  your 
best :— and  in  truth  then.  Squire,  take  rest  you 
must,  if  i  should  make  pretty  Cathleen  lay  hands 
on  you.  You'll  do  yourself  up,  and  be  unfit  for 
duty  ;  and  then  what  comes  of  king  and  country 
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withui  the  boundf  of  merry  Munster? — tell  us  that: 
Dennis  the  rogue  has  no  doubt  slipt,  taking  ad- 
vantage of  my  being  always  busy  with  double  en- 
tries in  the  ledger  aflcr  the  dinner." 

"  In  the  day-book,"  said  Mr.  O'Toole,  his  fea- 
tures relaxing,  "  meaning  the  port  decanter. 
Call  the  jorum  the  ledger.  Old  Mick." 

"  Squire !  and  it's  yourself  b  the  fiiend  of  mirth 
and  good  fellowship — always  was — though  a  smack 
o£  the  pewter  6agon  is  all  a  poor  man  can  pretend 
to.  But,  as  the  rogue  has  taken  the  bog,  and 
your  boys  can't  stir  till  the  moon  rise,  and  you 
kilt  already,  to  be  killing  yourself  worse — youll 
step  in  and  taste  the  good  woman's  brewing  for 
once.  Here's  Chaunette  with  her  lady's  hearty 
service  to  your  honour. — And  does  your  honour 
think  a  loyal,  judicious  Protestant  man  would  bring 
his  wine  and  his  beer  license,  and  his  loyal  charac- 
ter in  danger,  for  ever  a  rap  of  a  rebbel  post-boy  ?" 

Mr.  O'Toole  admitted  that  the  thing  appeared 
incompatible  with  all  his  previous  knowledge  of 
the  good  sense  and  loyalty  of  mine  host  of  St.  Pe- 
ter's ;  and  as  that  hotel  was  a  more  centrical  point 
for  his  scouts  than  Orange  Grove,  as  he  had  named 
his  new  brick  house,  besides  being  in  the  vicinity 
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of  the  Commisnon,  who,  if  they  chose  to  note,  cer- 
tainly had  the  power  to  reward  his  leal,  he  sat 
down  within  the  bar,  and  took  the  pipe  offered, 
and  his  share  of  the  balmy  beverage  compounded 
by  Mickys  *^  angel  woman.^ 

**  So  my  Lady  Montegle  gives  herself  such 
cursed  airs  about  the  bit  of  rebbel  carrion  I  stuck 

over  your  dure.     I  say  by if  I  were  my  Lord 

Lieutenant,  as  I  am  but  apliun,  honest,  Protestant 
gentleman,  Vd  have  her  up  as  well  as  e^er  I  had 
one  of  her  brethren  bold  in  the  west  yonder !  I 
would  cure  her  of  faintings  if  my  Lord  would  take 
counsel  of  me  how  to  manage  his  neither-die-nor- 
do-well  lady."" 

<*  The  women  creatures  are  wake.  Squire — ^wake, 
wake !  What  would  the  misthress  do,  clever  girl 
as  she  is,  without  the  hade  to  contrive  and  direct  ? 
But  push  the  jug,  for  shure  you  require  refresh- 
ment, after  your  labours  this  same  day  for  king 
and  country,  and  the  Protestant  religion  ;  but  if  it 
were  loyal  and  like  a  true  Protestant  now,  for  I 
may  say  anything  to  so  good  a  friend  to  St  Pe- 
ter's Kays ^ 

**  Blast  St.  Peter's  Keys !  Ill  have  you  new- 
christened,  man.  You  shall  be  bonny  St.  George, 
my  merry  host — or  the  Royal  Oak— or- 


"  The  ouM  a&mtB  being  kncFwn  on  the  road 
hsve  a  convenience,  Mr.  O'Toole,"  said  mine  host, 
diily^"  but  if  you  thought  it  loyal  and  like  a  true 
Protestant — not  otherwise — God  forbid  !  I  wish 
the  ould  woman,  Doran,  the  grand-danjc  of  him, 
had  the  hade  in  her  lap  to  wake  it  or  sleep  it  as 
she  likes  best.  She  came  over  the  mountain  die 
day  to  see  the  boy ;  and  will  keep  ullalooing  uader 
the  porch  all  night  about  getting  hiin  Christian 
burying.  I  know  the  way  of  the  Papist  cattle ; 
and  a  vake  man  like  mys^  will  fed  qusre 
to  be  hearing  her  moans  tfarongh  his  sleep,  Mr. 
O'Toole." 

Mr.  O'Toole  condescended  to  laugh  at  this  con- 
fession of  nervous  weakness  in  the  fat-ribbed  host 
of  St.  Peter's  Keys ;  and  proceeded  to  relate  some 
of  his  own  recent  exploits  when  out  with  a  horse- 
patrol,  which,  for  the  honour  of  humanitj',  it  is  to 
be  hoped  might  not  be  above  half  true-  Yet  it  is 
not  wonderful  if  this  dark  period  was  marked  by 
some  authorized  violence,  and  by  atrocities  which, 
if  not  authorized,  were  perchance  necessarily  wink- 
ed at.  Few  generations  have  passed,  even  in  this 
peaceful  and  hai>py  land,  since  torture  itself  was 
inflicted  on  the  limbs  of  free  men,  not  in  secret, 
but  as  if  the  brutal  office  of  the  hangman  had 
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heea  an  object  of  ambition  to  men  of  iUuitriouB 
birth,  who  glutted  their  eyes  with  the  imgiiinary 
spectacles  from  which  shame  ahme  hdd  back  their 
hands. 

Grahame  had  an  understanding  too  enlightened 
to  doubt  of  the  justice  and  impefsttve  necessity 
of  the  serrice  in  whidi  he  was  about  to  be  actively 
engaged ;  yet  it  was  in  nothing  recommended  to 
him  by  the  co-operation  of  sodi  adherents  as  the 
person  he  heard  named  the  Protettani  Flail^^^tL 
name  probably  bestowed  by  some  Catholic  wag, 
and  borrowed  from  a  weapon  once  well-known  in 
England.  This  man  was,  indeed,  a  rank  and  dis* 
gusting  specimen  of  that  race  of  reptiles,  whidi,  in 
all  ages  and  countries,  are  quickened  amid  corrup 
tion  by  the  hot  and  pestilential  breath  of  party* 
•tri£e.  To  be  layal^  according  to  his  distorted 
meaning  of  the  term,  was,  in  the  opinion  of  Mr. 
O^Toole,  equivalent  to  justice,  truth,  and  human- 
ity ;  and  to  revile  and  insult  his  feUow-^^ubjects 
of  another  belief,  was  equal  to  the  fear  of  God  and 
the  love  of  man :  united,  they,  in  his  opinion^ 
gave  impunity  to  the  rapacity,  arrogance,  and 
petty  tyranny  of  brief  authority. 

**  Such  loyalty  and  such  faith  !""  was  the  young 
soldier^s  secret  thought.     **  Fortunately  the  reign 
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of  Bucb  wortliies  must  be  as  brief  its  it  is  odious ;' 
and  he  almost  forgave  Madam  Mulroonic's  fiul- 
urc  of  tile  bread  and  salt,  those  universal  t^-mboU 
of  hospitality,  when,  on  Mr.  O'Toole's  stepping 
out  to  issue  &esh  orders,  he  heard  her  exclaim — 

"  He  bid  you  look  out  for  Dennis,  was  id  ? — 
Dirty  thief!  I  make  the  boys  wilcome  to  the  long 
ears  of  hbn — it's  myself  that  does — first  time,  pluse 
God!  they  ketch  him,  masfi  or  market,  bog  or  hill. 
He,  the  scullion  !  would  know  what  belongs  to  the 
feelings  of  Uegant  females — and  herself  too  that 
knew  the  boy  on  her  father's  demesne,  and  all  his 
kin,  dacent  people  all :  The  older  brother's  blood 
flowed  for  hers,  and  now  the  younger  boy's.  The 
curse  of  St.  Patrick,  and  of  my  own  heart,  be  on 
them  would  spill  blood  for  sparing  blood  !"' 

"  Madam  Mulroonic,  my  angel !"  exclaimed 
Mick,  driven  desperate  by  the  rashoess  of  his  la- 
dy ;  and  ho  again  dipt  her  in  a  strict  embrace,  and 
almost  gagged  her  with  kisses ;  for  which  endear- 
ments she  lent  him  a  rattling  box  on  the  ear — the 
gar9oon  meanwhile  gravely  holding  up  his  candle. 
"  As  I  live,  you  forget,  jewel,  the  dragoon-officer 
gentleman  in  St.  I'der's  Sentry-box " 

"  Be  under  no  alarm,"  said  Grahame,  stepping 
forward  with  a  countenance  wliich  bore  no  marki> 
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of  displeasure.  ^^  I  am  deaf  to  all  that  is  not  in- 
tended for  my  ears.  But  is  Lady  Montegle  indeed 
the  sister  of  the  fled  O'Connor  ?^ 

**  In  truth  then  she  is,  sir ;  and  never  a  good 
in  denying  it. — ^None  of  your  thieving  winks  and 
nods,  Mick  Mulroonie ;  it's  a  new  world  in  Mun- 
ster  that  were  to  be  counted  shame,''  cried  the  land- 
lady, looking  disdain  and  defiance  on  her  tempo- 
rinnglord. 

His  only  sister  ?" 

As  ever  myself  heard,"  replied  the  landlady. 
— <<  Quit  my  skirts,  Mick.  Does  the  Flail  call  it 
trasone  to  say  the  ould  O'Connor  had  but  the  one 
girl?" 

Wolfe  heard  no  more.  Without  pause  for  re- 
flection he  stood  by  the  door  of  the  Chamber  of 
the  Mirrors,  which,  on  his  hasty  summons,  was 
half  opened  by  old  Monica. 

^^  Monica,"  he  whispered,  stooping  over  her  as 
she  drew  back  on  seeing  him,  ^*  evasion  is  too  late. 
In  Scotland  I  met  O'Connor. — I  have  this  night 
beheld  the  mother  of  my  wife !  Longer  you  dare 
not  deny  it.  Introduce  me  to  her ;  or,  by  Hea- 
ven !  I  will  unasked  reveal  myself.  I  am  in  no 
mood  for  trifling." 

The  old  woman,  in  some  confusion,  had  already 
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advanced  into  the  passage,  closing  the  door  of  the 
lady's  chamber.  She  drew  the  youDg  man  yet 
farther  back  into  the  narrow  corridor  which  gare 
access  to  a  range  of  small  unoccupied  dormitories. 
"  Wolfe  Grahamc  !  do  I  look  like  one  diat 
trifles,'"  she  whispered  in  her  turn,  holding  up  her 
wasted  arms,  and  gating  on  him  with  earaeet  and 
soTTowftil  entreaty.  "  la  it  on  the  same  day  that 
has  blighted  her  eyes,  and  broken  her  heart,  the 
old  mother  would  sport  with  the  feelinga  of  any 
human  being — how  much  less  with  yours !  But 
you  have  judged  aright-— yonder  lies  the  most 
unhappy  and  scarce  breathing  mother  of  your 
Elizabeth  !  If  yu  wish  that  dear  one  ever  to 
know  the  blessing  of  a  living  mother,  intrude  not 
here.  Your  place  is  not  yet  here.  The  blood- 
thirsty man  has  left  the  Court  and  will  shortly 
visit  his  lady." 

"  Heavens !  then  'tis  as  I  feared.  The  wife  of 
Monteglc  is  the  mother  of  Elizabeth  <fe  Bruce  f" 
"  His  nio.st  wretched  wife  !" 
Grahame  recoiled  a  .stepcre  he  said,  "Monica, 
I  have  henrd  enough.  What  Elizabeth  must 
never  hear — never  surmise. — Woman,  how  have 
you  juggled  with  me!'" 

Monica  could  not,  in  the  dim  gleam  shed  hv  a 
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diitaat  liunp  in  the  corridor,  see  the  flush  which 
shame,  grief,  and  indignation  had  brought  to  the 
young  man's  cheek  and  brow,  but  she  at  once  un- 
derstood the  tone  of  his  mind ;  and  catching  his 
hand  she  said  yerjr  solemnly,  ^  Captain  Wolft 
Grahame^  as  true  as  the  Ood  who  is  in  Heaven 
hears  us !  your  present  thoughts  do  cruel  wrong 
where  they  should  now,  and  will  yet  be  all  respect- 
ful tenderness.*^ 

And  Grahame  breathed  more  freely  as  he  said, 
'^  Then  how,  or  where  has  this  lady  met  my  un- 
fortunate kinsman  f^ 

^*  Beneath  her  father's  roo^  as  his  betrothed 
Bride,  Aileen  O'Connor  met  and  loved  de  Bruce, 
with  the  wild,  fond,  daring  love  which  draws  down 
evil  on  the  heart  that  owns  its  power.'' 

^*  A  clandestine  connexion— unsanctioned  by 
her  family, — as  it,  I  know,  was  unwelcome  to  his  P" 
**  A  prince  might  have  wooed  the  daughter  of 
O'Connor  of  the  West!"  said  the  old  woman 
proudly, — **  and  gloried  in  his  conquest. — Unsanc- 
tioned by  her  family  ?  Oh,  no,  no  !  Heaven  and 
earth  smiled  upon  their  union ;  and  the  old  father's 
trembling  voice  grew  firm  as  he  blessed  her  troth- 
plight  pledged  to  de  Bruce ;  brethren  and  kindred 
heaped  kindness  and  blessing  upon  the  young,  the 
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beloved,  the  happy,  the  beautiful  1  But  hell  &nd 
its  idcaniate  demons  stept  between  '. — Aileeu  O'- 
Connor 18  the  wite  of  Montegle  !" 

""Tis  a  strange  tale  !"  said  Grahame,  ehocked 
And  subdued,  though  not  yet  cured  of  his  eager 
desire  for  the  explanation  of  the  mystery. 

'*  She  plighted  her  faith,  she  interwove  her  late 
with  one  of  a  doomed  race!  One  is  mad,  the 
other,  miserable !  Leave  her  then.  In  her  own  time 
she  will  reveal  herself;  and  think  not  'tla  for  her- 
self she  fears,  or  herself  she  spares  :  were  O'Con- 
nor once  beyond  the  reach  of  pursuit,  that  were 
the  signal  of  a  long  delayed  justice." 

"  I  trust  that  he  is,"  said  Wolfe ;  "  on  the 
morning  I  \ett  him  he  rode  a  good  horse ;  and  had  a 
faithful  guide,  though  a  Ktrange  and  a  wild  one." 

"  And  was  she  faithful — that  poor  wretch  .''"  ex- 
claimed the  old  woman.  "  Do  yotc  say  it  ?  Yon 
outcast  and  degraded  woman,  forsaken  of  God  and 
goodness !  was  she  faithful  ?"  She  laid  her  hand 
on  Wolfe's  arm,  her  emotion  betraying  deeper  in- 
terest in  the  vagrant  Rouge-mantle  than  one  so 
worthy  could  be  supposed  to  feel  for  one  so  vile. 

"  God  forgive  the  mother,  who,  in  her  bitter 
sorrow  and  burning  shame,  cursed  the  first  living 
thing  that  ever  chnig  to  her  bosom  in  infant  inno- 
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oence,  and  impute  it  not  as  evil  to  her,  or  as  sin 
tome."* 

It  was  but  a  transient  interest  that  Orahame 
ooold  at  this  time  take  in  the  information  thus 
conveyed;  but  he  saw  that  the  heart  of  Monica, 
thongh  bruised,  was  not  chilled ;  and  he  felt  plea- 
sure in  repeating  his  commendations  of  the  ad- 
dress and  fidelity  of  his  late  acquaintance. 

**  She  is  stained  with  crimes  enow,  and  fkults^ 
but  too  many ;  but  the  leprosy  of  treachery  never 
yet  twited  the  blood  of  the  Dorans.  Oh !  pardon 
so  much  speech  of  that  unhappy  one,  who  has 
haunted  my  thoughts,  and  corroded  my  heart  for 
many  a  lonely  year !  Why  should  not  the  decent 
mother  have  an  evil  child  ?  May  not  the  human 
fiend  prove  the  angeFs  sire  ?  But  part  in  peace 
now,  I  entreat;  and  I  shall  know  neither  rest 
nor  solace  till  I  have  redeemed  the  promise  to 
you,  which  I  this  night  solemnly  repeat."^ 

Monica,  you  treat  me  as  a  child,^  said  Wolfe; 

but  your  devotion  io  my  Elizabeth,  and  to  her 
mother,  I  dare  not  doubt.  I  go,  since  you 
enjoin  my  departure.  But  remember,  even  with- 
in the  month  I  must  again  see  you."^ 

"  'Tis  brief  notice  ;  but  you  shall.  Then  go 
in  peace. 

VOL.  II.  2  A 
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"  Always  glad  to  be  rid  of  me  !"  said  Wolfe, 
lialf-amiling.  But  before  he  could  tritbdraw,  the 
figure  of  Mrs.  Honour,  adjusted  cap-a-pie,  ap- 
peared in  far  off  perspective,  advancing  from  No. 
5  to  her  lady's  chamber, 

"  The  EngliBhwoman,''  whispered  Monica,  in 
tones  of  aversion ;  and  she  hastily  ptdled  the  sleere 
of  her  companion,  who  followed  her  into  a  bbuQ 
cabinet  or  dressing-room,  communicadog  both 
with  the  corridor  of  the  dormitories,  and  the 
Chamber  of  the  Mirrors ;  and  leaving  him  hete, 
she  passed  into  the  chamber,  so  as  to  anticipate 
the  arrival  of  the  waiting  woman.  That  official 
brought  "  My  Lords  compliments,  and  hopes  my 
Lady  is  able  to  see  hun  just  now,  on  business 
rather  particular/" 

"  I  will  myself,  bear  my  Lady's  reply  to  your 
Lord,"  said  the  old  nurse,  sparing  the  lady  the 
effort  of  a  reply. 

"  Marry,  come  up !  I  'sposes  my  Lady  has  a 
tongue  of  her  own,"  muttered  Mrs.  Honour,  patt- 
ing in  state. 

"  Monica,  secure  the  door  of  the  chamber.  1 
would  be  alone  with  you.  I  have  need  of  prepar- 
ation for  an  interview  like  this !"  was  whispered 
in  tones  which  thrilled  to  the  heart  of  the  unsus- 
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peeled  Ustener— the  soft,  liquid,  heart-modukted 
tones  of  his  own  Elisabeth. 

The  door  of  the  cahmet  was  between  the  old- 

ftddoned,  Ugfa-testered  bed,  and  the  couch  on 

which  the  lady  reclined ;  and  exactly  opposite  to 

this  door,  wvk'One  of  those  large  filigree-framed 

nfisnrs  a6  prised  by  the  landlady.    It  was  bat  to 

posh  the  door*  little  addo    <m  almost  pardonable 

aei^of  CQfiosity«-*«nd  reflected  in  »  haiy  phantom 

l^t^  Grahame  beheld  the  delicate  reclining  form, 

timed  with  flitting  dream-like  hues,  which  threw 

atpond  the  pale  and  exquisitely  beautiful  counte- 

Blttiee  a  shadowy,  indescribable,  and  almost  aerial 

itrflness;  as  if  the  whole  being  were  a  floating  vision 

of  enchantment,  impalpable  to  touch.     Thus,  in  as 

It  were  her  own  dement  of  mystery,  was  revealed 

ibe  mother  of  his  Elisabeth !     Almost  afraid  to 

breathe,  lest  a  breath  might  dissipate  the  fairy 

scene,  Wolfe  stood  silent  and  watchful. 

^*  Monica,  sit  by  me  while  I  tell  you  my  dreams. 
I  Uive  had  happy  dreams  to-night ! — Is  not  this 
AiUHaUow  Eve  when  spirits  have  power  ?  But 
tdl  me  first  of  my  daughter— of  O^Connor  P  In 
her  young  dream  of  felicity,  how  happy  she  must 
be !— Tell  me  too,  of  him— that  young  and  gene- 
rous kinsman  of  de  Bruc^— who  for  her  own  sake 
loved  the  poor  Elisabeth."' 
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"  She  is  well,  and  carries  her  full  cup  humbly 
and  steadily,"  eaid  Monica.  "  But  this  must  be 
for  another  day.  Have  companion  on  yourself 
and  mc.  I  know  that  for  nights  you  have  not 
slept." 

"  I  know  what  you  mean ;  but,  Monica,  t  am 
pardoned  the  blood  of  your  Felix !"  she  whispered, 
raising  herself  on  the  couch,  and  bending  the  swan, 
like,  slender  neck,  which  had  before  attracted  the 
admiration  of  Grahamc,  towards  the  faithful  old 
woman  who  knelt  by  her ; — '*  and  the  chosen  mes- 
senger of  Heaven's  forgiveness  [ — it  was  him«^f, 
it  was  de  Bruce !"  Her  voice  sunk  into  the  low, 
solemn,  yet  impassioned  whisper,  which  falls  so 
deeply  on  tlie  heart. 

"  Alas  !  Aileen  !"  cried  the  old  woman,  claspbg 
the  lady's  hand ;  and  her  eye  darted  to  the  door  of 
the  cabinet. 

Regardless  of  this  eTcclamation,  in  tones  yet 
more  passionate,  the  lady  whispered  : — "  His 
countenance  was  young  and  radiant — his  clasp 
warm  and  human.  Monica  was  it  his  Fetch,  warn- 
ing me  of  his  death,  and  of  mine  to  follow  ? — On 
earth  I  liave  but  one  duty — to  my  Elizabeth. 
Once  assured  of  O'Connor's  safety,  I  will  brave 
Heaven  and  Earth  to  do  justice  to  my  daughter. 
I  have  yet  another  task ;  for  I  too,  will  this  night 
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with  you,  wake  your  Felix  ! — And  his  shall  be  the 
farsTest  wake  Munster  has  seen  for  ages— ay  !  as 
if  a  prince  of  O'^Connor^s  race  had  departed  in  his 
glory  !^  and  she  bent  forward,  and  clasped  the  old 
woman^s  neck.  "  And  prayers  shall  be  said  for 
him  at  every  shrine  in  Spain  and  Italy,  at  which 
Pilgrim  kneels,  or  at  which  Chnstian  rites  are  ce- 
lebrated—^ven  at  those  distant  shrines  in  the  lands 
-diat  hold  the  Holy  Sepulchre.  And  to  all  who 
prize  heroic  faith,  or  who  love  devoted  affection, 
his  grave  will  be  as  a  shrine.  O  !  stint  me  not  in 
this  ! — I  will  this  night  with  you,  in  the  chapel  of 
Brian's  Tower,  wake  your  Felix. — The  lifeless  body 
is  there  already — ^the  bleeding  head  !— ^h,  men ! 
into  what  demons  are  ye  changed  T 

Monica  whispered  in  a  tone  so  low  that 
Grahame  could  not  ascertain  one  word  of  her 
meaning ;  but  there  was  a  gleam  of  melancholy 
delight  in  her  thin  and  wasted  features,  which 
brought  a  faint  reciprocal  glow  of  satisfaction  into 
the  countenance  of  the  lady. 

<^  This  is  enough !  I  have  but  one  more  duty  on 
earth — then  come  again  !  Oh,  come !  bright  and 
beloved  messenger!^  Her  clasped  hands  were 
stretched  out — ^her  figure  bent  forward-— her  eyoi 
beaming  in   rapt  and  supernatural  feeling,  w^q*, 


I 

I 


371  KLIKABBTII  UK  BStlCK. 

dered  round  the  apartment,  till  tbcy  rested  on  the 
tnirror,  where  the  dim,  half-sceii  imitge  of  Woiie 
■was  reflected.  She  started  to  her  feet,  and  flew 
as  if  to  clasp  this  vaniBhing  shadow  ;  then  recoil- 
ed, and  sunk  on  the  couch  in  a  state  of  complete 
exhaustion. 

Of  this  interval  Monica  took  advanu^e  to  coa- 
jiirc  her  concealed  friend  to  fly,— «n  injoncdan 
which  he  readily  obeyed,  justly  alarmed  by  Uie 
conaequencee  of  his  own  TasbncsB. 

On  his  way  down  stairs  he  was  met  by  an  up> 
roar  from  the  hall.  It  appeared  that  the  bloody 
trophy  over  the  arch-way  had  disappeared  within 
the  last  ten  minutes,  no  one  knew  how.  Chaunette 
was  alone  in  the  hall  when  Mr.  O^Tooie  made  the 
discovery,  her  lips  as  white  as  her  'kerchief, 
tremhling,  and  he  said  guilty. 

"  And  if  I  tremble  can  I  help  it  ?"  she  exclaim- 
ed. •'  Have  not  1  seen  the  black  lips  speak  and 
smile,  and  the  glazed  eyes  gUncing  blithely  in  the 
living  boy's  hade  ?" 

Wolfe  was  not  permitted  to  sec  how  the  inves- 
tigation proceeded;  for  the  horn  of  the  guard 
sounded,  and  he  was  compelled  to  follow  the  g»r- 
9oon  who  departed  in  search  of  his  great-coat  to 
No.  5,  but  never  found  time  to  return. 
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The  passengers  were  all  seated  ere  he  had  the 
sadsfiiction  to  ascertain  that,  cold  as  was  the  night, 
his  great-coat  was  no  where  to  be  found.  Hethrew 
Mr.  Mick  his  last  half-guinea,  desiring  that  the 
surplus  migjit  be  given  to  Chaunette. 

^'Cathleen,  your  honour  manes,— St  Peter'^s 
tight  waiting-lass,— straight  as  a  bolt,  and  winc- 
ing as  a  colt,^  said  Mr.  Mick. 

<<  No,  Chaunette,  the  kitchen  girL^ 

The  coach  started  off  at  last,— the  boffs  trot- 
ting alongside  to  the  end  of  the  town,  to  see  how 
the  new  leader  took  the  road. 

**  See  you  yon  fires  lit  up,  my  jolly  boys  ?^  said 
one  of  the  runners,  pointing  to  the  fires  which 
biased  in  various  parts  of  the  open  country. 

<'  Shure,  'tis  All-HaUow  Eve,"*  shouted  Padhre 
OTinn  to  the  postilion. 

<<  All  Devils'  Eve  rather,  ere  it  be  ovar  !"* 

<<  The  wake-li(^ts  of  the  poor  boy  Doran,  per- 
chance?"' 

<'  Ye  said  it  then.  But  give  her— 4he  Male-— 
a  cheer  boys !'' 

^^  Good  loock  !  good  loock !  and  a  plaisant  pas- 
sage, and  a  quate,  through  the  mountain  T  was  the 
final  shout ;  and  the  carriage  and  the  dragoons 
flashed  away,  and  disappeared  in  darkness. 


376 


KLIZAUK'rll   I>K  URCCK. 


CIIArTER  XVIII. 


HE  BLACK  CASTLE. 


And  pni'cd  for  vtugrann.  Iiul  AhuhI 
Dot  coinfurt  iu  hii  cum. 

8ouTniT. 

TbcK  eotguiB  ste  not  dull  uiil  p^lv  euuugb. 

To  ibrv  I  Hiul  »  full  of  miarry 

At  ihi*  nd  lidy'i  wu.     —    —    — 

—    —    —    Strive  Ici  make  hn  look 

Like  Sorrow'!,  monument ;  niiU  the  tn-ei  iboul  her 

Let  ihein  he  drv  and  leafless.     Lot  the  rocks 

Makt.'  all  s  dewbtion. 

WW  Plan. 

"  Flami  away,  boys !  Netk  or  nothing  .'"  was 
the  exulting  shout  of  the  Mail-Guard,  who,  with 
the  reins  in  his  own  hands,  stood  up  balancing 
himself,  as  he  lashed  the  four  spirited  young  ani- 
mals which  flew  on  before  him,  the  vehicle,  mean- 
while, rocking  and  reeling,  till  it  steadied  like  a 
vigorously  whipped  top,  by  its  own  rapidity  of 
motion.  And  still  the  shout  was,  "  Flash  away  I" 
lu  the  echo  of  the  farewell  cheer  of  the  group  from 
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the  yard  of  St.  Peter^s  Keys  died  in  distance ; 
men  and  hones  appearing  to  sympathise  in  one 
brave  and  reckless  impulse,  as  they  swept  onwards 
like  spirits  careering  on  the  night-breeie. 

^^  They  must  be  bold  feUows  would  dare  but 
look  at  us,""  said  Grahame,  as  they  swept  forward; 
and,  during  a  short  pause  which  they  made,  he 
looked  round  with  martial  pride  on  the  ^^  bold  dr»- 
goons,^  and  their  pawing  and  snorting  horses.— 
The  men  flourished  their  sabres,  the  horses  pranced 
and  tossed  their  manes ;  and  again  the  cavalcade 
swept  on. 

The  road  lying  along  the  seashore  was  flat,  and, 
for  some  time,  bordered  by  hedge-rows,  studded 
here  and  there  with  single  trees.  The  night, 
which  was  stilly  calm,  was  also  uncommonly  dark; 
and,  tinted  by  the  glare  of  the  carriage  lamps  as 
the  cavalcade  hurried  forward,  the  leafless  trees, 
in  dinying  succession,  danced  ever  back,  back, 
into  the  thick  gloom,  like  a  linked  and  endless  ar- 
ray of  spectres.  Distinct  firom  the  roll  of  the  car- 
riage and  the  measured  tramp  of  the  cavalry, 
Wolfe  now  heard  the  continuous  booming  of  the 
waves  as  they  broke  on  the  beach,  uttering,  in  the 
calm  ear  of  night,  the  most  deep  and  solemn 
breathings  of  nature's  pauseless  voice. 
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"  We  have  reached  the  shore ;  thia  surely  ia  not 
the  point  of  danger  ?"  inquired  Wolfe,  as  thej' 
emerged  from  among  the  enclosures  upon  open 
sandy  downs,  and  the  rays  of  the  lamps  danced  in 
ripples  on  the  waters,  now  lying  in  broad  lines  of 
eilveiy  gloom,  or  in  raaseive  blackness,  beneath 
the  star-light  sky,  or  under  the  gatheted  beny 
clouds. 

"  Is  the  point  of  danger  past  ?"  Boid  Graham^ 
l^un.  >..■ 

"  We  have  left  the  Devil  bdund,  aad  now 
plunge  into  the  Deep  sea,'"  replied  the  guant,'  ai 
they  wheeled  from  those  open  downs,  by  an  asceot 
back  into  the  country. 

The  road  beyond  this  point  lay  through  a  gen- 
tleman's demesne,  and  was  enclosed  on  each  side 
by  high  walls.  Here  a  pause  was  made,  and  a 
consultation  held  between  the  guard  and  the  non- 
commissioned oflicer  commanding  the  escort,  on 
the  propriety  of  extinguishing  the  cairiage  lamps, 
and  putting  the  horses  to  the  gallop  through  what 
was  called  The  Pass. 

"  No,  curse  it,  that  might  be  constred  flying !' 
Eaid  the  English  sergeant ;  "  and  the  lamps  we'll 
keep  a-lit  to  see  how  we  lay  over  their  snouts,  if 
the  cowardly  Irish  raps  dare  but  look  at  us." 
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''  Cowardly  rape  w<mt  look  at  you,  Master  Ser- 
geant,^ refdied  the  guard,  who,  if  loyal,  was  also 
nathwial.  ^'  But  you  are  master  and  commander 
on  the  road,  and  may  do  your  pleasure.  ^Tis  my 
duty,  boweyer,  to  warn  you,  that  I  don^t  aboye 
half  like  yon  same  fires  along  the  mountain's  fiice 
and  round  the  bay— as  if  this  blessed  All-Sainta* 
'Efft  were  Midsummer  St  John^s  i-— Look  yel 
yonder  is  another  breaking  out  a-top  of  the  Black 
CaaOe  /—Whose  corpse  light  is  yon,  boys  ?  Tis 
thouf^  we  have  O'Toole  <m  board,  I  know."" 

A  suddon  Maie,  as  if  item  dry  brush-wood,  or 
yeiy  resinous  splintered  bog-wood,  streamed  sud- 
denly upon  the  darkness  like  a  meteor,  throwimg 
a  gleam  on  the  sloping  plantaticms  of  the  dih 
mesne^  and  shewing  the  sweep  of  the  bay  to  the 
left,  and  the  fiietted  rodcs  of  the  low  narrow  ridge 
mhkk  bore  the  Black  Coitte  on  its  horn,  fiur  out 
into  the  waters.  The  building  seined  in  this 
brilliant  yet  dubious  light,  not  above  a  half  mile 
dirtant,  bare  and  lonely,  and  washed  by  the  tide, 
whidiat  hi(^  water,  Grahame  was  told,  co9ipl^te- 
ly  surrounded  it. 

:  <<  They  have  Ut  their  beacon  in  Brian's  cradle,'' 
said  the  Guard ;  <^  a  purty  phoenix  he  was,  and  a 
black  bird  he  is  hatching  this  same  night  f^  and 


380  ELlZADl^TIt  DK  QlltlrK. 

the  man  went  on  to  tell,  that  the  Black  Caatlt  hb^ 
an  old  residence  of  the  O'Connors  of  the  West 
though  now  abandoned  ;  and  that  it  had  been  left 
them  on  the  i^ingular  tenure  of  Brian's  Crad/e  re- 
maining on  the  summit  of  the  tower  which  bore 
the  same  hero's  name ;  for  that  there  the  whimo- 
cal  donor  had  ordered  liiij  remains  to  be  laid ;  and 
there  accordingly  they  still  mouldered  in  a  leaden 
coffin  cased  in  another  of  Kilkenny  marble.  Con- 
siderable pains  were  therefore  taken  to  keep 
this  architectural  monument  of  family  antiqnity 
in  good  repfur,  though  the  other  parts  of  the 
building  were  all  allowed  to  go  into  decay.  The 
Tower  overlooked  a  great  part  of  the  fair  and 
fertile  Province,  and  a  wide  expanse  of  ocean.  Al- 
together it  had  been  a  place  of  note,  while  the 
O'Connors  continued  to  make  it  an  occasional  re~ 
sidence ;  and  it  was  still  an  object  of  interest  to 
the  antiquarian,  the  painter,  or  the  tasteful  trar- 
ellcr. 

"They  are  all  gone  to  the  devil,"'  said  the  guard; 
"  which  is  a  kind  of  pity  too ;  for  the  old  unmixed 
blood  gets  both  scarcer  and  colder  among  us."" 

"There  is  neither  courage  nor  wisdom,  however, 
in  our  loitering  here  studying  their  fire-works," 
said  Wolfe-     "  Our  route  lies  onward !     If  thev 
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dare  shew  face,  or  attempt  to  intercept  us,  they 
almost  deserve  the  meeting,  were  it  only  for  their 
bravery.     Onward  then  r 

^* Onward!^  shouted  the  soldiers;  and  they 
plunged  headlong  into  the  ravine,  which  at  every 
step  became  more  steep  and  narrow,  till,  on  run- 
ning on  a  few  hundred  yards,  the  road  was  found 
to  occupy  its  entire  breadth.  Yet  that  depth  was 
not  so  great  as  to  make  the  defile  an  object  of  much 
interest,  apart  from  the  idea  of  a  danger  which  if 
here  encountered  must  be  boldly  fiiced  out.  An 
encounter  here  was  like  fighting  a  duel  in  a  room  ; 
one  party  must  fall,  and  probably  both. 

Perpendicular  blocks  of  rock  walled  in  the  path 
on  each  hand ;  and  these  again  were  crowned  by 
the  lofty  walls  of  the  demesne.  An  arch  thrown 
over  above  the  road  formed  a  communication  be- 
tween the  grounds  thus  divided.  Long  streamers 
of  ivy,  floating  down  from  this  arch-way,  dangled 
round  Wolfe^s  head  as  they  passed  under ;  and, 
on  looking  up,  he  fancied  he  saw  the  dark  out- 
line of  a  man^s  figure  inclined  over  the  parapet. 

^*  "^Tis  an  owl  in  the  ivy-tod,  or  some  of  the 
apostles ;  for  there^s  a  whole  garland  of  them  there 
stuck  round  the  bridge — all  the  worse  of  the  wear, 
and  a  few  m  ith  broken  noses,^  said  the  £^ard. 
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Plants  and  shrabs  growing  in  the  crevices  of  the 
rocks,  marked  the  boundary  between  the  natural 
and  artificial  enclosures ;  and  the  trees  within  the 
walls  Dften  shot  huge  fantastic  limbs  across  the  tv 
vine,  and  interlaced  their  boughs  many  feet  above 
the  level  of  Gtahame'a  seat  as  he  swept  through 
the  hollow.  At  intervals  these  branches  dropt  so 
near  as  completely  to  shut  out  the  faint  gleam  <tf 
starlight  which  the  travellers  might  have  enjoyed. 
Where  the  branches  again  opened,  the  air-hni^ 
trees  seemed  to  rush  back  into  the  sky. 

The  scene  altogether  was  romantic,  and  to 
Wolfe  would  have  been  attractive,  but  for  those 
occasional  admonitory  bumps  on  the  forehead,  to 
which  a  love  of  the  picturesque  once  or  twice 
exposed  him,  and  which  compelled  him  to  keep 
a  sharp  look  out  whenever  a  mass  of  tangled 
branches  dropt  a-head. 

While  stooping  on  one  occasion  to  avoid  this 
unpleasant  contact,  a  murmur  was  heard  among  the 
dragoons  who  rode  in  advance ;  and  he  caught  the 
glance  of  a  pair  of  wild  eyes  in  the  branches  above 
him,  In  the  satnc  instant  the  lamps  were  smashed, 
the  guard  was  borne  down,  and  the  trees  crashed 
with  the  weight  of  a  man  who  dropt  from  them  on 
the  top  of  the  vehicle.  Wolfe  snapped  his  pistol— 
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but  h  Bicwiy  ilaiiied  th^  priaung.    Abrendy  were 
the  inyadera  finig  on  the  dragoons  in  the  rear ; 
wgad  fioB  the  tnai  came  the  diout,  ^'  Draw  up ! 
The  loadiablodDed  T    A  yell  roae— the  gennme 
Iriah  war->whoop,-Hihower8  of  heavy  mistiles  were 
h«kd  fiBom  abore^  while  below  the  horses  were 
aasifflf  it  by  pitos  and  qfdke-headed  staves.     The 
nan  whom  his  fire  had  missed  Grahame  now  grap- 
pled with  in  the  dark—endeaTouringy  at  die  same 
time,  to  rein  in  At  hovses  which  were  beboming 
restive,  and  threatening  to  back  apon  the  dragoon 
party  in  the  rear,  who havingfired  tfarir  pistbls  al- 
meet  at  random,  were  already  borne  back  by  a  vi- 
geroos  assault  of  the  rebels  or  robbers,— «r  were 
Aeyboth? 

**  Press  on-»we  will  win  a  way !  use  pistol  and 
sabie^  and  spare  not  !*"  exclaimed  Grahame. 

The  voice,  heard  above  the  confusion  of  that 
agitating  moment,  was  followed  by  a  rallying  cheer, 
ted  a  rapid  discharge  of  fire-arms  on  both  sides. 
li  was  now  Wolfe^s  thought  to  leap  down  and  join 
hb  fioends ;  but  it  seemed  the  object  of  the  des- 
pecate  man  iHio  had  dropt  from  the  trees,  to  con- 
vert die  vehicle  and  the  four  champing  and  restive 
anmals  into  a  dreadful  instrument  of  destruction 
agunst  the  soldiers ;  and  this  could  be  frustrated 
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only  by  his  mainlining  this  dangerous  post,  ex- 
posed to  the  fire  of  both  friends  and  foes. 

"  At  deadly  peril  to  your  firienda  you  fire," 
shouted  WoIfe^s  prisoner,  in  the  well-known  voice 
of  Slattery. 

"  Villain .'  this  is  tlie  reward  of  my  remissnesA. 
Fire,  men!  Think  not  of  trienda  but  foes  !  Thej- 
cluster  round  me — above — below  !  They  are  pos- 
sessing themselves  of  the  Mail  papers.  Cowardly, 
midnight  ruffians !  With  light  we  would  win  our 
way  agunst  double  their  numbers !" 

"  Say  it  again  then  jewel !"  was  croaked  in  his 
eat,  by  the  thrilling,  peculiar  voice  of  Slattery ; 
and  Grahame,  hearing  the  party  behind  borne 
farther  and  farther  back,  and  fearing  that  of  the 
few  men  in  front  some  were  already  unhorsed, 
tried  to  hurl  his  captive  to  the  earth  before  him, 
and  to  leap  down ;  but  so  strongly  and  lovingly  did 
his  prisoner,  now  become  his  jailer,  coil  his  mus- 
cular and  snaky  limbs  around  him,  that  their  fall 
mui>t  have  been  together.  To  retain  the  reins 
and  get  rid  of  the  man  at  the  same  time  was  im- 
possible. In  his  efforts  to  accomplish  the  lat- 
ter object,  Slatter)'  dexterously  over-mastered  his 
hand ;  and  in  a  second  the  horses  were  bounding 
forwards,  bearing  down  alike  friend  and  foe  as  they 
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furiously  cleared  the  Pass.  With  the  jerk  in  sur- 
mounting the  obstacle  thrown  across  the  path, 
which  proved  to  be  only  a  few  broken  boughs,  the 
reins  were  )ost  to  both  the  parties  who  occupied 
this  strange  field  of  battle;  and  the  carriage 
springs  gave  way.  Still  Slattery,  by  whoop  and 
halloo,  cheered  the  prancing  animals  forward ;  and 
the  yells  of  the  trampled,  the  dying,  and  the 
wounded  wretches,  now  left  far  behind,  was  all 
that  was  heard  in  the  wild  chase. 

^^  Now  1^11  make  them  show  their  paces  and  do 
their  manners :— -the  rogues  know  who  is  spaking 
to  them,^  said  Wolfe'*s  companion,  who  had  taken 
his  position  too  strongly  to  be  easily  dislodged ; 
and  with  shouts,  curses,  expostulations,  and  coax- 
ing, he  contrived  to  make  the  animals  draw  up  for 
a  halt. 

"  We  may  parley  now.  Captain,""  he  said  very 
coolly,  as  he  regained  the  reins.  ^^  I  meant  you 
fair,  nor  would  I  harm  you ;  but  one  I  thought 
was  within — ^the  fiend !  the  monster  ! — I  will 
have  his  blood.  Informer — ^traitor— -murderer  of 
the  Dorans,— -I  will  lap  his  blood !""  And  his  eyes 
flashed  out  in  the  starlight,  shewing  his  wild  and 
impassioned  features  as  if  by  the  light  of  the  fiery 
spirit  within. 
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Thrown  off  his  guard,  either  by  confidence  in 
his  companion  or  the  vehemeucc  of  his  pas^oas, 
Grahame  took  advantage  of  the  moment  for  vhi^ 
he  had  lain  in  wait,  and  was  again  master  of  tbe 
field,  with  no  disposition  to  yield  it  up  a  second 
time.  But  his  companion  was  as  active  as  athle- 
tic :  no  sooner  was  he  borne  down  than  up  again. 

"  You  are  scarce  grateful,  Captain ; — take  it 
then  iu  God's  name ;'' — and  Grahame  received  a 
blow  on  the  temple  from  a  short  bludgeon.  They 
grappled  once  more,  and  rolled  to  the  earth  ttt- 
gether.  the  well-trained  horses  meanwhile  remain- 
ing perfectly  quiet. 

"  Gentlemen  insides,  look  to  yourselves  !"  cried 
Statlery  to  the  fellows  within,  who,  during  the 
wild  gallop,  had  been  <lelibcrately  rilling  the 
mails.  "  I'm  afraid  I  have  done  for  this  good 
fellow." 

Strange  fires  were  flickering  before  the  eyes  of 
Grahame — strange  sounds  were  ringing  in  his  ears; 
then  came  a  dreamy  and  not  unpleasing  lull  of  aU 
the  senses,  a.s  if  he  were  languishing  into  some 
state  of  lu-\urious  quietude, — lie  felt  as  if  borne 
flying  through  the  air,  and  knew  no  more. 

The  interval  might  have  been  fifty  years,  or 
only  as  many  minutes  for  what  he  knew,  when  his 
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mental  recollection,  gradually  returning,  asserted 
its  power  over  hisdisturbed  senses. 

^^  Slattery,  where  are  my  companions  ?  Am  I 
your  prisoner  ?^  was  his  whispered  address  to  the 
fellow,  who,  with  an  air  of  real  concern,  bent  over 
him. 

^^  Bless  you  for  spaking  !^  was  the  reply ;  ^^and 
swallow  this  dhrop.  Who  would  have  thought  a 
man^s  hade  so  soft  with  a  beard  on  the  chin? 
Mine  would  have  stood  ten  times  as  much !  I 
donH  mind  the  few  dhrops  in  your  arm,  one  way 
or  another ;  but  the  hade — the  hade !  I  feared 
the  death  was  on  you.*" 

"  And  were  deeply  concerned,  no  doubt  T  re- 
plied Grahame,  with  some  bitterness.  *^  Where 
are  my  fellow-travellers — my  friends  ?  Have  they 
beat  off  the  rebels  ? — Are  the  despatches  safe  ?*" 

^^  Mind  the  patches  of  your  own  skull.  Captain. 
Your  friends,  if  you  knew  them,  are  about  you : 
the  English  red-coats,  if  you  mean  them,  are  sup- 
pered  and  sauced  too  for  one  night ;  though  the 
cowardly  villain  has  escaped  me.  Well,  there 
will  be  many  a  dark  night  yet,  between  this  bless- 
ed All-Hallow  Eve  and  St.  John  the  Baptist's 
morning.*" 

Wolfe  again  became  exceedingly  faint,  and  sunk 
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back  on  his  wretched  lair.  His  compauion  plied 
him  a  second  time  with  his  strong  cordial,  and 
even  held  it  to  his  lips.  **  By  all  tlie  saints  thai 
hallow  tliis  blessed  night  and  every  night,  I  mesni 
no  ill  to  yiju.  Did  I  not  warn  you  ?  The  bc^ 
needed  the  blunt — the  captain,  the  arms  and 
papers — and  I — I  thirsted — I  panted  for  hu 
blood — his  blood  !  The  cowardly  ruffian  shrunk 
from  the  journey.  But  I  have  sworn  it — andsAe 
has  Bwom  it  double-  We'll  compass  him  yet : — to 
die  the  next  hour  were  pleasure  l"^  And  he  knit- 
ted his  brows,  clenched  his  teeth,  and  puckered 
his  eyelids  till  the  eyes  emitted  that  intense,  con- 
centrated tiger-glance,  darkling  and  flashing, 
which  gave  his  face  its  unpleasing  physiognomi- 
cal distinction. 

"It  certainly  was  rather  unhandsome  of  O'Toole 
not  to  come  on  to-night  when  you  intended  him  so 
hospitable  a  reception,  and  had  made  such  excel- 
lent preparations  for  him,"  said  Wolfe.  "  Bui 
pray  where  am  I  ?" 

Wolfe  now  reclined  in  the  corner  of  a  long 
and  narrow  arched  vault.  A  grated  loop-hole, 
at  the  top  of  one  extremity,  admitted  air,  and 
probably  light.  A  flight  of  broken  rough  steps 
at   the  other  led  to  a  low-browed  arched  door- 
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way.  A  lamp  set  on  the  floor,  difiuBed  tbioogh  the 
vault  a  yellow,  opaque  light,  circumscribed  by  a 
smoky  halo.  Beyond  this  ring  all  was  thick 
darkness;  and  without,  the  dash  of  the  surge 
was  heard  continually  beating  on  the  thick-rib- 
bed walls. 

<^  Where  are  ye,  did  ye  say.  Captain  ?  Faith, 
then,  where  a  day  was  ye  would  have  been  kindly 
welcome  did  ye  send  up  one  of  the  names  that^s 
on  ye.  Ye  are  in  the  voute  under  the  chapel — 
and  I  hope  you  don^t  tire  already  of  your  nate, 
dry  lodgings,  and  asy  hottoman^  as  Mrs.  Honour 
calls  it" 

"  And  how  came  I  here  ?— more  properly,  how 
am  I  to  go  hence  ?*" 

"  Across  a  pair  of  lusty  shoulders  ye  come,'' 
replied  Slattery,  giving  his  own  shoulders  a  slap. 
— "  How  ye  next  thravel  is  not  so  clear  to  my- 
self." 

^^  On  my  own  legs,  perhaps ;  and  the  sooner  I 
commence  the  journey  the  better.  You  are  a 
firank  fellow,  Slattery, — and  I  need  not  remind  you 
this  is  not  quite  fit  quarters  for  an  officer  in  his  Ma- 
jesty's service.  Perhaps  if  some  of  those  worthy 
gentlemen,  your  friends,  return  to  look  after  their 
new  acquisitions" — and  he  glanced  round  on  the 
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portmanteaus,  letter-bi^s,  and  other  spoils,  tircv- 
ed  about — "  we  migUt  differ  in  opinion  on  sundn 
points." 

"  Then,  faith,  it's  myself  does  not  know  what 
to  make  of  you,"  said  Slattery,  with  an  air  of  Im- 
dicTouB  pcrplesity.  "  What  do  you  advise  ?  To 
let  you  off,  and  get  my  ears  cropped  by  the  boys ; 
and  hare  you  bring  your  red-coats  to  cut  the 
throats  of  us  all, — or  keep  you  here,  whatever  tJie 
ould  woman  may  say  ?" 

"  If  you  refer  to  me,"  repUed  Gntbame,  smil- 
ing, "  I  ccrtitinly  give  my  vote  for  instant  free- 
dom ;  though  I  cannot  pretend  to  bo  quite  an 
impartial  judge." 

"  MunIih,  then  !  tiiere  tliey  conic  drive.  Tlicv 
are  at  tlic  chapel-dure  above.  Swear  then — Lut 
there's  here  neither  cross  or  gospel !  Here  thougii 
arc  my  lumps  of  thumbs — make  the  great  oath 
not  to  betray  us ;"  and  he  crossed  his  thumbs. 

■'  Dennis,  this  is  too  absurd — almost  profana- 
tion. If  you  wish  to  act  the  part  of  an  honest 
man,  give  me  instant  freedom,  and  trust  to  my 
honour  and  gratitude.'' 

"  This  juway  then — and  quiet.  The  priests, 
the  rogues,  had  a  pccping-holc  above.  I'll  slow 
you  up  there.     The  boys  will  be  locked  uj)  here 
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below  till  the  funeral-service  is  over  for  poor  Fe- 
lix.    This  a-ways.**" 

The  limbs  of  Grahame  were  aching — ^his  head 
was  again  confused  and  giddy;  but,  leaning  on 
Dennis,  he  ascended  the  shattered  steps  leading 
firom  the  vault  to  the  chapel.  They  passed  the 
low-arched  door,  thickly  studded  with  broad-head- 
ed nails,  which  divided  the  chapel  from  the  vault, 
and  Dennis  placed  his  lamp  on  the  floor ;  his  com- 
rades meanwhile  earnestly  demanding  admittance. 

**  Is  it  you,  Padhre  Breachd,  with  the  priest^s 
vestments? — Have  patience  a-vich.  I  did  not  get 
the  place  made  half  dacent  for  ye  yet.— They 
were  cunning  rogues  them  priests,^  he  continued 
whispering  to  Grahame,  and  placing  his  finger  on 
a  spring  in  the  volutes  of  a  hollow  pillar,  the  front 
of  which  was  carved  into  the  grotesque,  colossal 
resemblance  of  a  man.  It  was  one  of  three  pil- 
lars which  supported  a  smaU  gallery  at  the  end 
of  the  chapel,  opposite  the  altar.  **  This  is  the 
effigy  of  St.  Boniface.  The  ould  goat,  what  a 
beard  he  had,  and  a  mouth  from  ear  to  ear  !— In, 
Captain !  and  through  the  saint's  own  blessed 
left  eye  you  will  have  as  sweet  a  peep  of  all  the 
whole  chapel  as  man  need  wish;  which  will  divert 
you  till  better  times  come  round.^ 


I 


mi 


KLIZABETII  DS  BBtirE.    ' 


"  But  why  coop  me  up  ia  this  ntt-trap?  Why 
not  let  rac  away  instantly  ?" 

"  The  King  said  sail — but  the  wind  said  no," 
replied  the  other  coolly.  "  The  boys  are  at  the 
dure. — Will  you  be  asy  outside  there,  Padhie 
Breadid .'  Is  that  a  way  for  a  dacent  man  to  rat- 
tle OD  the  door  of  the  bouse  of  tlie  Lord,  thini 
ye, — as  if  it  were  a  hedge  alehouse?" 

"  Tundor  and  ounds!  open  Dennis  ! — This  is 
no  Padlire  Breachd  ;  and  the  people  are  on  ue," 
cried  those  without. 

"  To  the  keeping  of  the  blessed  St.  Boniface  I 
commit  ye,"  whispered  Slattery,  pushing  Grahame 
into  the  place  of  refuge, — Again  Wolfe  would 
have  remonstrated. 

"  Madhre  I>hieu  !  and  lie  done  then,  red  sol- 
dier !"  cried  the  other  lierccjy,  his  eyes  scintillat- 
ing. "  Hide,  if  you  hold  your  life  worth  a  rap  ! 
— Captain,  I  crave  your  pardon  ; — hut  have  I  not 
some  small  risk  ?" 

Tlic  case  admitted  of  no  farther  parley.  The 
stroke  of  the  oars  was  Iieard  in  regular  cadence 
with  the  recitative  of  the  lament ;  and  ever  and 
anon  al>ove  all  wsc  the  wild  uUaloo  or  screech 
of  the  female  mourners.  The  aperture  in  the 
hollow  )Hliar  shut  on   Wolfe  with  a  loud   clap. 
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which  echoed  tfaiough  the  chapd  and  the  yault. 
— **  In  a  trap  indeed,**  thought  the  prisoner,  al- 
ready repenting  his  wavering  resolution. 

Grahame  now  heard  the  quick  tread  and  hoarse 
whispers  of  the  party  which  Dennis  hurried  into  the 
vault;  and  that  worthy  had  only  time  to  light  afew 
tapers  round  the  altar  of  this  small  and  unadorned 
domestic  chapel,  when  the  attendants  entered  car- 
rying the  bier.  It  was  laid  on  a  platform  in  the 
centre  of  the  chapel,  and  exactly  over  the  grave 
already  opened  to  receive  the  dead. 

Wolfe  from  his  loop-hole  could  now  see  a  con- 
course of  country  people,  mostly  females,  kneel- 
ing around.  Of  the  men,  some  knelt,  others  leaned 
against  the  walls  and  pillars.  The  women  threw 
back  the  hoods  of  their  dark  mantles— the  men 
were  uncovered;  and  in  aU,  the  exterior  signs  of 
devotion  were  deep,  warm,  and  intense,  though 
the  regular  service  had  not  yet  commenced. — 
There  is  ever  something  impressive  in  sincere 
devotion,  whatever  be  the  form  of  faith. — Grahame 
looked  on  with  respectful  interest. 

**  We  wait  the  good  father  and  the  Lady  Ail- 
een,^  was  the  whisper  of  a  man  who  stood  just 
under  Wolfe^s  pillar  of  vision. — *^  She  did  not  come 
among  her  poor  people  for  nineteen  years  before.^ 

^^  And  does  she  come  now  to  be  choked  with 
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the  clouds  of  Lundy  Foote  ye  scatter  about  ye?" 
was  whispered  in  the  voice  of  Slattcry. — '*  Get 
out  of  tliut,  will  ye,  Padhre  Brcachd.  Ye  arc 
enough  to  make  the  blessed  St.  Boniface  himself 
above  sneeee.  Have  ye  no  more  grace  nor  num- 
ners  in  a  holy  place,  than  keep  rapping  ou  a  snutf 
box  ?  And  the  blessed  saint  does  Eneese,  I  vow, 
to  shew  his  anger  wid  you — snufiy,  profane  basteT 
Id  a  very  difTereut  tone  he  exclaimed,  "  Cfaau- 
nettc  I  Chaunettc!  my  brave  Chaunette!"  and 
sprang  forward. — Wolfe  heard  the  quick  panting 
of  the  girl  thus  addressed,  some  time  before  he  saw 
her  walk  up  to  the  centre  of  the  chapel,  where,  in 
the  face  of  the  whole  kneeling  congregation,  she 
removed  the  pall,  placed  on  the  bier  the  head 
of  Felix  Uoran,  and  fell  fainting  in  tlic  arms  of 
Dennis. — There  was  a  quick  murmur  and  rush 
among  the  assembly  of  admiration  and  sympathy, 
as  Dennis,  with  ready  wit,  bore  her  for  air  to  the 
space  around  the  pillar,  from  which  lie  ordered 
every  one  to  remove, 

"  My  brave  Chaunette,  you  have  brought  your 
dowry  in  your  lap— and  won  your  hushand!"  was 
the  whisper  overheard  l>y  Grahamc, — "  There  is 
one  bloody  head  dearer  yet ;— but  my  own  right 
hand  must  gain  me  that." 
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*^  Och  then,  Dennis  a-chree  !  and  do  not  say 
it,^  sobbed  the  girl ;  and  at  the  tinkling  of  the 
bell  they  dropped  on  their  knees,  side  by  side, 
still  clasping  each  others  hands.  The  priest,  an 
aged,  wasted,  but  venerable  looking  man,  entered 
from  a  side  door,  and  was  followed  by  two  female 
figures  whom  Wolfe  instantly  recognised.  A 
deep  black  veil,  in  the  fashion  of  those  worn  by 
profinsed  nuns,  enveloped  the  lady.  The  people, 
stiU  on  their  knees,  drew  themselves  back  as  she 
proceeded  towards  the  bier ;  and  hands  and  weep- 
ing eyes  were  raised  to  heaven  to  draw  down  bless- 
ings, as  she  slowly  passed  on. 

The  worship  of  the  Mass  was  followed  by  the 
burial  service ;  and,  during  this  time,  the  muffled 
figure  was  only  revealed  by  the  quiet  grace  of  its 
varied  movements  in  kneeling  or  standing  amidst 
the  humbler  worshippers,  or  in  bending  over  the 
1^.  Once,  as  she  arose,  the  veil  dropt  aside, 
and  again,  with  a  feeling  of  ahnost  superstitious 
reverence,  Wolfe  held  his  breath  as  he  gased  on 
die  pale  shadowy  mother  of  his  Elisabeth. 

When  dust  had  been  solemnly  committed  to 
dust,  and  a  pause  of  a  few  seconds  aUowed  for  the 
indulgence  of  those  feelings  of  sorrow  and  affec- 
tion which  find  no  interpreter  in  any  known  ritual, 
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the  priest  rose  to  address  the  congregation  ere  he 
pronounced  his  benediction.  He  conjured  tbera 
to  depart  in  peace.  They  had  tuliillcd  every  be- 
coming duty  to  their  late  friend ;  would  they  now 
disgrace  the  holy  and  venerable  faith  which  they 
profeased,  grieve  the  spirit  of  him  who  had  de- 
voted a  long  and  toilsome  life  to  spend  and  to  be 
Bpent  among  them ;  above  all,  would  they  bring 
deeper  affliction  over  her  who  had  broken  from 
the  vowed  solitude  of  nineteen  years,  only  to  sup- 
plicate for  the  life  of  their  dear  young  inend  ;  and 
who,  failing  in  that,  now  joined  in  the  midst  of 
them,  in  the  sacred  rites  which  hallowed  his  latter 
end. 

At  this  appeal  many  of  the  poor  people  and  all 
the  females,  ^ain  dropt  on  their  knees,  and,  with 
the  fervid  feelings  of  their  country,  supplicated 
blessings  upon  her  head.  "  Blessings,  and  long 
life  ! — if  that  to  her  be  blessing,"  was  the  whisper 
among  the  aged  womcD- 

^Vhcn  this  burst  of  feeling  had  subsided  the 
priest  resumed.  "  A  handful,"  he  said,  "  of  those 
misled  and  desperate  men  who  set  the  laws  at 
deliancc — parricides  of  their  unhappy  land — tlie 
worst  enemies  of  the  religion  whose  strongest  in- 
junctions they  violated  and  put  to  open  shame— 
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had,  on  this  same  night,  made  a  fresh,  and  no 
doubt  a  premeditated  attack  on  a  party  of  the 
King^s  soldiers,  guilty  of  no  crime  save  fulfilling 
their  commanded  duty.  The  consequences  had 
been  dreadful ;  and  there  was  no  doubt  that  they 
would  be  dreadfuUy  visited  on  the  innocent  as 
well  as  the  guilty.  Was  such  conduct  like  men, 
like  Irishmen — ^like  Catholic  Christians?  He 
would  not  suspect  any  now  present  of  being 
concerned  in  such  wicked  and  desperate  courses ; 
still  he  must  implore  and  warn  all  who  heard  him 
against  what  must  bring  ruin,  misery,  and  the 
blackest  shame  on  themselves  and  all  they  loved, 
and  on  their  immortal  souls  eternal  damnation  !^ 

^'  I  trust  the  worthy  gentlemen  below  hear  their 
excellent  character,  as  certified  by  their  own  good 
priest,^  thought  Grahame.  He  also  overheard 
what  he  fancied  Chaunette^s  efforts  to  keep  down 
her  turbulent  lover,  while  she  said,  ^^  Och,  Dennis, 
hear  out  the  good  father  r 

*^  Be  quate,  Chaunette.  The  priest  carries  a 
breviary,  and  I  wear — ^no  matter  what.  Every 
man  to  his  weapon.*"— -And  Wolfe  saw  old  Monica 
advancing  with  eager  steps  to  the  pillar. 

**  Black  son  of  a  blacker  mother,  did  ye  dare  to 
touch  but  one  hair  of  the  youth^s  head  ?^ 
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might  not  care  if  you  thought  so,"  said  ihe 

half  sulleoly.     "  But  no  tben,  if  that  rttiri^ 

And  whatever  you  say  of  me  spore  Aer." 

God  forgive  inc  I     But  where  then  is  be?" 

St.  fioniiace  ha  b]   his  holy  keying," 

ispeied  Dennis. 

This  little  circumstanc  produced  a  very  happy 
revulsion  in  the  spirits  o '  tlie  prisoner.     Tliere 

R  one  zealous  friend  neer  him, — one  who  felt  i 

ing  interest  in  his  fate,  from  many  fised  and 

iFcrfiil  motives. 

The  people  began  to  drop  off  gradually,  and  in 
a  few  minutes  there  were  none  present  save  the 
priest,  tlic  lady  and  Iter  n;,'ed  attendant,  Dennii^. 
and  Chauiicftc,  'I'Jie  lady  sat  apart  on  a  stone 
licncli  imdur  a  window,  lier  eyes  wandering  round 
the  chapel  ns  if  in  «onic  melancholy  survey.  Mo- 
nica approached  her ;  and  in  the  deep  clear  voice 
whose  liquid  whispers  arc  so  distinctly  heard,  she 
replied  to  something  the  old  woman  had  said. — 
"  The  witness  of  a  nuptial  bcncdietion — to-night, 
and  here  .'     ( >h,  Monica,  not  here — not  here  .'" 

The  reply  could  not  lie  distinguished:  hut 
Wolfe  saw  the  lady  bow  her  head,  as  if  in  acqui' 
cscence,  and  Monica  rejoined  the  ]>air,  whom  he 
now  imderstood  to  be  bride  and  bridegroom.      She 
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then  led  Dennis  back  to  where  the  lady  sat. 
With  many  profound  reverences  he  took  the  ring 
which  she  drew  from  her  finger  for  the  approach- 
ing ceremony,  and  they  again  returned  to  the  pil- 
lar against  which  Chaunette  still  leaned. 

^^  Since  poor  Chaunette  cannot  return  to  her 
service,  I  see  not  what  better  may  be,^  said  Mo- 
nica. 

^^  And  who  else  would  convey  food  or  bring 
comfort  to  poor  Dennis,  for  the  many  days  he 
must  hide  here  ?^  said  Chaunette,  half  sobbing. 

^^  This  is  a  melancholy  bridal,^  rejoined  the  old 
woman.  **  And,  boy,  turn  not  the  woful  into  the 
wicked ;  lay  not  your  household  hearth  in  blood — 
it  makes  bad  mortar.  To  God  leave  vengeance ; 
and  be  warned^  for  your  own  sake — ^for  the  sake  of 
this  strong-hearted  girl — for  the  sake  of  those 
grey  hairs,  if  you  will.  Because  I  lost  Felix,  for 
that  must  I  also  lose  Dennis  ?^ 

^^  I  thought  then  it  was  little  you  cared  either 
for  Dennis  or  his  poor  mother,^  said  the  man  in  a 
softened  voice. 

^^  We  do  not  break  our  hearts  over  their  wicked- 
ness,— ^we  do  not  madden  in  our  wrath  against 
those  for  whom  we  care  n6t,^  said  Monica. 
^*  Now  Heaven  send  the  blessed  St  Boniface  a 
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aai'e  aud  asy  delivery,"  replied  Dennis,  in  hie  au- 
ural  bold  voice.  "  And  keep  his  gossips  quale 
below,"  lie  whispered  as  if  to  Wolfe.  "  Coroe  to 
light.  Captain ;  and  tell  tny  grand-dame  that  both 
Dennis  aud  his  wandering  mother  may  have  some 
good  about  them  she  knows  not  of."  Grahame 
did  not  require  a  second  invitation. 

"  'Tis  decreed  we  shall  not  part  strangers,  SIo- 
nica,"  said  he  to  the  old  woman.  "  May  I  crave 
on  introduction  now ;"  and  his  eyes  turned  with 
respectful  interest  to  the  dim-seen,  distant  figure 
which  reclined  against  the  rsilint;  of  the  altar,  as  if 
totally  unconscious  of  all  that  was  passing  around. 

"  No,  no,  Wolfe  Grahame  !  again  must  m\ 
word  be  Giid  speed  you  !  Ours  is  a  fate  in  whieli 
the  wise  must  not  mingle.  Wc  jire  a  people  un- 
happy and  unblest.     In  peace  go  from  among  us," 

"  And  is  this  your  best  argument  of  dissuasioji, 
Monica  ?  For  what  cold-hearted,  ungenerous  man 
do  you  hold  me  ?  Let  mc  rather,  as  becomes  a 
man,  go  forward,  and  on  my  knees  implore  to 
know  how  the  dedication  of  my  life  may  lessen 
the  unhappiness  of  the  mother  of  my  Elizabeth." 

"  That  very  wish  has  power  to  lessen  it,"  re- 
turned the  old  woman,  warmly.  "  Then  yet  be 
patient, — if  you  would  not  defeat  joiir  own  object 
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be  padent,  and  be  gone.  I  have  not  fbfgotten 
my  promise.^  Wolfe  again  looked  with  re0pectfiil 
interest  on  the  lady»  and  glided  from  the  chapel, 
followed  by  Slattery. 

^^  Chaonette  must  be  youi  guide  to  the  moun- 
tain road,**^  said  the  man.  **  You  may  reach  your 
quarters  before  day  if  your  legs  foil  not ;  and  if 
your  font  service  is  to  make  me  repent  my  trus^— 
remember,  though  all  the  red-coats  in  Ireland 
formed  a  triple  wall  around  you,  I  will  whisk  you 
from  the  middle  of  them,  and  never  a  one  the 
wiser  r 

**  I  must  see  to  that,^  replied  the  young  man 
haughtily.  ^^  Be  assured  no  fear  of  personal  safety, 
much  less  your  threats,  shall  ever  make  me  shrink 
from  my  duty.  Return  to  your  bride,  and  make 
a  better  husband  than  you  have  done  a  sutgect. 
I  shall  ferry  myself  across,  and  make  my  own  way. 
My  papers  you  say  are  safe  ?^ 

<<  Unless  some  of  the  boys  took  a  foncy  to  light 
his  pipe  with  a  five-hundred  pound  bill,""  replied 
Slattery,  in  a  tone  which  made  Wolfe  think  that 
the  sooner  they  parted  the  pleasanter  would  be 
the  farewell. 

Wolfe  leaped  into  one  of  the  two  small  cha- 
loupes  that  lay  moored  in  an  indenture  of  the 
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rocks  which  formed  a  sort  of  natural  dock :  and 
scidlcd  along  under  the  shadow  of  the  edifice. 
The  stripe  of  water  which,  as  the  tide  rose,  gird- 
led the  castle  like  a  moat,  was  not  above  eighty 
yards  in  breadth.  It  was  on  the  land  side  that  he 
thought  it  prudent  to  wait  the  arrival  of  his  fair 
guide,  who,  with  swiftness  and  silence,  led  him  to 
the  mountain  gorge,  through  which  wound  a  wild 
bridle  road.  Next  day  by  noon,  Grahame,  in  hi* 
barrack-room  bed,  was  surrounded  by  his  brother 
officers,  congratulating  him  on  his  escape,  and  lis- 
tening to  such  particulars  of  his  adventure  as  be 
thought  lit  to  communicate. 

He  rose  and  wrote  letters  to  his  home, — a  brief' 
one  to  his  uncle,  which  he  forthwith  despatched, 
and  a  long,  rambling,  heart-full  history  to  Eliza- 
beth, which  he  locked  into  his  desk  to  be  con- 
cluded when  he  had  accomjdisihed  the  adventure 
in  which  he  was  about  to  engage.  An  interview 
with  the  commanding  officer,  which  he  had  written 
to  solicit,  was  granted  iininediately ;  and  three 
hours  after  dark  he  was  seen  to  leave  the  town, 
accompanied  by  a  sergeant  ;uid  a  party  of  foot  sol- 
diers, on  some  secret  expedition  into  the  country'. 

Nest  morning  this  jtarty  returned,  fatigued  and 
in  very  ill  humour,  from  an  ambuscade  into  which 
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they  had  fallen,  when  left  by  Captain  Grahame 
near  the  Bridge  over  the  Pass,  and  from  which  they 
had  with  difficulty  extricated  themselves.— But  he 
never  returned,  and  the  parties  sent  out  in  pur- 
suit of  him  ever  came  back  disappointed.  Many 
of  the  officers  volunteered  on  this  service,  but  their 
eflbrts  were  attended  with  no  better  success.  Pub- 
lic and  private  rewards,  and  a  day^s  pay  subscribed 
by  the  whole  regiment  for  the  discovery  of  a  jxi- 
pular  officer,  were  often  claimed  but  never  gained. 

When  Grahame  had  thus  mysteriously  disap- 
peared for  about  a  month,  his  barrack  was  broken 
into,  and  robbed  of  his  papers  and  clothes,  a  few 
of  his  books,  and  the  bugle  which  was  become  his 
favourite  instrument,  as  well  as  all  the  letters 
which  had  been  addressed  to  him  in  this  interval. 

Another  light  was  thrown  on  the  affair  by  the 
discovery  of  the  assistance  which  he  had  given  to 
the  fugitive  traitor  O'^Connor.  And  now  the  re- 
gimental mess  was  divided  into  violent  factions ; 
the  English  gentlemen  belonging  to  it  openly  con- 
demning, the  Scottish  officers  as  stoutly  defending 
the  absent  party-^though  even  the  latter  began  to 
wish  that  if  alive  he  would  appear,  and  clear  him- 
self from  these  dishonourable  imputations.  When 
another  month  had  elapsed  a  fresh  commotion 
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note,  from  the  dmmuUiice  of  a  womui  in  ■  red 
doftk  coining,  in  violent  hMte*  to  the  ■pdKt-tMct 
of  the  little  town  in  which  the  raiment  wma  quu- 
taed,  and  chumii^  ill  lettcn  lately  addressed  to 
CsptunGnluune,«ho»  she  said,  had  jiut  esc^wd 
fiom  the  lebela  and  letumed  to  head-quarten. — 
She  nicceeded  in  hex  corraod,  and  was  d«ar  cff  be- 
fore the  postmaster,  suqMCting  the  firaud,  had 
laiaed  the  hue  and  cry  among  the  wddien. 
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CHAPTER  I. 


THE  HONEY-MOON. 


Vwe  gotten  a  wife  o*  my  tin, 
Thaiiki,  thanks  to  naebody. 


But  rU  gar  our  gudeman  trow 
That  ril  tak*  the  fling-vtringt. 

OUSomgt. 

It  has  already  been  noticed,  that  the  ungallant 
provision  of  the  Scottish  or  Roman  law— or  of  both 
for  what  we  know — ^which  Mistress  Euphane  Fech- 
nie  called  the  Juice  MariH,  long  gaped  like  a 
hungry  lion  in  the  way  of  her  matrimonial  hopes ; 
finr,  notwithstanding  their  firequent  quarrels,  EiBe 
had  all  the  respect  for  Frisel^s  legal  knowledge  on 
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this  redoubtable  point,  to  which  he,  as  an  old  ad- 
vocate's first  clerk,  was  certainly  entitled.  But 
as  soon  as  her  alarm  was  allayed  by  private  nego- 
tiation with  Mr.  Hutchen,  who  kindly  imdcrtook 
to  take  care  of  her  money,  Gideon's  happiness  wu 
consiunmated  by  the  speedy,  and,  indeed,  unsoli- 
cited surrender  of  her  fair  hand — otherwise  the 
felicity  within  his  grasp  might  probably  have  foi 
ever  escaped  him. 

On  the  details  of  Efiie's  wedding  history  is  mute. 
Wc  only  know  that  tender  Baby  Strang  blubbered 
through  the  part  of  bridemaid,  that  Jacobina  Pia- 
gle  came  uninvited  **  to  give  her  countenance  to 
the  young  folks,"  and  that  Gideon  entered  a 
strong  protest  agiunst  the  public  bedding,  for 
which  facetious  ceremony  Effie  had  put  herself  to 
charges,  having  purchased  from  her  friend,  Ailie 
Sellathing,  a  nev  Kilmarnock  nighl-cap  for  the 
bridegroom,  which  was  of  course  so  much  dead 
loss.  But  human  feUcity  was  never  yet  per&ct: 
she  laid  it  aside  to  dress  his  corpse. 

The  softening  influence  of  prosperity  on  dry 
and  rugged  natures  has  often  been  observed.  The 
Fruition  of  Effie's  matrimonial  schemes,  made  her, 
for  the  time,  a  new  woman.  She  talked,  she 
smiled,  she  joked — she  gave  a  substantial  tea- 
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party  in  the  ^^  Manfle,""  with  corned  beef  Uberally 
sliced,  and  a  dram  to  Ailie  and  all  theothergude- 
wiyes  invited ;  and  as  the  sphere  of  the  Sourholes 
appeared  too  contracted  for  h«r  glory  and  felicity, 
at  length  boldly  proposed,  though  at  the  risk  of 
^^  breaking  the  back  of  a  pound  note,^  to  make  a 
marriage  jaimt  to  Edinburgh.  It  was  still  EiBe^s 
Honey-moon,  a  time  privilq^  for  fondlings  ^y> 
and  expense. 

In  many  points,  and  these  no  doubt  important 
ones,  Effie  made  an  excellent  wife,  though  unfor- 
tunately her  merits  were  not  of  a  kind  to  be  all  sit 
once  duly  appreciated  by  her  husband.  Her  ad- 
mirable habits  of  domestic  arraiq^ement  in  three 
days  brought  order,  comfort,  and  eren  neatness 
out  of  the  chaos  and  cobwebs  of  his  tabemade  in 
the  Sourholes.  His  shoes  were  blackened,  his 
shirts  were  whitened  ^^like  a  drap  o^  dew,^  his 
nails  were  pared— «n  emblematic  process,  his  ^^fine 
linen^  and  priests'*  grey  were  already  noted  among 
the  elders,  and  in  the  gates.  Gideon  knew  that 
this  was  all  admirable ;  yet  he  thanklessly  shook 
his  head,  and  said,  ^^  The  woman  was  the  Martha, 
cumbered  about  many  things  ;^  and  these  things 
were,  unluckily,  such  as  his  tastes  and  inclination 
found  not  in  the  least  congenial. 


4  ELIZABETH  DE  BRUl'K. 

Gideon's  marriage,  as  the  sagacious  reader  may 
have  remarked,  was  not  quite  a  love  match,  at  least 
on  his  side — not  that  he  altogether  followed  CujMd 
for  liis  loaves  and  fishes — but  Effie  certainly  ador- 
ed her  Minister ;  aud  consequently  tortured  him 
&om  morning  to  night  with  cumbersome  icindness, 
and  codleBs  remonstrances,  to  which  he  liatened 
with  patience,  so  long  as  they  only  referred  to  not 
losing,  or  to  mislaying  buckles,  shoes,  towels,  soap, 
and  pocket-handkerchiefs;  but  resented  like  a  very 
rampant  husband,  when  they  gently  touched  on 
the  needless  expense  of  maintaining  Jenny  Ged- 
des  "  at  hack  and  manger ;'"  for  what  husband, 
even  in  the  first  week  of  his  honey-moon,  could 
tolerate  interference  with  his  stud. 

However,  the  young  couple  continued,  like  other 
sensible  folks,  to  rub  on  together  tolerably  well, — 
all  the  better  certainly  that  Gideon  surrendered 
the  purse  at  discretion,  and  allowed  Eftie,  ever  af- 
terwards, to  act  as  Chancellor  of  the  Sourholcs' 
Exchequer,  unquestioned  and  uncontrolled.  The 
only  key  to  his  true  conjugal  feelings,  which  his 
watchful  and  affectionate  pupil,  Elizabeth,  ever 
found,  was  this — In  talking  of  his  first  wife, 
Gideon's  emphatic  phrase  was,  "  Marion  Har- 
Ycy,  my  wife ,"    and  in  contrast   it   was,    "  this 
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woman,  Effie,^  or  **  the  woman  but  the  house 
yonder."" 

If  Effie^s  womanly  vanity  inclined  her  to  visit 
the  metropolis,  Gideon^s  heart  leaned  the  same 
way.  In  the  first  place,  there  was  some  sort  of 
Cameronian  Synod  to  be  held  in  the  Loanhead  of 
Lasswade ;  secondly,  as  he  was  a  truly  honest 
and  candid  man,  he  wished  to  apprise  the  calum« 
niator  of  Janet  Geddes,  (not  Janet  the  mare,  but 
Janet  the  Martyr,)  of  his  intention  to  take  up  the 
cudgels  in  her  defence,  and  to  have  a  rq^ular 
*^  Exchange  of  Flytings^  anent  hex  case ;  unlike 
some  members  of  a  certain  Honourable  House,  who 
are  sometimes  fain  to  steal  a  march  in  the  absence 
of  a  formidable  adversary ; — in  the  third  and  last 
place,  and  fiir  above  all,  he  longed  to  learn  how  it 
fared  with  his  ^^Burd  'Lixbeth  r  who,  for  sixteen 
years,  had  never  been  half  so  long  out  of  his  sight 

^*  K  Jenny  would  carry  double— and  no  fling,^ 
said  Efiie,  as  over  their  evening  tea,  of  which 
Gideon  now  rq^ularly  partook,  the  new-married 
pair  lovingly  discoursed  of  the  marriage  jaunt. 

"  Carry  double — ^forbye  her  am  aits !  for  sta- 
bling  I  have  heard  is  a  perfect  ransom  at  the 
Harrow ;  and  ye  say  the  Laird  has  no  up-putUng 
in  the  Palace  for  Jenny- 
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"  But,  abooQ  a",  miiUBter,  my  jewel,  can  ye  in- 
sure me,  who  never  crossed  Queen  IMargarett 
Ferry,  nor  was  ever  boated,  against  tbac  irild 
Ante-nuptial  gelle  that's  hhiving  about." 

"  I  think  ye  ha"e  fairly  weathered  thetn,  Effie 
replied  Gideon  jocosely,  faacying,  rightly 
perhaps,  that  his  fair  ^use  might  mean  tbe  equi- 
noctial gales  ; — "  if  we  can  only  ride  out  tbe  post- 
nuptial breezes."  Now  if  a  man  may  not  rut  ■ 
sly  joke  at  the  es^penae  of  his  unlettered  wife,  afiet 
having  attended  St.  Andrews  for  seven  years,  we 
do  not  know  what  a  university  education  is  good 
for. 

"  Pooh,  Minister  !  my  dearest  dawtie,"  said  Et- 
fie,  "  I  dinna  care  a  prin  head  for  a  bit  hreeiie." 
"  Weel — but,  Effie,  there  is  one  thing,"  said 
Gideon,  blushing  up  below  the  wig  and  all  over 
the  ears,  and  with  an  averted  look  <^  really  deli- 
cate and  yet  awkward,  grave  emburassment — 
"  before  we  gang  to  Bdinhurgfa — hem  ; — Pm  suit 
I  ought  to  be  thankful  for  your  great  coiijt^al  af- 
fection too,  now ;  but  men  ore  ungratefu*  crea- 
tures, and  aye  were, — besides,  I  never,  a'  my  da}i, 
could  thole  buttcrin'  and  plirasin',  and  cspeci^j 
being  at  my  time  o'  the  day  ca'ed  '  my  d&wtie*  ud 
'  my  jewel." 


THE  HOKEY-MOON. 

Now  this  was  a  coiyugal  privilege  which  Eliie 
had  csultingly  assumed  in  the  very  first  hour  of 
her  wedded  life ;  and  she  justly  thought  her  mi- 
nister not  a  little  unreasonable,  in  thus  trying  to 
abridge,  or,  indeed,  to  annul  its  loving  exercise — 
not  a  little  unkind  in  never  using  it  himself. 

"  But,  Effie,  my  woman,  diona  greet  about  it  i 
and  if  yc  must,  frac  your  great  tenderness  of  na- 
ture, ca'  mc  your  '  lamb'  let  it  be  as  sinnel  as  may 
be,  and  only  when  we  are  by  oursel's  if  possible; 
fbr  folks — ay,  e'en  douce  foiks  like  Dr.  ■■ 

or  Mr. ,  will  have  their  laugh  and  iheit 

gibe  at  young  married  folk  like  us.  Ye  dinna 
ken  the  warld  as  I  do,  Effie.  It's  a  jeeria',  evil- 
minded  warld,  I  wot." 

"  I^m  sure  it's  a  hard  and  a  sore  matter,  that  a 
aew-manicd  wife  cannot  get  the  gude  o'  her  tun 
gudeman  for  clashin  tongues,^  rejoined  Eflie; 
dolorous,  but  angry  withal-  "  I  ne'er  heard 
there  was  ony  great  danger  o'  married  folks  being 
overly  fain  o'  ither" 

*'  I'll  no  say  it  either,  Etiie — lang."  And  Gi- 
deon went  on  to  initiate  the  innocence  of  his  bride 
in  the  ways  of  life,  while  she,  in  her  turn,  promis- 
ed, if  possible — for  Gidewi  was  a  reasonable  man — 
to   restrain  the  vivacity  of  hfr  honey-moon  tran- 
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"  But,  abooQ  fC,  minister,  my  jewel,  can  ye  ia- 
aure  me,  who  never  crossed  Queen  ]V(arguct'f 
Ferry,  nor  was  ever  boated,  against  thae  wild 
ante-nuptial  gells  that's  blswiog  about.'" 

"  I  tliink  ye  ha'e  fairly  weath««d  them,  Effie 
Ias£,^  replied  Gideon  jocosely,  fancying,  rightly 
perhaps,  that  his  fair  spouse  might  mean  the  equi- 
noctial gales ; — "  if  we  can  only  ride  out  the  post- 
nuptial breezes."  Now  if  a  man  may  not  cut  a 
sly  joke  at  the  exi>ensc  of  his  unlettered  wife,  after 
having  attended  St.  Andrews  for  seven  years,  we 
do  not  know  what  a  univeraty  education  is  good 
for. 

"  Pooh,  Minister !  my  dearest  dawtie,"  said  Ef- 
fie, "  I  (Unna  care  a  prin  head  for  a  bit  breezie." 
"  Weel — but,  Effie,  there  is  one  thing,"  s^d 
Gideon,  blushing  up  below  the  wig  and  all  over 
the  ears,  and  with  an  averted  look  of  really  deh- 
catc  and  yet  awkward,  grave  embarrassment — 
"  before  we  gang  to  Edinburgh — hem  ; — I'm  sure 
1  ought  to  be  thankful  for  your  great  conjugal  af- 
fection too,  now ;  but  men  are  ungratefii'  crea- 
tures, and  aye  were, — besides,  I  never,  a'  my  days, 
could  thole  buttcrin'  and  phrasin',  and  especially 
being  at  my  time  o"  the  day  ca'ed  '  my  dawtie"  and 
'  my  jewel." 


THE  HONEY-MOON.  7 

Now  thii  was  a  coigugal  privily  which  EflSe 
had  exultbgly  assumed  in  the  very  first  hour  of 
her  wedded  life ;  and  she  justly  thought  her  mL 
ilister  not  a  little  unreasonable,  in  thus  trying  to 
abridge,  or,  indeed,  to  annul  its  hnriiig  ezercise«- 
not  a  little  unkind  in  never  using  it  himself. 

^  But,  Effie,  my  woman,  dinna  greet  about  it ; 
and  if  ye  must,  ftae  your  great  tenderness  of  nt* 
tnre,  ca^  me  your  <  kmb^  let  it  be  as  sinnel  as  may 
be,  and  only  when  we  are  by  oujsel^s  if  possiUe ; 
finr  folks-7*ay,  e^en  douoe  folks  like  Dr.  —— — — - 
or  Mr.  I  ■  ,  will  have  their  laugh  aod  th^ir 
fflbe  at  young  married  fiilk  like  us.  Ye  dinnn 
ken  the  warld  as  I  do,  Effie.  It^s  a  jeering  eril- 
minded  warld,  I  wot^ 

**  Vm  sure  if  s  a  hard  and  a  sore  matter,  that  a 
new-married  wife  cannot  get  the  gude  o"  her  ain 
gudeman  for  dashin  tongueS)^  rejoined  ^ffie; 
dahvous,  but  angry  withal.  ^*  I  ne'er  heaid 
there  was  ony  great  danger  o'  married  folju  bedng 
overly  finn  o'  ither.^ 

''  I'll  no  say  it  cither,  Effie— lang.""  And  Gi- 
d^n  went  on  to  initiate  the  innocence  of  his  bride 
ill  the  ways  of  life,  while  she,  ip  her  tur^  promis- 
ed, if  possible — ^for  Gideop  was  a  reasonable  man — 
to  restrain  the  vivacity  of  h^r  honey-moon  tran- 
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Gideon  hsd  pasted  the  Forda  of  Onu,  the  ma 
rushing  loudly,  and  ascended  those  eteep  grouads 
beyond  them  which  have  already  been  described. 
He  was  just  entering  on  the  dull  expanse  of  tlic 
Pitbauchlie  moor,  when  the  military  ti^rc  of  Cor- 
poral Fugal  was  seen  emerging  irom  the  still  un- 
certain morning  twilight.  The  veteran  was  bui 
just  retiring  ttom  a  protracted  debauch  at  Pit- 
bauchUe,  hall'  scaf^  ovtr,  reehng  across  the  path, 
and,  &om  association  which  might  easily  be  traced, 
whistling,  •'  Steady,  boys,  steady  r 

"  Who  goes  there  ? — a  trie&d — all's  well !" 
shouted  Fugal,  singing  oat  the  challenge,  the 
reply,  and  the  bail  1 

"  Is  that  you  Corporal  ? — ye're  early  astir," 
BMd  Gideon. 

"  So,  ho  !  Master  Halihurton  !  Is  it  you  r  a 
fair  good  even — and  much  joy  too.  How  is  the 
yoimg  mistress  since  she  gaed  through  the  rig. 
Ould  sparrows — ill  to  tame.  D'ye  take  me? 
Jude  vossen  x'tga  ktnaad  tefangon,  as  wc  Bay  in 
Flanders." 

"  Through  the  rig  r  muttered  Gideon,  looking 
considerably  alarmed,  and  hastily  groping  e» 
orowpe. — "  As  1  am  a  living  siimer,  I  have  drap- 
pit  the  woman  and  a'  her  bulxiements  .'—'I  thought 
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I  heard  something  pUy  plunk  m  we  splashed 
through  Oran.  Oh,  Jenny,  Jenny,  this  is  a  sad 
plislde  ye  ha^e  played  me,  if  auglit  evil  has  be- 
fa^en  the  woman  T 

Gideon  was  already  on  the  ground,  and  despe- 
rately turning  Jenny  to  browse,  or  go  whither  she 
would,  he  rushed  back  to  the  Fordu  of  Oraa. 
On  the  near  bank  of  the  river,  whither  she  had 
scrambled  out  of  the  stream  with  all  her  drip- 
ping bundles  round  her,  sat  EfBe,  like  a  rain-beat- 
en lily,  or  a  Niobe,  or  a  Naiad,  ot  a  water  wag- 
tail, or  whatever  dse  of  weeping  and  watery  the 
reader  pleases* 

<<  Oh,  Effie  I  what's  this  o\  woman  !^  cried  the 
afflicted  Gideon. 

<<  It's  no  to  seek  what  IVe  to  say  to  you,  min- 
ister o'  Sourholes  f*  sobbed  the  heart-struck  bride, 
in  a  small  moist  vMce. 

^^  Soh  ho  r  shouted  Fugal,  striding  down  the 
bank  after  him.  **  Puss  squat  on  her  haundes— 
devil  the  fe^  of  her  drowning.  Get  bp  Mistress 
Effie.     Kiss  her^  and  cure  her,  ould  boy.*^ 

'^  Ye  brought  me  out  of  a  bein,  werm,  dry^ 
down-sitting,  minister.-^I  was  wed  and  wotted 
na-»I  behooved  to  be  married ;  and  so  sains  on 
me,  miserable  wretch  that  I  am  r 
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t,  Effie,  Effie,  my  joe  ;-:-Effie,  hinny ;" 
Gi  teon,  soothingly,  and  with  some  laudsble, 
ly  wonderful  first  attempts  at  fondling. 
"  Keep  your  hands  alTme — ye'U  he  my  dead — 
Old  that's  what  yi  ried  she  bitterly. 

"  Be  rational  EfBe.  woman  ;   ye  ken  weel 

that  haith  poor  Jen  ysel'  would  have  been 

th ■" 

"  I  ken  nothing,"  c         ilffie,  warming  in  her 

itl) ;  but  that  I'm  yi       I,  to  my  sorrow,  to  a 

without  natural!      -that  I  ken  ! — unplack- 

nolc,  unmerciful ! — wha  wad  dance  on  my  green 

grave,  or  gi'e  me  a  watery  ane,  e'en  wi'  right  gude 

will," 

"  Whisht,  woman  ! — ye  ken  I  never  danced  a 
foot  in  a'  my  life.  Come  away  now,  and  get  your 
bits  o'  duds  dried ;"  and  he  kindly  drew  her  towards 
him.  But  Effie  was  one  of  Eve's  genuine,  low-bom 
daughters ;  the  more  she  was  entreated  the  crosser 
she  became — her  maxim,  "  the  more  you  ax  me 
the  more  I  wont" — the  softer  the  pleading  the 
more  violent  the  repulse.  Bony  shoulder  blade 
and  sharp  elbow  were  pushed  up  to  shove  off  the 
caressing  hand  which  she  disdtuned  to  touch  with 
her  own. 

This,  it  must  be  noticed,  was  Gideon  and  Effic''s 
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first  great  matrimonial  straggle ;  and  the  field,  at 
this  moment,  it  will  be  owned,  wore  a  very  threat- 
ening aspect  for  the  Minister. 

The  old  rusty  blunderbuss  who  stood  unheeded 
apart,  would  have  burst  had  he  kept  silence 
longer.  He  had  had  no  great  love  for  EfBe  in  her 
maiden  state ;  and  was,  besides,  at  this  moment, 
^*  considerably  disguised;^  so  with  a  glorious  jdly 
swagger  he  reeled  forward,  shouting— <<  Hark  ye. 
Master  Haliburton !— <lo  you  know  how  we  manag- 
ed our  leaguer  lasses  in  Flanders— we  jindemen 
of  the  Grey  ho^se ! — the  strappado ! — ^ITye  take 
me  ? — a  touch  of  the  long-taw :— whiss.'*^  Fugal 
codced  his  eye,  and  made  a  tipsy  flourish  of  flog- 
ging over  the  recumbent  fair,  which  proved  a  fivr- 
tunate  diversion  in  Gideon'^s  favour,  by  turning 
all  her  fury  on  the  '^  ''dacious  Corporal.'" 

Go  your  gate,  Corporal  Scrymmager,^  she 
my  husband  is  nae  compeer  for  you.— - 
Go  your  gate,  and  look  after  your  ain  bonnie  Bess 
Slattery,  wi^  four  Edinburgh  beagles  at  her  heels 
up  the  dean  wood  of  Emescraig  yestreen,  and  a 
Bill-Chalmer  warrant  in  their  pouches.  The 
limmer  wanted  to  palm  her  papers  on  me,  and  to 
get  my  simple  gudeman  to  bring  his  throat  into  a 
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rape  for  the  tike  o'  her.  I  shewed  bcr,  I  thinJc, 
vhat  it  was  to  look  a  vertuous  new-married  womaB 
in  the  face." 

"  Senseless  woman  T  howled  Gideon.  "  What 
ha'e  ye  done  ? — Were  these  piq>er8  for  Xizbeth  tie 
Bruce?" 

"  I  wish,  minislcr,  ye  would  think  o'  them 
that's  nearer  and  dearer  to  you  than  fifty  'Lii- 
beth  de  BniceB.'" 

Gideon  Hinote  on  hie  thigh  in  his  extremity,  nn- 
heeding  Effie,  though  her  teeth  were  now  rattling 
in  her  head  with  cold- 

'*  Haste  ye,.  Fugal,  after  your  runagate  wife. — 
I  must  see  her  if  it  should  cost  gold,"  cried 
Gideon. 

"  Vc  must  see  her  if  it  should  cost  gold  !" 
screamed  Eflic.  "  Oh,  whatna  a  great  sinner  am 
I  tiiat  I  should  be  sae  trystcd  and  afflicted  in  :i 
Iiusband  !"  and  she  wrung  her  liands — but  thiji 
was  all  too  much. 

•'  Hold  your  peace,  woman !"  thundered  Gi- 
deon, in  a  voice  which  made  the  river  hanks  re- 
sound, and  Effie's  conscious  heart  quail  in  her 
bosom,  and  grow  cold  as  the  key  i)f  the  "  manse" 
which  hiy  there.     "  Yes  l  yen  a  sinner — a  great 
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sinner ! — without  bowels,  without  mercy,  without 
charity  I  forgetting  who  made  ye  to  differ  fine 
that  poot  strava^pig  woman  left  to  herself.'*^ 

«<  Who— my  Bess  SUttery  ?""  said  Fugal,  with 
a  martial  frown  and  an  angry  shake  of  his  head. 

^^  She  has  some  touch  o^  gratitude  and  kindness, 
if  ye  but  kent  it,^  continued  Gideon. 

^^  Oh,  Gideon  Haliburton  I  to  eren  me,  the 
wife  of  your  bosom — ^bone  of  your  bone^  and  flesh 
of  your  flesh "^ 

**  D— d  tough  ould  flesh  too  r  hickupped 
Fugal,  by  no  means  satisfied  with  the 
which  both  husband  and  wife  were  taking 

his  Bess  Slattery."" 
—To  even  me,  the  wife  of  your  vows,  to  a 
noughty  randy  like  that!^  And  now  wayward 
Eflie  passionately  seized  the  very  same  homy 
hand  which  she  had  so  lately  repulsed,  hugging 
it  and  rocking  herself  over  it,  singing  out  **  Oh, 
minister !  since  I  am  debarred  from  ca^bg  you  dear 
minister,  dinna  break  the  heart  that  adores  ye  1^ 
Luckily  for  Efiie,  Fugal  was  absorbed  in  angry 
meditation. 

**  Be  quiet  then,  woman,  and  rise,^  said  Gideon, 
withdrawing  his  hand  by  gentle  degrees. 

'^  My  Bess  Slattery  !""  again  hickupped  Fugal, 
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swinging  and  swaggering  on  his  crummock  like  ■ 
pendulum,  his  maudlin,  half-closed  eye  gleaming 
in  the  grey  dawn,  his  arched  nose,  flushed  com- 
plexion, and  the  small  cocked  hat,  pushed  bacb  to 
its  very  last  peg,  on  his  head, — all  making  up  a 
complete  picture  of  a  glorious,  jolly,  but  angry 
trooper. 

"  Did  ye,  Mistresa  Effie'" — and  he  lolled  to  one 
side — "  say  black  was  the  eye" — and  he  recovered 
himself,  but  swung  as  far  the  other  way — "  of  my 
Bess  Slattery  ? — Devilish  dashing  'ooman  !"  con- 
tinued be,  now  muttering  in  soliloquy — "  loved 
her  swing" — and  Fugal  made  a  fearfiil  swing — 
"  a  town  life,  and  a  hot  supper !  Wizzened,  hide- 
bound, ould  jade,  to  compare  herself  with  my 
Bess  Slattery !" 

Gideon  had  twice  raised  his  holly  knotted 
stick  in  anger,  and  twice  lowered  it  in  sorrow. 
Groaning  over  the  drunken  old  reprobate,  and 
seeing  no  hope  of  making  any  thing  of  him,  he 
led  the  dripping,  and  now  repentant  Effie,  to  the 
next  cottage  to  have  her  garments  dried. 

The  poor  weaver,  who  there  pUed  his  weary 
thrift,  was  always  at  his  shuttle  some  hours  be- 
fore day  ;  and  there  the  mourning  bride  was  left, 
while  her  lord  sallied  forth,  avowedly  to  beat  up 
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hill  and  dale  fur  Bess  Slattery.  In  this  search^ 
however,  he  was  unsuccessful,  whatever  his  object 
might  be.  So,  also,  were  the  officers  of  the  law 
who  had  been  in  quest  of  this  stroller,  backed  with 
all  the  aid  and  authority  of  Mr.  Hutchen,  who 
affected  to  be  as  anxious  in  the  chase  as  any  one. 

On  the  following  day,  with  bundles  dried,  and 
temper  recovered,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Haliburton  re- 
sumed their  journey.  Except  that  Effie,  who  had 
never  before  even  seen  the  sea,  much  less  risked 
her  precious  person  on  the  faithless  element,  was 
even  more  difficult  to  l)oat  than  Jenny  Geddes ; 
and,  once  on  board,  clung  round  Gideon'^s  neck 
throughout  their  passage  like  a  Boa  Constrictor, 
putting  him  in  actual  peril  of  strangulation, — ^no- 
thing occurred  on  the  journey  worthy  of  notice  in 
this  history. 

The  happy  pair  reached  the  Grassmarket  of 
Edinburgh  about  five  oVlock  on  the  second  day — 
Effie  sorely  bruised  and  pounded  no  doubt.  But, 
instead  of  taking  ^^  her  ease  in  her  own  inn,""  as 
Gideon  had  business  of  importance  demanding 
immediate  attention,  she  proceeded  to  Monks- 
haugh'^s  lodgings  under  the  protection  of  a  gentle- 
man-usher, lately  exported  from  Lord  Reay'^s 
country^  who  helped  to  carry  her  numerous  bun- 
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tiles,  nnd  tortured  her  by  fears  of  theft  or  escape 
as  he  trotted  his  rapid  and  tortuous  way  through 
the  sinuotiitieq  of  the  Cowgaic.  Blr,  Gideon  was 
to  join  lier  in  an  hour ; — bis  business  lay  in  the 
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CHAPTER  II. 


THK  SYMPOSIUM. 


Do  not  think,  gentlemen,  Fm  drnnk ;  this  it  my  Ancient ;  this  it 
my  right  hand,  and  thit  it  my  left  hand :— I  am  not  drank  now.  I 
can  ttand  well  enough,  and  I  tpeak  well  enoogh« 

OthtBiK 


MoNESHAUGH  was  delighted  with  the  arrival 
of  his  fonner  handmaiden.  Her  long,  sharp,  Nae 
visage  rose  on  his  feelings  of  lonely  exile  like  a 
map  or  picture  of  his  native  landscape,  and  re- 
stored him  to  that  sense  of  individual  import- 
ance which  had  been  lost  amid  the  distraction  of 
new  scenes  and  new  objects.  At  Monkshaugh  he 
would  not,  probably,  in  as  many  years,  have  talk- 
ed so  much  with  Mistress  Effie  as  in  the  hours  of 
this  evening  which  they  spent  together.  There 
was,  indeed,  no  end  to  their  interchange  of  mind. 
As  Johnson  says  of  Pope  and  Martha  Blount : 
^^  Their  acquaintance  began  early;  the  life  of  each 
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was  piciuTctl  on  the  other's  mind  ;  their  c 
tion  was,  therefore,  endearing,  for  when  they  mci 
there  was  an  immediate  coalitioti  of  congenial  oo- 
tions."  Gideon's  absence  was  therefore  little  re- 
marked ill  the  early  part  of  the  evening ;  bui 
after  Monkshaugh,  who  was  still  an  invalid,  had 
retired,  Effie  began  to  wearj',  and  by  ten  o'clock 
her  terror  for  her  Gideon's  safety  became  extreme. 
Of  street  robbery  she  had  taken  care  to  leave  her- 
self no  cause  of  fear  ;  for,  as  she  at  all  times  sen- 
sibly remarked,  "  What  would  the  Minister  do 
wi"  filler  ?  he  would  only  lose  it  out  of  his  brcet- 
pouch."  Her  Scylla  and  Cliarybdis  were  Bess 
Slattcry  and  the  doctors, 
'■  If  Dr.  Munro,  or  ony  o'  tliac  villain  coUcginarj: 
clap  a  plaister  on  bis  mouth  i'  the  dark,  and  make 
an  atomj  o"  my  Gideon  ! — Oh,  what  for  did  I  let 
liim  gang  wandering  tli rough  this  Sodom  and  Go- 
morrah of  a  town,  his  lee  lane;  for,  with  a'  !ii- 
clerg)'  and  lear,  lie  has  never  ii  grain  of  mother- 
wit  to  guide  bimscr." 

Khzalictli  tried  to  sootli  Mrs.  Haliburton's  fear-j 
regarding  tlie  doctors, — a  source  of  liorror  which 
does  no  great  credit  to  the  boasted  intelligence  ot' 
die  lower  orders  of  Scotland,  that  is,  if  tbc 
surgeons   he  rcallv  innocent  of  half  the  inunmiv- 
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makings  of  live  people  which  are  laid  to  their 
charge. 

When  eleven  o'^clock  came,  Elizabeth  herself, 
from  her  knowledge  of  the  great  simplicity  of  Mr. 
Gideon,  was  filled  with  anxious  apprehensions  for 
his  personal  safety  ;  and  had  M  onkshaugh  been  a 
younger  or  a  different  man,  she  certainly  would 
have  called  him  up  to  institute  an  immediate  search 
for  the  Minister. 

Midnight  came,  and  Effie  could  scarcely  be  kept 
from  rushing  into  the  streets  to  search  for  her  be- 
loved. Elizabeth  entreated  her  to  be  composed ; 
and  said,  that  if  another  half  hour  elapsed  with- 
out Mr.  Haliburton^s  appearance,  she  would  cer- 
tainly awaken  Monkshaugh.  They  had  not  waited 
more  than  five  minutes,  when  the  wheels  of  a  car- 
riage were  heard,  then  a  buoyant  step  and  a  loud  gay 
laugh,  which  seemed  Gideon'^s  and  not  Gideon^s. 
Both  females  rushed  to  the  door,  and  the  reverend 
gentleman  himself  appeared,  but  in  such  a  sort  as 
Elizabeth  had  never  imagined,  much  less  had 
Effie  ever  beheld ! — His  complexion  was  slightly 
flushed,  his  wig  a  little  awry,  his  eyes  sparkling  in 
light,  and  an  inexpressible  air  of  bland,  aimless 
good-humour  and  benignity,  without  repose  or  pur- 
pose, was  diffused  over  his  whole  countenance, 
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He  burst  into  unconwullalule  fits  of  Isugliter  on  fast 
seeing  them,  and  flew  about  the  room  like  a  hap- 
py and  lively  child  revelling  in  its  own  delighted 
sensation. 

"  Lord  be  about  us,  Miniet^^,  what  has  come 
owre  ye  F^  demanded  Mrs.  Haliburton. 

"  My  dear  bit,  where  are  you  from  .'**  echoed 
Elizabeth. 

"  He  !  he  !  ho  !  Effie,  woman ;"  and  Gideon 
gttve  her  a  startling  slap  upon  the  shoulder. 

Elizabeth  foimd  it  impossible  to  resist  the 
contagion  of  his  extravagant  humour,  and  stood 
laughing,  in  pure  sympathy,  till  tears  ran  down  her 
cheeks.  Not  so  Mrs.  Haliburton,  who  esclaitn- 
ed  in  her  grief,  "  He  is  out  of  his  mind!  he  is  out 
of  his  mind ! — Or,  think  ye,  is  he  fou  ?"" — she  ad- 
ded, OS  she  earnestly  eyed  Gideon  sUll  cApering 
about. 

"  Have  you  met  your  anugonist .'"  said  Eliza- 
beth, as  soon  as  she  L-ould  speak. 

"  Met  him,  Burd  'Lizbelh !  I  met  them  all, 
Mr.  Delancy  and  aU,  Brave  ehields  yon  !— We 
held  the  grand  sj-mposium,  lass !"  and  atill  he 
floated  about  tlie  room  with  outstretched  arras  in 
all  "  the  poetry  of  motion." 

'  Then,  pray,  sit  down,  and  tell  us  how  you 
spent  the  night." 
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Spent  the  night,  Burd ! — singing  Maggy 
Lauder,  lass  !^ — ^And  with  a  very  tolerable,  rough, 
manly  voice,  and  the  glee  and  enthusiasm  which 
is  the  true  soul  of  convivial  song,  Gideon  half 
sung,  half  whistled,  a  St.  Andrew^s  Latin  version 
of  this  renowned  ditty,  snapping  his  fingers  in  ac- 
companiment. 

^^  Bravo  !^  cried  Elizabeth.  ^^  I  never  before 
knew,  sir,  how  well  you  sung.^ 

^^  Sung,  Burd  !— I  never  myself  knew  till 
this  night  where  my  great  strength  lay.  *  The 
learned  Mr.  Gideon  Haliburton  !'' — That  was  the 
phrase,  lasses.'"'' 

"  Will  ye  crook  your  leg  to  a  seat !'"  said  EflRe, 
following  him  through  the  room. 

^^  Sit !— Let  us  rather  have  a  flee,  Burd— -owre 
the  grey  head  o**  Camethy  yonder,  i""  the  merry 
moonlight! — Whew,  Effie,  lass! — ^would  you  ra- 
ther like  a  swim  in  the  waters  o'  the  Frith  a*"  glis- 
tering and  rippling  yonder  to  the  bright  Maiden 
Moon  ? — Ye^se  be  a  mermaiden,  and  I^U  ride  by 
your  side  like  a  dauphin  on  the  top  of  a  billow— 
Tchick,  Eflie !  we^ll  ding  down  Tamtallan,  and 
build  a  brig  to  the  Bass,  and  flee  through  the  blue 
lyft  gi'ein'  the  stemies  a  snuff,  if  they  look  bleary 
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and  black  i'  the  wick ;  or  lie  cruociliu'  in  the  Uok 
ii'  the  green  hill  singing  the  Kelpie's  bridal —     h 

'  Ho !  ■'  ff  tfciUa  iti*t  bamt  Uie  U)k.  ^| 

Tb«  K«,  tbe  atrauD,  Iht  liiin ' ' 

We'll  hing  Janet's  Vindication  on  tlje  horns  of  the 
moon,  that  all  end^  of  the  earth  may  read  it.^ 

"  Oh,  su-s .'  oh,  HITS  !  what's  this  has  come  owtp 
my  douce  Gideon  ?"  cried  the  afflicted  wife,  while 
Gideon,  still  in  his  vein  of  tipsy  inspiration,  with 
extravagant  geEticulstion,  gave  vent  to  his  incon- 
gniDUB  imaginings. 

"  We'll  go  diving  down  among  the  coral  caves, 
and  wander  in  grottoes  of  silver  spar, — Kffie,  yellte 
the  siller — and  iqi  again,  brushing  the  sliimnu'rini; 
wuvc,likc  the  wild  swini's  wing  when  the  voice  i>f  tlit 
bonnie  bndding  spring  wiles  her  owre  the  f;iem  to 
licrain  mossy  Norrawa'.  I  lev,  hisses!  will  yeHec.-" 
and  he  still  Hew  about  in  the  wililc.st  e\eitenient. 

'■  ilo  is  certainly  mad!"  said  Elizal»eth ;  liui 
her  continued  laughter  at  the  pure  absurdity  of 
his  extravagant  himiour,  showed  that  the  mad- 
ness was  not  of  a  kind  to  alarm  lier  seriouslv, 

"  Oh  '.  think  ye  is  he  clean  demented — wode — 
out  o"  luM  seven  laufu"  senses — lawfu'  senses  ■ — 
Ocli,    sirs!  oeb,  sirs!"    and  EHie   turned   In    licr 
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mad  lord. — '^I^m  neither  sea-maw,  nor  mermaid- 
en,  my  joe : — I'*m  your  ain  woful  wife  this  night, 
Euphane  Fechnie  o'  the  Sourholes.  Do  ye  no 
ken  me,  Gideon,  my  jewel  ?"" 

'^  Hey,  Effie  !  my  bonnie  doo  !^  and  he  chuck- 
ed her  long,  peaked,  and  lappetted  chin,  quite  ro- 
guishly. 

<<  Waes  heart !  waes  heart ! — He  ca^s  me  his 
bonnie  doo.  He^s  louping  as  daft  as  e^er  was  the 
auld  laird  o**  Glowerowrum,  (whilk  the  young 
laird  ca^s  Bellevue,)  that  aye  thought  he  had  a 
bairn  to  bear ; — and  thaf  s  no  sae  daft-like  neither 
as  thinking  me  a  mermaiden,  or  to  ding  down 
Tamtallan,  which  Thomas  the  Rhymer  could 
never  do.  Och  hone !  what  a  trial  to  a  new-married 
wife !" 

^^  Perhaps  the  Minister  has  been  taking  a  little 
wine,^  said  Elizabeth,  to  relieve  the  conjugal  ter- 
rors of  Mrs.  Haliburton  by  a  lighter  form  of  evil. 
^^  With  his  singularly  abstemious  habits  very  little 
would  affect  him.^ 

'^  Wine  !  Can  the  mocking  loons  haV  held  the 
cup  o'  sorcery  to  the  lip  o^  a  saunt  on  earth  like  my 
Gideon !  Oh,  my  jewel,  Gideon,  will  ye  no  be 
guided,  and  gang  to  your  bed  !^ 

"Whew, Effic!  Champagne — Falemian,  lass!— 
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Jnteriore  nota  Faltmi,  'Liibeth  \  Solvere  pra- 
oordia  virum — '  Wine  that  ^ads  the  heart  o'  man,' 
lasses.  A  grand  symposium !— oothing  going  but 
Horace  and  TuUy  at  the  least  bode,  Effie  lass.^ 

"  Oh,  sirs !  oh,  sirs !  He*8  Bpeaking  wT 
tongues  1 — '  too  much  leamii^  hath  made  him 
mad,^ "  cried  Effie ;  while  Gideon,  curioualy  o^ing 
her,  burst  into  a  fresh  lay,  chanting,  all  him- 
•cJf;  a  catch  or  glee  &r  three  voices,  which  he  had 
lewned  within  the  hour,  with  a  running  accMDpa- 
ninittit  of  extravagant  gesticulatioii,  and  solemn 
cracking  of  thumbs,  altogether  in  a  style  whid 
might  have  drawn  "  three  souls  out  of  one  weaver." 

Wat—"  I,  gBMrou*  IPiJK,  *Bi  for  tlic  Coort, 
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which  fairly  running  Gideon  out  of  breath,  EfHe 
again  broke  in. 

''  He's  fou,  my  Leddy  Xiibeth  !  He's  as  fou 
as  the  Baltic  ocean  !  Oh  !  sirs,  if  the  Sourholes' 
Session  get  wit  o'  this  calamity,  he'll  be  broken, 
cashiered,  deposed,  and  his  puir  family  harried  out 
o'  house  and  hauld !  Speak  to  him,  Leddy  Xis- 
beth,  my  dear.  Caution  him ;  he  mmds  no  Uving 
sae  much  as  you.'' 

'Never  had  Effie's  conjugal  feelings  been  so 
much  excited,  or  so  highly  taxed  to  preserve  her 
own  self-possession,  the  credit  of  her  Minister,  and 
the  fortunes  of  her  house,  as  in  this  awful  conjunc- 
ture. 

^^  My  dear  sir,  sit  down,"  said  Elizabeth,  trying 
to  fix  him  in  a  seat.  ^'  Sit  down  and  tell  us  where 
you  have  been.  You  have  been  bit  by  the  taran- 
tula I  believe." 

^^  Tarantula,"  repeated  Gideon,  shaking  his 
head  at  her,  and  smiling  with  vacant  childish 
delight.  "  Ye  are  a  blithe  Burd — Eh,  lassie  ! 
how  mony  are  there  o'  ye.^  Ane,  twa,  three 
Leddy  'Lisbeths — and  four  candles.  No  !  that's 
not  it — twa,  three,  four  candles,  and  three  bonnie 
Leddy  'Lizbeths,  a'  glinting  and  dancing  through- 
ither.-^But  I'm  a  wae,  wae  man,  Effie,  this  night. 
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SO  Hing  mc  a  dolefii''  ssng,  Burd, — something  vse- 
some  to  make  me  greet." 

"  Did  ever  mortal  hear  of  a  wise  nuut  wanting 
A  Bang  to  gar  him  greet  before  ?"  said  Effie.  "  He 
is  clean  demented  T 

Mrs.  Haliburton  had  no  idea  of  the  Tolaptumu! 
melancholy  of  the  poet's  mistress — 


Thr  wng  th«t  mikH  b«  giiarc." 

But  it  appeared  that  Gideon's  imagination  was,  to- 
night, of  this  luxurious  c&§t,  for  he  b^an  to  war- 
ble in  shakes  and  grace-notes,  with  pathos  utterly 
subversive  of  all  Elizabeth's  attempts   at  gntTity, 
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in  liquor — I  see  it — ^ne'er  deny  it ;""  and  he  shook 
his  finger  at  her — "  ye  are  fou — ^your  een  are 
reeling  in  your  head,  woman.*" 

"  Now,  Minister,  after  that  ony  thing  !  Me  in 
drink  r  cried  Effie  indignantly  and  in  tears  at  the 
cruel,  the  unjust  aspersion. 

"  Fie  upon  you,  woman  !  a  female  in  drink  is 
worse  than  a  swine.  Ye  have  a  thirsty  covetous 
heart,  Effie.  Ye  drank  all  the  ale  i""  the  bicker 
this  afternoon,  at  Luckie  Scott^s  public  at  Cra- 
mond  Brig — for  fear  it  should  be  lost,  ye  said — 
for  fear  the  poor  wife  at  the  door  should  get  a  taste 
of  it.     It  has  flown  to  your  brain,  woman  !^ 

Effie,  now  unutterably  indignant,  would  have 
become  clamorous  had  not  Elizabeth  implored  her 
to  forbear  and  be  silent. 

"  Go  to  your  bed,  woman,  when  I  bid  you  r 
added  Gideon,  sternly.  "  Sarah  reverenced  her 
husband,  calling  him  lord — ^whose  daughters  ye 
are  as  long  as  ye  do  well,  and  are  not  afraid  with 
any  amazement. — A  text,  Leddy  'Lizbeth,'^  con- 
tinued Gideon,  addressing  Elizabeth  in  a  quiet 
and  sagacious  tone,  '*'  on  whilk  commentators  dif- 
fer ;  though  I  this  night — ^but  it  is  a  clean  new 
light — ^take  it  to  refer  to  the  skirling  and  squeeling 
the  women-folk — ay,  e'en  yourseF,  Burd— will  set 
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Up  if  tlicy  sec  an  ettcrcap  on  their  tucker,  or  tf 
bit  mouse  creep  below  their  little-coat."" 

"  Eh,  save  ua,  Minifiter !"  interrupted  Effie, 
modest  confusion,  clapping  her  hand  on  his 
mouth — "  ye  do  not  consider !"  And  in  this 
she  dragged,  auc]  Gideon  followed  her  up  ?l 
ie&ving  Elizabeth  to  reflect  on  the  delirious  eflecli  i 
of  wine,  even  on  a  character  so  truly  estimable  Mi 
that  of  her  simple  and  venerable  tutor.  "  "TiiiK 
very  well,"  she  thought ;  "  but  I  trust  I  shall  at-- 
ver  see  Mr.  Haliburton  tipsy  again." 

It  was  a  flight  no  one  ever  could  see-  GltleM 
was  a  man  of  strong  and  high  principle ;  his  ill 
cup  was  drained.      But  we  anticipate. 

Mr.  Haliburton  had  once,  in  the  course  of  til 
long  life,  felt  his  head  rather  muddled  with  repeit 
ed  draughts  urged  upon  him  of  "  Auld  Balwhir- 
lie's"  potent  ale ;  and  from  that  hour  he  had  ncvei 
tasted  malt  liquor  stronger  than  Castlebum  tn- 
penny  {"  three  barley  pickles  to  the  bottle,"  Frial 
stid),  an  "  acid  dtl' '"  which  a  hermit  might  halt 
profusely  quaffed  without  any  actual  infringemeitt 
of  bis  TOWS  to  the  crystal  spring.  Wolfe  Grahsnte. 
when  a  lad  of  Eeventeeii,  had  also,  in  a  ven'  is- 
proper  fi-ohc,  taken  advantage  of  his  eingular  i^ 
sencc  of  mind,  to  make  him  swallow  fully  as  vavA 
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Fort  as  he  could  decently  carry.  But  what  were 
these  muddy  potations  to  the  exhilarating  Cham- 
pagne which  Gideon  had  quaffed  at  this  ^^  Sym- 
posium,^ as  he  called  it,  till  his  brain  was  on  fire, 
and  his  eyes  rolled  in  fine  frenxy.  To  describe 
the  influence  of  this  bewitching  fluid  on  Gideon  is 
beyond  our  powers.  It  was  at  once  poetic  inspira- 
tion and  musical  fantasy. 

Mr.  Haliburton  was,  however,  as  we  have  seen, 
at  last  prevailed  with  to  go  bed,  and  to  defer  fly- 
ing till  next  day.     The  coaxing,  wheedling,  and 
wife4ik€  management  of  Efiie  throughout  the  af- 
fair "in  humouring  him,''  as  she  said,  proved  not 
the  least  amusing  part  of  the  after-scene  to  Elisa- 
beth.    Upon  the  whole,  Mrs.  Haliburton's  conju- 
gal feelings  were  highly  creditable  to  her.     It  is 
not  to  be  supposed  that  afler  thirty  years  near  and 
intense  contemplation  of  matrimony,  EfHe  entered 
that  high  and  holy  state  unprepared  for  its  many 
trying  duties,  in  all  existing  or  possible  circum- 
stances. That  "  her  Gideon,"'  as,  behind  his  back, 
she  still  persisted  in  calling  the  Minister,  should 
have  been  "  owreta'en,''  was  scarcely  within  the 
scope  of  possible  events ;  but  even  this  phenomen- 
on found  her  prepared.     There  was  a  touch  of 
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Jrria  in  the  way  she  put  to  her  lip,  saying,  **  It's 
no  sae  dooms  bitter,  Minister,  my  jewel,'"  the 
draught  of  Monk8hKugb''8  soda  water  which  Elisa- 
beth prescribed  as  a  sedadve,  and  at  which  Gi- 
deon made  hideous  faces ;  for  to  this  restoratiTe 
beverage  he  was  as  much  a  stranger  as  to  the 
more  seducing  Champagne  and  claret  which  ren- 
dered it  necessary. 

Next  morning,  when  Mrs.  Haliborton  joined 
Elisabeth  in  the  parlour,  she  looked  not  only  the 
wife,  but  the  calm,  prudent,  indulgent,  we  were 
going  to  say  by  consequence,  the  somewhat  self- 
important  new-made  wife,  almost  over  anxious,  if 
such  a  thing  be  possible,  to  demonstrate  how  en- 
tire her  forgiveness  of  an  erring  but  beloved  hus- 
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ty  how  they  sing  the  cod-croon-f"  owre  soon;  for  men 
at  the  best  are  6*  pridefii'*  and  obstreperous  na- 
tures.*" And  Effie  thought  on  the  tables  turned 
upon  herself  at  the  Fords  of  Oran. 

Mr.  Gideon  awoke  at  last  and  stared  around 
him.  The  noon-day  sun  was  flaring  into  his  attic 
chamber ;  and  by  his  bed-side  stood  Effie  like  a 
ministering  angel,  with  a  cup  of  Elizabeth^s  strong 
green  tea.  The  occurrences  of  the  past  night  re- 
turned in  a  broken  dream  of  shame,  folly,  and 
intemperance.  Gideon  violently  drew  the  curtains 
close  around  himself,  and  groaned  aloud  in  bitter- 
ness of  spirit.  Had  he  been  a  Catholic  he  would 
have  macerated  his  flesh,  or  endowed  a  monastery, 
or  undertaken  a  pilgrimage.  As  it  was,  he  was  a 
man  of  the  tenderest  conscience,  of  unspotted  mo- 
rals, and  unspotted  name ;  and  his  deep  anguish 
and  contrition  probably  far  exceeded  the  measure 
of  his  error.  After  the  first  tumult  of  his  feelings 
had  subsided,  he  humbly,  and  even  patiently,  bore 
£ffie''s  tender  caresses,  and  even  endured  her  con- 

f  Addiflon  says  somewhere  of  Miltoni  tlut  the  Eugliah  language 
rank  under  him.  We  presume  the  equally  impreaaive  and  venerar- 
ble  Scottish  dialect  has  given  way  under  Mrs.  Gideon  Haliburton ; 
for  we  have  in  vain  searched  the  learned  and  recondite  Dr.  Jamieaoa 
for  the  above  picturesque  word,  which  a  lover  or  a  poet  might  render 
the  "  pillow-song ;"  married  men,  and  those  "  of  imagination  lc«s 
compact— curtain  lecture." 
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jugal  and  loving  forgiveness,  a  thousand  and  i 
thousand  times  repeated,  which  certainly,  of  md^ 
was  penance  enough. 

It  was  twilight  before  he  made  his  appeannee 
dowti  stairs. — He  had  not  yet  broken  his  &sL 
His  parched  lips,  cadaverous  complexiiWf  and 
massy  features,  relaxed  and  elongated  into  a 
rueful  and  even  ludicrous  expression  of  shame  and 
despondency,  made  strange  contrast  with  the  buoy* 
ant  sprightlincss  of  the  whole  man  on  the  former 
night.  His  nietul  physiognomy  at  once  damped 
the  fire  of  the  impromptu  a  loUir,  Monkshaugh 
had  chuckled  all  day  in  hatching,  and  with  wliidt 
lie  intended  to  greet  the  appearance  of  the  back- 
sliding saint  of  the  Sourholes. 

While  Monkshaugli  remained  in  the  parlour 
Gideon  spoke  not  one  word ;  but  when  left  alone 
with  his  friend  Ehzabeth,  and  his  tender  and  soli- 
citous Effie,  her  delicate  investigation  elicited  the 
following  facts. 

When  Gideon  reached  what,  probably  under 
some  mistake  of  bis  absent  nund,  he  eunceived 
the  dwelling  of  his  antagonist,  a  bright  fire  glanc- 
ing through  Venetian  blinds,  discovered  the  inte- 
rior of  a  comibnable  aud  handsome  apartment, 
carpeted,  curtained,  and  lined  on  three  sides  wit!] 
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well  filled  book-shelves.  A  dinner-table,  neatly 
laid  out,  showed  that  three  persons  were  expected 
to  share  of  the  comforts  and  elegancies  soon  to  be 
dispensed. 

The  servant  who  opened  the  door,  on  Gideon^s 
awkward  rustic  summons  and  inquiry  for  his 
master,  said  his  master  was  engaged ;  but  a  young 
gentleman,  advancing  from  an  inner  door,  invited 
the  Minister  to  walk  in ;  and  as  he  seemed  at  a 
loss  how  to  dispose  of  Jenny'^s  halter,  ordered  the 
grinning  domestic  to  hold  ^^  the  gentleman^s  bridle.^ 

"  *  I  am  Gideon  Haliburton,'  said  I,  Xizbeth, 
^  frae  the  Sourholes,  in  the  parish  of  St.  Serf,  or 
St.  Servanus,  and  no  gentleman  after  this  world^s 
repute.  But  if  ye  be  the  author  of  what  is  alleged, 
I  desire  an  instant  communing  wi"*  ye."*  And  I 
flung  down  the  pock  wi**  the  printed  authorities, 
writs,  and  evidents,  and  told  mine  errand  unfear- 
ing  the  face  of  clay.*" 

"  'Lizbeth,  are  the  children  o**  this  world  wiser 
in  their  generation  than  the  children  o'  light — or 
am  I  a  vain-glorious  self-deluding  sinner  ?^ 

"  ^  Have  I  the  happiness,'  quoth  he,  *  to  see 
beneath  my  roof  the  learned  Mr.  Gideon  Hali- 
burton,  who  carries  more  Hebrew  and  Greek  be- 
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ncath  his  i^ig  tlian  all  the  synod  of  DumbUner' 
sad  at  a  wink  another  trencher  was  clinkit  on  the 
boaid-end,  and  two  other  young  gentlemen  and 
the  lad  Delancy  came  in-  How  could  I  d«iy, 
Xbbcth,  that  I  was  Gideon  Haliburton  ;  and  I'm 
sure  yet,  I  ken  none  other  of  the  name?  '  I  ant 
no  pretender  to  carnal  knowledge,'  quoth  I — for  I 
at  first  stood  on  my  peremptors.  '  As  a  plain 
Protestant  Christian  man  I  have  buckled  on  the 
armour  of  truth  in  the  cause  of  one,  who,  ihou^ 
neither  Queen  nor  Countess,  nor  of  high  pedigree, 
was  a  mother  in  our  reformed  Israel,  yea,  even  of 
Janet  Geddes  of  St.  Giles's  parish,  for  whose  good 
name  I  will  stand  up  against  all  malignants  and 
detractors,  whatever  their  d^ee — ay,  like  a  *  bra- 
8en  wall.' " 

Oneof  the  young  chields  made  some  light  speech 
about  Jenny  being  fortunate  in  having  found  so 
brave  a  Knicht  to  do  battle  for  her — for  a  carnal 
man  has  aye  a  carnal  tale,  'Lizheth — and  with  that 
he  pulled  off  my  worsted  mitten " 

"  Preserve  me  .'  and  has  he  lost  his  EpUt-Dew 
mittens  !"  cried  EHle,  "  that  might  ha'e  been  an 
honesty  to  him  as  lang  as  he  Lved.  Lady  Harrit 
wrought  them  wi'  her  own  hands.'" 
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— Saying  it  was  my  gage  of  battel ;  and  that 
his  friend  could  do  no  less  than  take  it  up,^  contin^ 
ued  Gideon. 

^^  The  adversary  is  of  a  far  mair  composed  and 
discreet  nature,  and,  will  he  nill  he,  made  me  sit 
down  at  his  board-end,  sajring,  he  was  a  bachelor 
for  that  day  ;  and  as  I  said  I  had  eaten  my  bread 
imd  cheese  at  Gallowa^  Tam\  I  might,  if  I 
pleased,  call  this  my  supper  meal.  *  It^s  ill  talk- 
ing,^ quoth  he,  ^between  a  full  man  and  a  fasting; 
and  I  shall  need  to  recruit  my  strength  before  I 
come  to  handigrips  with  the  learned  Mr.  Gideon 
Haliburton."  I'm  a  bom  idiot — ^there's  no  doubt 
of  that,  Effie.'^ 

"  The  vivers  were  savoury  and  tempting.— 
What  ye  ca'  a  roast  goose  among  other  sic  like 
kickshaws  and  delicates ^ 

"  Was  it  wi**  apple  sauce  ?^  inquired  Effie, 
gravely.  ^^  It  was  aye  apple  sauce  we  used  in 
Monkshaugh;  and  rings  o'  raw  ingans  on  the 
drum-sticks — the  Laird  called  them  aye  the  ruffle- 
cufis,  for  weel  he  likes  a  joke.^ 

"  There  were  onions,^  said  Gideon,  drily.  "  So 
down  I  sat,  ''Lizbeth.  The  adversary  has  the 
blithe  ee,  and  the  soft  answer  which  tumeth  away 
wrath — I  confess  that. — There's  glamour  about 
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the  man.     I  vent  like  Balaam  to  curse,  and  lo,  f 
returned  ! — But  yc  shall  hear.     I  was  something 
sharp  Bct,  too,  after  a  lang  ride  and  the  sea-air — '" 
"  I'm  sure  ye  made  an  excellent  full  meltith  at 
the  Sourholes  only  the  very  day  before  yesterday  f 
said  Effie. 

"  ^And  to  my  shame  I  own   that  I  may  be 
smelt  the  creature-comforts,  reeking  in  ftagrance 
on  thnt  Itoard-heaci,  as  a  hungry  man  will  do. — 
There  was  an  advocate  chicld  with  a  tongue  would 
have  wiled  the  la^Tock  frae  the  blue  cloud ;  and 
a  third  they  called    ••••••  that  in  pure 

mirth  and  merriment  would  have  made  twin  rose- 
buds quarrel  on  one  stalk.  So  I  must  take  a  glass 
of  wine  with  this  one,  and  a  glass  with  that  one, 
till  the  board-head  wa»  cleared ;  and  then  down 
came  this  Greek  classic,  and  that  Latin  classic, 
all  for  the  opinion  of  *  the  learned  Afr.  Gideon 
HaUburton,'  no  doubt" — Gideon  shook  his  niefiil 
head—"  Book  me  for  an  ass,  'Lizbeth, — weel  did 
they  ken  all  tliey  asked  far  better,  than  I  could 
tell  them  !  Perfect  beauties  of  books,  too — Elri- 
vers  and  Alduses — miracles  of  typt>graphy  ;  and 
aye  between  hands  the  tithcr  ringing  glass  o'  that 
elixir  of  Sathanus. — But  why,  self-deceiving  sinner 
that  I  am,  lay  the  blame  of  my  folly  on  the  crea- 
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tures  of  a  bountifid  providence,  and  spare  my  ain 
fide  head  and  lustfu^  appetites  ?  I  was  puifed  up 
wi'  pride  and  vain-glory,  Xizbeth  : — I  needed  a 
brog  firae  the  thorn  of  adversity  to  prick  me  and 
let  tlie  wind  out  of  me.  I  thought  I  was  fit  for 
Abraham^s  bosom,  while  I  was  still  wallowing  in 
Delilah^s  lap  ! -^ 

^^  Eh,  save  us.  Minister !""  exclaimed  modest 
Effie. 

" Let  me  be  humble  and  thankful  if  I  get 

the  sanctified  use  of  my  downfa".  How  the  revel 
sped  I  cannot  guess.  There  were  auld  tales,  and 
auld  rhymes,  and  St.  Andrew'^s  dog-latin  clatter ; 
and  then,  I  think,  one  of  the  yoimg  chields  gave 
the  health  of  Mrs.  Haliburton,  and  got  me  upon  a 
chair "" 

"  They  were  very  civil  and  kind,  I'm  sure,^ 
said  Effie. 

" But  my  head  began  to  bizz  like  a  bees'' 

bike  in  a  sunny  day  in  June.  I  believe  I  came 
under  promise  never  to  visit  Edinburgh  without 
dining  wi'  them ;  and  if  I  ever  sold  Jenny ^  I  was 
to  gi'e  one  of  them  the  first  offer.  They  had 
heard  from  Mr.  Delancy  that  this  was  my  honey- 
moon, and  how  I  drappit  the  woman  at  the  Fords 
of  Oran  ;  so  they  hired  a  coach,  saying  they  could 
keep  me  nae  langer  from  my  young  gudewife — "^ 
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"  Now  tlmt  was  very  considerate. — I'm  sure' 
I'm  obligated  to  them,"  said  Eflie ;   and  Gideon 

groaned  and  proceeded,    "  and   vouchsafed 

me  all  needful  service  in  getting  Janete  Vmdica- 
tion  through  the  press  correctly,^— That's  a 
Christian  champion's  work  evpn  yet,  'Lixheth  ;  bat 
it's  nae  lauger  mine.  They  maun  liavc  cleaner 
hands  and  more  stedfaRt  spirits  that  adventure  that 
job.  I  burnt  the  haill  Vindicatimi  up  the  stair, 
as  the  first  Iruits  o'  a  sincere  repentaDce." 

"  'Deed,  Minister,  ye  arc  aye  rash  o'  your 
hands." 

Gideon  looked  round,  all  the  author  bf^ming  in ' 
his  face — the  still  fresh  memorj-  of  literary  toil  en- 
countered— of  controversial  triumph  achieved,  re- 
turning in  tlieir  first  glow — "  Say  ye  sae,  Eflie,  my 
woman  ?"  said  he,  somewhat  eagerly. — "  I  mind 
the  best  feck  of  the  strong  facts,  and  a'  the  ratioci- 
naUon." 

"  Troth  I  say  sae. — There  was  as  muckle  gude, 
clean,  written  paper  yonder,  as  might  have  singet 
a  bit  ehuckie  to  us  at  the  Manse  for  seven  year  - 
to  come." 

"  Umph !"  said  Gideon  with  a  son  of  rumbling 
groan ;  and,  afrer  a  pause,  he  exclaimed,  **  Self- 
righteous  and  vain-glorious  again,  "Liibeth.  Truly 
and  well  has  Luther  said,  '  That  every  man  is  bom 
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with  a  Pope  in  his  heart.''  Mine  ye  see  is  now 
rampant  and  riotous — ^now  hidden  and  subtle."^ 

*^  I  blame  those  with  whom  you  fell  in  company,^ 
said  Elizabeth ;  ^'  and  I  think  you  must  have 
been  under  a  mistake  altogether  as  to  whom  you 
met.'' 

*^  No,  no,  Lizbeth.  They  were  clever,  gallant, 
welLnatured  young  gentlemen,  very  facetious— and 
grand  scholars.  I  shame  to  have  been  seen  among 
them  in  such  guise.  Yet  why  should  the  cause  o' 
truth  suffer  for  the  frailties  o'  the  worms  that  ad- 
here to  it  r 

"  You  judge  yourself  too  severely,"  said  Eliza- 
beth. *^  You  could  not  know  the  potency  of  ihe 
intoxicating  beverage  so  liberally  urged  upon  you.^ 

"  'Lizbeth  de  Bruce,  league  not  your  sweet 
speech  with  the  deceitful  heart  to  delude  baith 
yourself  and  me.  I  should  ha'e  kenned ;  and, 
what  is  mair,  /  did  ken  what  I  was  doing — at  first 
at  any  rate.  I  tried  to  make  myself  believe  it  was, 
as  one  o'  them  said,  small  ale  sparkling  in  their 
crystal  goblets;  but  I  was  enticed  by  the  en- 
chantments o'  the  cup,  and  I  tried  to  drown  my 
conscience  with  potions  and  philtres.  I  trow  if  I 
had  thought  their  wine  like  our  ain  Castlebum 
sma'  drink,  I  would  not  have  ta'en  sae  muckle  of  it.*" 
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Elizabeth  could  not  help  smiling  at  this  ran 
cuidour. 

"  I  lusted  to  quaff  a  maddening  liquor  thit 
threw  open  a  fiile's  paradise  to  me  ;  and  cleaved  to 
ft  refuge  of  Ues  as  an  excuse  for  swilling,  till  both 
sense  and  grace  were  made  shipwreck  of.  Wellii 
drunkenness  named  bret'U  inaanis.  No,  no  I  I 
wittingly  coramitted  the  sin,  let  me  openly  dree 
the  shame.  '  Wo  to  the  drunkards  of  Ephraim  !• 
*  Howl !  ye  drinkers  of  wine  I'  And  I  would  (hit 
night  proclaim  myself  before  my  people  as  a  wine- 
bibber,  a  man  given  to  revelling,  and  vjiin  ieEtm?, 
and  fiile-rhymes,  forgetting  the  pilgritn-soDgs  of 
David,  but  for  dread  that  my  fall  might  prove  a 
stumbling-block,  or  that  through  me  reprtwch 
might  be  brought  on  the  scattered  remnant  of  the 
Lord's  people,  among  whom  I  am  an  unworthy  la- 
bourer." 

"  The  labourer  is  worthy  o'  his  hire,"  said  Effic. 
"  That's  sound  orthodox  divinity.  Ae  swallow 
doesna  make  a  simmer :  aud,  'deed,  ftf  inister,  my 
joe,  yell  do  nae  sic  thing.  That  wad  be  a  pro- 
clamation  and  a  half!  for  a'  the  wine-bibbing  ye 
ha'e  bibbet '.  The  Enemy  just  got  power  owre  ye 
when  ye  left  your  wife ;  and  sae  has  he  ere  now 
over  many  a  sappy  preacher.     If  ye  had  only  u'en 


THE  SYMPOSIUM.  43 

a  waucht  o^  gude  brown  ale,  a  frugal  liquor,  again^ 
which  there  is  naething  said  in  scripture—^ 

^^  Whisht,  woman  ^  interrupted  Gideon.  ^  Man^s 
deadliest  enemy  lies  in  his  ain  heart  There  lurks 
the  Legion  mair  perilous  to  his  soul  than  fifty 
devils  raging  hot  from  heU  !^ 

'^  Now,  minister,  I  aye  tbou^t  that  when  a 
saunt  like  you  was  owreta^en,  it  was  dean  out  and 
out  the  work  o'  the  Enemy.'"  Gideon  groaned 
and  frowned ;  but  Effie  persisted— <<  Rest  your 
bit  sinless  infirmity  wi^  the  wife  o^  your  bosom,  and 
it  shaU  never  come  against  ye.  Mighty  matter  f 
Many  a  godly  divine  has  been  fou  before  now- 
ay, haill  presbyteries — that^s  o^  the  Auld  Kirk 
folk.    David  himseP  fell  into  bits  o^  scrapes— the 

man  according ^ 

**  Ye  speak  as  one  of  the  foolish  women,^  said 
Gideon  sternly,  knitting  his  brows.  "  When  ye 
speak  of  David's  sins,  think  of  David^s  repentance.^ 
He  deigned  no  farther  notice  of  his  temporizing 
and  judicious  helpmate,  but  turned  to  Elizabeth 
with  the  same  air  of  stem  solemnity,  saying,  ^^Eli- 
zabeth de  Bruce,  ye  are  young ;  and,  if  innocent 
can  be  applied  to  a  fallen  creature,  ye  are  innocent 
of  great  actual  transgression ;  nor  are  ye  like  to 
fall  into  this  snare  of  wine  and  revel ;  but  the 
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Enemy  bute  his  hooks  in  many  cunain^  ways  for 
a'  sorts  o'  prey.  With  a'  the  watch  and  ward  yc 
may  keep,  even  you  may  stumble.  Beware  eyea 
then  o'  juggling  and  pahering  with  your  ain  con- 
science. Preserve  the  virginity  of  couscience- 
Seek  not  to  think  your  evil  good,  even  while  its  in- 
sidious strength  is  prevailing  against  you ;  nor 
your  darkness  light,  e'en  while  your  tossed  spirit  is 
wading  and  groping  under  its  mirkest  shadow. 
The  hypocrite,  Effie,  would  fam  make  the  Devil 
his  scape-goat,  All  is  safe  while  the  Enemy  beK« 
the  burden.  Let  us  look  at  hame,  lass  ;  and  let 
me  begin  first"  And  he  passed  out  to  his  own 
apartment. 

Elizabeth  recollected  having  heard  Uelancy — 
no  very  accurate  theologian,  perhaps,  though  an 
Oxford  scholar — say,  "  That  Mr.  HalibuTtmi 
was  the  first  Methodist  he  had  ever  seen  who 
had  the  honesty  and  magnanimity  to  "  Give  the 
Devil  his  due." 

Gideon  would  have  disdained  the  name  of  Me- 
thodist ;  but  he  deserved  Delancy's  praise  at  this 
time,  from  the  candour  with  which  he  disclaimed 
Elizabeth's  favourable  construction  of  his  case, 
and   Efiie's  convenient   mode   of  acquitting  the 
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CHAPTER  III. 

SEEING  THE    LIONS. 

Edina,  Scotia's  darling  teat, 
All-hail  tby  Palaces  and  Towers ! 

Buaxs. 

On  the  third  day  of  their  visit,  Monkshaugh^ 
guests,  having  made  an  early  dinner,  went  abroad 
to  see  sights.     In  this  gadding  purpose  Gideon, 
however  he  might  secretly  grumble,   durst  not 
gainsay  his  lady ;  for  he  was  still  in  sackcloth  and 
ashes  for  his  late  backsliding.     The  Edinburgh 
lions  most  rampant  in  Effie^s  imagination  were 
^^Sir  William^s  Bank"^ — a  holy  shrine,  the  Krames, 
Major    Weir's   Land,    George    Heriot's    effigy, 
the  Queen  of  Sheba,  with  scales  and  broadsword 
in  hand,  on  a  tomb  in  the  Greyfriars'  church-yard, 
fresh  from  executing  justice  on  a  baket  who  sold 
rolls  of  light  weight,  and  whose  headless  trunk  lay 
at  her  feet,  a  monument  and  warning  to  all  gene- 
rations.    But  above  aU,  Effie  longed  to  see  what 
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she  called  "  the  Stone  Statute  of  King  Charles" 
jump  off  his  horse  whenever  he  heard  St.  Giles'« 
clock  strike  two.  of  which  Fnsel  had  a  thousand 
Umes  assured  her.  She  accordingly,  in  Gteving 
haste,  draped  her  Minister  up  the  Canongate, 
lest  they  should  be  too  late  for  the  phenomenon ; 
and  hy  half-past  one  o'clock  the  disconsolate  Gi- 
deon took  his  station  by  her  side,  near  Messrs. 
Bell  and  Bradfute';;  shop-window,  St.  Giles,  the 
Reformation,  Janet  Geddes  and  her  unlucky  Fin- 
dicatiott  rising  like  spectres  before  his  conscience, 
and  caudie  and  'prentice  grinning  around  him. 

AAer  doing  penance  here  for  a  quarter  of  an 
hour,  Gideon  once  more  tried  to  ai^e  the  point  of 
the  "  Statute." 

"  It's  clean  against  natural  reason,  Effie  wj 
woman,"  said  he  ingratiatingly,  "  that  a  atone 
image  or  statue  can  loup.  Come  away  now,  and 
ril  show  you  the  tomb  of  the  Blessed  Martyrs: 
oxter  me  now.  That  Queen  of  Sheba,  you  Strati^ 
oran  folks  haver  about,  is  just  the  heathen  figure 
of  Justice  with  her  emblems  of  sword  and  scales, 
on  the  tombof  a  Senator  of  the  College  of  Justice; 
and  tlie  lieadless  figure  is  not  Deacon  Daigh,  I 
assure  you ;  for  the  Deacon  though  warldly,  is  a 
very  honest,  and  a  living  man,  but  clean  another 
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cherub,  that  has  by  some  accident  fallen  down  and 
gotten  its  neck  broken.*^ 

But  Mrs.  Haliburton  knew  better  ;  and  Gideon 
groaned  but  yielded  the  point,  merely  saying, 
*'  Ye  have  a  clearer  spiritual,  than  a  carnal  diik 
cemment,  Effie,  my  woman ;  ye  aye  understood, 
ye  say,  the  deepest  of  my  discourses,— will  ye  no 
believe  me  in  a  plain  rational  tale  !— -And  yonder, 
as  I  am  a  living  sinner !  is  Mr.  Delancy,  and  the 
young  birkie  who  would  threep  wi"*  me,  on  my 
black  night,  that  Tacitus  gives  an  account  of  a 
battle  between  Prester  John  and  Alexander,  near 
the  Pillars  of  Hercules  !  He  is  but  lame  in  his 
Latinity,  or  so  pretends ;  but  it  requires  no  great 
chronology  to  mind  that  night.**^ 

Gideon  blushed  swarthy  red  as  the  young  men 
advanced,  arm  in  arm,  from  the  Parliament  House, 
and,  in  elegant  modern  phrase,  fairly  ^^  rump- 
ed^  them,  pretending  to  study  the  title-pages  diik 
played  in  the  shop-window  at  which  he  stood. — 
^'  I  would  as  soon  see  the  muckle  black  de^il,*"  was 
his  sinful  thought.  But  there  was  no  escape.  The 
young  men  made  their  advances  with  frankness 
and  cordiality;  and  then  paid  their  respects  to 
Mrs.  Haliburton. 

'^  Eh !  ye  are  the  gentleman  got  your  dinner  in 
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OUT  house !"  cried  Effie,  delighted  to  challenge  s 
friend  of  so  good  a  mien  as  Delancy  in  the  wilder- 
ness of  society.  "  The  Minister,  he  says,  it''sane 
of  Francie's  skits  that  the  Statute  jumps  sffhii 
horse.  What  say  ye,  sir  ■'  we  are  Just  waiting  t» 
see  it." 

"  My  dear  ma'am,"  replied  Delancj-,  gravely, 
"  the  Minister  is  very  sceptical. — ^"Tis  a  thing 
quite  familiar  to  all  the  lawyers, — what  they  call 
'  Statutes  at  large.'  " 

"  There  now,  Miiuster,  didna  I  tell  you  that?" 
Gideon  did  not  seem  to  relish  this  joke.  It  wa* 
the  first  pun,  vile  as  it  was,  that  ever  lie  compre- 
hended in  his  life :  resentment  probably  sharp- 
ened liis  intellect. 

"  I  am  afraid  your  husband  has  no  faith  in  the 
promise  of  a  Royal  Stuart,  ma'am,"  said  the  young 
philosopher  of  the  Stove  School,  who  hung  on  De- 
lancy's  arm. 

"  And  small  grounds  of  confidence,"  returned 
Gideon,  in  a  tone  which  proved  that  though  Ja- 
tiet'e  Vitidication  was  abandoned,  her  wrongs  were 
not  forgotten.    "  Covenant-breakers,  saint- slay  era, 

pegured  men " 

"  Tuts,  tuts.  Minister !"  interrupted  Effie,  who, 
naturally  somewhat  of  a  trimmer,  was,  moreover. 
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in  perfect  ecstacy  with  the  civility  shewn  to  her- 
self as  "  a  new-married  wife."  "  The  Minister 
b  a  great  Johnnie  Knocks  man,  ye  maun  ken, 
sir,"  continued  Effie,  who  had  an  undisturbed  be- 
lief that  the  name  of  the  Apostle  of  Reform  came 
from  his  trade  in  hard  blows.  *'  But  I,  myseP, 
was  bred  and  bom  in  Monkshaugh — a  "p^'^^^P^ 
family." 

"  Whisht,  silly  woman !"  whispered  Gideon, 
in  whose  bosom  some  sort  of  tenderness  was  now 
beginning  to  stir  for  her  who  lay  there.  But  his 
resentment  was  ever  as  short-lived  as  open  ;  and 
it  fled  entirely  before  the  young  lawyer^s  proposal 
of  shewing  Mrs.  Haliburton  "  Our  Library,"  as- 
suring her  the  equestrian  statue  would  not  steal  a 
march  upon  them. 

To  Gideon  the  subterranean  Advocates^  Libra- 
ry was  a  fairy  land  of  wonder  and  enchantment. 
Mrs.  Gideon  was  much  more  at  her  ease.  After 
remarking  that  the  chairs  were  ^^  nae  great  things, 
and  the  carpet  the  indentical  pattern  of  the  second- 
auldest  Monkshaugh  dining-room  carpet,"  she  left 
the  gentlemen  to  their  learned  talk,  and  took  her 
station  at  a  window,  which  commanded  a  birdseye 
peep  of  a  few  of  the  labyrinths,  dark  turnpikes, 
steep  wynds,  and  other  intricate  approaches  to  the 
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scat  of  learning  antl  Uv.  Among  other  dlljS^ 
view  was  the  gmall  window,  seen  through  a  ri 
of  chimney-stackB,  of  the  very  outsliot  chxnit 
which,  twenty  years  before,  Gideon  had  renteii 
one  and  three-pence  per  week  (rom  Mrs.  M«U 
the  midwife.  This  was,  in  conjugal  eyupat 
pointed  out  to  Effie.  Her  exclamations  of  snrjn 
at  all  she  saw,  mingled,  &om  time  to  time,  ■ 
the  conversation  of  the  gentlemen,  without  distu 
ingit. 

"  Your  lady  formerly  lived  with  the  Mot 
haugh  famUy,"  said  Delancy,  in  an  under  lone 

"  Of  a  verity  tiie  woman,  who  is  no  leddy  bo 
was  long  chief  handmaiden  there.'"  Gideon, 
have  said,  did  not  appreciate  his  wife^s  accompli 
ments  in  any  scltish  way.  They,  indeed,  gi 
him  little  pleasure  at  any  time,  and  much  ans 
ance  aometimeg.  They  were,  like  other  obtnn 
female  accompliEhments,  sometimes  felt  in 
husband's  way.  It  does  not,  however,  follow,  t 
Gideon  was  not  to  feel  a  little  fond  vaiuty  in 
wife's  endowments.  The  vanity  and  the  arm 
ance  are,  we  think,  quite  compatible,  even 
minds  as  single  as  was  his. 

"  She  was  chief  woman  over  all  the  houad 
of  Monkshaugh,"  he  whispered — *'  cooked  wt|jk 
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own  hands  all  the  Laird's  delicates  of  blawmange 
and  confected  nowt'^s  feet ;  forbye  oversedng  the 
napery  and  silver-warks,  and  keeping  a  sharp  ee 
to  the  lasses  and  the  milkness.  Ay,  Effie  has  her 
gifts.  It  might  in  a  sense  be  thought  a  match 
aboon  my  degree ;  for  Effie  has  a  bein  to-look. 
But  she  was  of  a  simple,  loying  nature,  though  a 
modest  maiden,  Mr.  Delancy  ;  and  it  was  not  just 
altogether  for  lucre  of  world'^s  wealth  I  married 
her,  unless  I  deceive  myself  sair.  Yon  night, 
which  I  bum  and  blush  to  think  on,  may  teadi 
me  to  be  wary  how  I  boast  myself  either  in  motive 
or  in  deed.^ 

^^  You  shall  not  say  one  bad  word  either  oi 
yourself  or  of  a  flask  of  good  wine,  Mr.  Halibur- 
ton^-wine  which  lights  up  a  man  from  withio,  like 
a  taper  placed  in  an  alabaster  vase,  shewing  all 
its  beauty  and  delicacy  of  form,  texture,  and  or- 
nament. What  else  can  so  clearly  shew  how 
warmly  the  heart  of  a  modest  man  may  beat, 
how  rich  and  balmy  the  fluid  that  feeds  it,  bow 
pure  and  entire  the  whole  substance !— That  wa8 
one  of  the  happiest  evenings  of  my  convivial  life, 
Mr.  Haliburton ;  and  you  made  it  so."^ 

Gideon  shook  his  head  in  grief  and  vexation. 

Has  my  unseemly  foUy  proved  a  snare  to  the 
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lain^s  treachery  under  his  own  hand  and  seal  P — 
his  yillany  to  him  that  made  him,  and  trusted  him! 
whom  he  has  driven  mad,  and  kept  mad,  till  now 
that  he  would  make  him  wise  only  to  drive  all  mad 
that  ever  bore  his  name  ?**" 

^*  My  dear  madam,  you  .are  aware,  no  one  bet- 
ter, that  it  must  be  in  regular  course  of  law  Lord 
de  Bruce  is  consigned  to  other  custody.  The 
promptitude  of  your  interference,  which  does  so 
much  honour  to  your  understanding  and  feelings 
of  relationship,  and  the  lucky  discovery  of  those 
papers,  will  enable  the  Judges "^ 

^^  Do  not  blaw  in  my  lug,  Andrew  Dalrymple,^ 
said  the  lady,  somewhat  softened ;  **  and  tell  na 
me  of  your  Judges.  The  Judges!  Five  auld  wives 
in  blue  rokelays  would  better  execute  judgment 
than  the  whole  array,  clad  in  crimson  and  ermine. 
A  fine  pass  has  Scotland  come  to,  if,  on  the  word 
and  shewing  of  Grizel  de  Bruce,  a  villain'^s  feet 
cannot  be  laid  fast  forthwith. — ^What  are  ye  star- 
ing at  honest  man  ?^ — and  she  turned  to  Gideon : 
^'  Saw  ye  never  an  auld  wife  in  a  passion  before  ?^ 

"  Of  a  surety,''  stammered  Gideon,   "  I — I — '" 

"  Ye  never  saw  one  with  stronger  cause,  I'll 
swear,''  rejoined  the  lady. — "  Mr.  Andrew  Dal- 
rymple,  lead  me  to  my  Surriage — I  am  composed 
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gentlewoman,^  parsed  into  a  state  of  intense  in- 
terest as  soon  as  the  name  of  de  Brace  was  men- 
tioned. 

Jacobina  first  recovered  herself,  and  tossing  her 
head  aloft,  said,  ^^  I  am  as  weel  kenned  ¥  the  In- 
ner House  as  she  is.  Harry  — — — i-i  nerer  passes 
me  without  a  bicker  of  gibes  and  jeers  between  us. 
My  certes  we  keep  up  the  ball !— He  insisted  on 
being  best-man  at  my  bridal ;  bat,  indeed,  Gideon, 
I  told  him  plainly,  that,  for  family  reasons,  it  could 
not  be,  let  him  take  it  wed  or  ill.  I  was  hand 
and  glove  with  Lord  Gardenstone;  but  auld 
♦♦♦♦♦,  sirs,  was  but  a  coarse  tyke  fiwr  a  lady^s 
man.  I  was  obligated,  d^ye  ken,  to  drop  the  ae- 
quaintance."" 

The  young  gentlemen  were  not  more  amused 
than  Effie  appeared  provoked  by  the  familiar  tone 
of  Jacobina,  whom  Delancy  again  attempted  to 
lead  to  the  subject  of  the  murdered  infant.  She 
muttered  to  herself,  ^^  The  puir  boddie^s  bairn.-^ 
What  for,  Effie  Fechnie,  should  na  we  have  a  bairn, 
an  heir  male,  as  weel  as  ony  ladies  in  the  land  ?'^ 

'^  Ye  may  ha'e  a  dizsen  for  what  I  care,^  said 
Effie  bridling.  <^  And  make  it  the  De^il^s  diasen ; 
and  then  the  youngest  may  be  its  mother's  pet  :«- 
Gideon,  indeed !"" 


"Heigh  ho!"  sighed  Jacobina,  with  a  suddtf 
fit  of  eentiment.     "  This  maun  a'  be  borne  for  a. 


And  Monlcshaugh  is  no  the  husband  I  looked  for, 
Gideon ;"  and  slie  began  singing,  in  a  plaintiTc 
voice,  an  old  air  of  some  beauty : 


"  WbcD  Dlber  lord)  tbey  go  ti 

Their  Inily  UiIks  go  vith  d 

But  I  mywV  tcuiuii  bide  at  hu 


"  If  they  had  left  the  bairn  to  me, — ^if  de  Brace's 
bride  had  licr  maiden  bairn, — if  the  flames  had  not 
devoured  what  the  sword  and  the  poison-cup  spar- 
ed, proud  mithers  would  we  baitli  have  been. — 
But  I  was  turned  from  my  ain  gudeman's  door,  no 
longer  than  thie  same  morning,  when  I  gaed  to  tell 
him  I  had  seen  our  cousin  Lord  de  Brace's  teraiih 
i'  the  hills  yestreen." 

Gideon  and  Delancy  exchanged  looks  of  intellt- 
gence.  The  latter  had  good  reason  to  believe  that 
the  unhappy  nobleman  iras  now  in  Scotland,  that 
preparation  was  making  at  Monkshaugh  for  his 
reception  with  his  medical  attendant,  and  that  if 
he  once  went  there  his  state  was  hopeless. 

"And  is  Monksbaugh  no  sae  kind  to  ye  as  he 
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should  be,  Jacky,  my  bonnie  leddy  ?^  said  Gideon, 
trying  to  sooth  her. — ^^  And  ye  saw  your  noble 
cousin  ?*" 

^^  Troth  no,  Gideon — ^he  is  far  from  Idnd.^  And 
becoming  exceedingly  sentimental,  she  again  sung, 

"  Why  do  I  wash  my  yonog  Mn't  hot  ? 

And  wherefore  do  I  kame  hii  hair? 
Sinee  ray  gay  kird  haa  me  fenook. 

And  nya  he'll  ne'er  look  on  me  mair." 

Delancy  turned  from  a  conversation  which  he 
had  held  apart  with  Gideon,  and,  with  an  insinu- 
ating air  of  blandishment  which  threw  Jacobina 
into  ecstacy,  inquired  if  she  would  take  a  walk  with 
them  to  the  place  where  she  had  seen  her  ^^  noble 
cousinV  wraith.  But  he  unluckily  offered  her 
money ;  and  her  mood  suddenly  changing,  she 
exclaimed  in  frenzied  haste, 

^^  I^  have  no  gold !  1^11  touch  no  gold !  Lack 
of  gold,  and  the  thirst  of  gold,  and  the  canker  of 
gold,  have  wrought  black  wo  to  me !  Will  gold, 
sirs,  bring  sound  sleep  P  Will  gold  staunch  lifers 
blood  ?  Will  gold  buy  back  gude-name  ?  Will 
gold  ransom  the  never-dying  soul  ?— Fll  have  no 
gold  r    And  again  she  siuig  vehemently-«> 


<<  O,  wicked  woman,  Hearen  ia  high, 

AH  akme  and  alone,  O  ; 
And  diat  is  the  pkce  ye'll  never  come  nigh, 

Down  hy  the  green-wood  side,  O. 
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llboy-tlife. 
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Down  by  iha  gmo-vood  lidi,  O. 

"  0,  witknl  iroiain.  Hell  i*  Jeep'  '•— 

**  But  that  was  the  merchant's  daughter  of  Yo^ 
ye  ken,  Gideon,  who  fell  iu  U>ve  with  her  &• 
ther's  clerk,  clean  below  her  degree.  Now,  John 
Hurcheon  thought  we  looked  ahooa  our  station, 
though  the  bile  was  just  as  good  as  the  eup.^ 

"  Wliialit  now,  Jacky,  my  woman !~  said  Gideon, 
taking  her  hand.  He  knew,  or  suspected  the  oih 
^nal  cause  of  her  malady,  and  foresaw  that  I 
dreadful  parosyEm  wae  approaching.  Her  laft 
wild  rang  was  as  the  red-hot  wire  touching  ths 
DAked  nerve. 

"  Keep  your  handa  to  yourser  now,  Gideon.— 
Strange  what  you  men  folk  all  sec  in  me,  Mr.  D&> 
Uncy,"  said  Jacobina,  returning  to  her  tutord 
coquetry  of  manner.  "  Dawt  your  ain  wife,  Gi- 
deon. To  be  Eure  ehe  is  nae  ee-sweet  Inrd,  tboe 
where  she  stands. — But  wha  said  we  had  a  bairn  ? 
Or  what  cameowre  it?— Effie  Fechnie,  it  ia  m 
business  of  one  m  your  station  to  make  diepeaei 
between  Moakshaugh  and  his  leddy :  let  bygans 
be  hyganes." 

This  insane  raving  would  certntaly  have  draws 
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forth  a  very  smart  reply  from  the  indignant  Mrs. 
Haliburton,  had  time  been  permitted ;  but  at  that 
instant,  far  below  in  the  bottom  of  the  architectural 
ravine  which  the  window  commanded,  she  perceived 
an  object  which  made  her  unthinkingly  exclaim, 

*^  Minister  !  Minister  !  the  limmer,  Bess  Slat- 
tery,  and  a  beagle  at  her  tail !  She  has  jouked 
into  the  turnpike.  She  is  fleeing— I  see  her^- 
along  a  lang  dark  trance,  with  a**  the  window- 
chesses  broken  !^ 

**  Where  ?  where  ?^  cried  Gideon ;  and  after  one 
glance  he  darted  oif. 

*^  There's  blood  on  her  red  hand — there's  cruel- 
ty in  her  black  heart ;  and  TU  have  the  throttling 
of  her  i''  howled  Jacobina,  rushing  after  the  Minis- 
ter, and  following  the  chase. 

In  vain  Delancy  tried  to  console  the  weeping 
bride.  The  more  he  soothed,  the  more  clamor- 
ous her  grief  became;  and,  "  Oh,  Mr.  Delancy ; 
what  ken  ye  o'  the  heart  of  a  new-married  wifeT 
was  her  reiterated  sobbing  exclamation.  Mr.  De- 
lancy was  more  anxious  to  know  the  address  of 
Monkshaugh,  and  the  likelihood  of  Elizabeth's 
being  at  home.  **  I  have  had  small  experience 
hitherto,''  he  said,  laughingly,  "  but  I  do  con- 
ceive your  present  alarm  quite  unnecessary." 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

A  SPRING  RAMBLE. 

Is  not  thiike  the  merry  moneUi  of  May, 
When  lore-ladi  maaken  in  freth  amy  ? 

—        Thllke  nme  Maaoo,  when  aU  is  ycIaiUe 
With  pleaaaonoe ;  the  groond  with  graiie,  the  wood» 
With  green  leaTce,  the  bnahes  with  blooming  bode. 
Youngthea  foike  now  flocken  in  erery  when, 
To  gather  Biay-bnikets  and  ameUing  brere ; 
And  home  they  batten  the  poelea  to  dight. 
And  all  the  kixk  {mIIowi,  eare  day-light. 
With  hawthome  bodt,  and  sweet  eglantine. 
And  giriands  of  nisesi  and  soppes  in  winec 

SravtiB. 

It  was  still  early  in  spring  when  the  Halibur- 
tons  made  their  visit  to  the  city ;  but  the  season 
was  lovely.  The  hyacinth  had  come  before  the 
primrose  was  faded.  A  series  of  bright,  breeiy 
weather  had  been  followed  by  days  of  warmth  and 
soft  gloom  ;  and  these,  again,  by  April^s  own  sun- 
ny glimpses  and  fertilizing  showers,  to  which 
Elizabeth  could  have  bared  her  bosom  and  uncov- 
ered her  hair,  to  welcome,  as  it  were,  the  descend- 
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ing  spirit  of  the  ITiuTerse.  As  it  was,  sbe  stretch- 
ed her  wliite  hands  ftom  her  casement,  over  the 
budding  mossy  orchard  near  the  Palace  vail,  to 
gather  the  gracious  moisture  as  it  either  floated 
dowii  to  the  sweel-scenled  earth  iu  ricli  warm  ievi, 
or  came  flashing  in  the  sunbeams  like  diamond 
sparks. 

"  Xizbeth,  my  dear,  I  see  you  are  sighing  aAer 
yon  rainbow,"  said  Monkbhaugh,  shortly  after  the 
Minister  and  Eflie  went  abroad.  "  Will  ye  go 
to  the  hill  and  catch  it  f— My  spindle-shanks' — 
looking  with  some  complacency  on  his  silk-enclo*- 
cd  shrunk-shanks— "  are  scarce  flt  to  do  you  that 
gallant  service  to-day." 

Elizabeth's  heart  was,  indeed,  on  the  hill-side^ 
all  abroad— filled  with  vernal  deUghts. 

"  Ye  were  aye  something  of  a  strolling  gipsy," 
ctmtinued  he,  Bmiling  indulgently;  "  more  maybe 
than  is  just  beseeming  a  young  Udy  of  family ; 
but  we  must  keep  that  to  ourselves ;  and  yell 
mend  as  ye  grow  older,  no  fear.  But  I  would  likt 
you  to  take  exercise  to-day.  There's  too  mu^ 
of  the  white  rose  in  your  cheeks  nowadays,  ev« 
for  my  Jacobite  taste;  not  that  I  fault  your  coEfr 
plezion,  with  your  skin  of  what  Mr.  DelAncy 
called  such  pearly  clearness  when  he  looked  at 
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Flower  of  Stratballan's  picture.-^6ideon,  by  the 
bye,  says  he  is  in  town.— She  was  your  great 
grand-aunt,  Xizbeth.  When  she  drank,  the  red 
wine  could  be  seen  trickling  down  her  throat :  so 
ye  have  a  natural  right  to  a  fine  skin ;  and  a  walk 
will  help  your  complexion.  The  beautiful  Coun- 
tess of  Eglinton  used  a  wash  of  sow^s  milk.  I 
must  have  you  try  that  when  we  go  home  to 
Monkshaugh.^ 

^<  111  try  the  hill  rather,  with  your  permission,^ 
said  Elizabeth,  smiling ;  ^^  many  thanks  for  your 
care  of  my  beauty,  nevertheless.  Pity  to  bestow 
so  much  care  on  a  thing  so  unpriied.^ 

This  brought  fresh  consolations  and  encourage- 
ments, with  such  gentle,  sly  hints  of  young  Mr. 
Delancy^s  attentions,  as  brought  the  eloquent  blood 
to  Elizabeth's  cheeks  and  brow,  and  a  sharp  pang 
of  consciousness  to  her  heart 

The  family  dinner  despatched  at  a  still  early 
hour,  and  Monkshaugh  disposed  to  his  aieskt, 
Elizabeth  set  out,  and  quickly  circled  the  base  of  the 
rock*crested  hills.  The  spirit  of  the  young  year 
had  been  stirring  in  other  bosoms;  and  though  she 
had  no  companion  she  did  not  mbs  society. 
Groups  of  girls  were  washing  their  summer  habits 
ftround  those  springs  which  gush  out  in  freshness 
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from  tlie  foot  of  the»e  romantic  crags.     TIijs 
timong  the  tirst  of  those  sweet  days  of  spring,  w 
rural  and  suburban  amities  are  renewed  by  the  pe- 
riodical intercourse  of  the  smoky  lanes  and  loathly 
alleys  of  the  city,  with  the  adjacent  farm-houas 
and  hamlets— one    of   nature's    own    holiday: 
"  moveable  feasts"  of  the  heart,  depending  more 
on  the  sun  than  the  calendar,    which  will  occur  is 
the  vicinity  of  great  towns,  as  long  as  nature  re- 
tains her  power  over  human  affections.     "  Per- 
haps,'  thought  Elizabeth,  looking  on  the  holiday 
ramblers,   "  these  cottages  are  beloved  birth-pla- 
ces :  in  these  hamlet  burial-yardB  there  may  lie 
ancestral  graves." 

Troops  of  children  were  already  on  their 
back  to  the  city,  laden  with  sylvan  spoils  ;  some- 
times a  crabbed  old  lodge-keeper  or  woodman  giv- 
ing chase,  and  spreading  dire  dismay.  Elizabetli 
had  ransomed  two  little  fur  caps,  and  begged  off 
twice  that  number  of  delinquents  against  the  forest 
laws,  before  she  had  advanced  tlircc  miles. 

The  ruby  tassels  of  the  larch,  the  downy  cat- 
kins of  the  willow,  and  the  gigantic  buds  of  tin 
chestnut  and  sycamore,  now  bursting  from  the 
russet  cradles  in  which  their  lusty  yoTitheid  dis- 
dained to  be  longer  cabined,  made  glorious 
1 
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for  thoee  bolder  imps  who  had  first  tired  themselves 
in  trying  to  demolish  therooks^  nests  perched  in  the 
trees  around  an  old  mansion  she  had  passed.  The 
lesser  wights  and  the  girls  were  contented  with 
gathering  whole  lapfuls  of  butter-cups  and  gowans, 
and  those  tender  leaflets  of  the  hawthorn,  which, 
in  their  own  pretty  language,  they  call  "  Ladyes 
Meat""  How  was  it,  indeed,  possible  for  the 
young  vagrants  to  resist  the  desire  of  appropriation 
in  the  midst  of  so  much  of  beauty  and  bounty. 

Passing  all  these  groups  of  young  acquaintance, 
Elizabeth  wandered  out  into  the  open  country, 
loitered  away  the  hour  round  Craig-millar  Castle, 
and  then  reluctantly  bent  her  steps  homeward  by 
the  same  delightftilly  roundabout  paths. 

Though  the  woodlands  still  mingled  russet  with 
tender  green  in  one  subdued  tint,  the  wheat  fields 
and  pastures  lay  all  fresh  and  brightly  verdant 
in  the  evening  sunshine.  Little  birds  were  al- 
ready nestling  in  the  whins  and  hedge-rows;  cress- 
flowers  were  creeping  up  round  the  springs : 

"  Daffodils, 
That  come  before  the  fwallow  daresi  and  take 
The  winds  of  March  with  beauty,  violets  dim. 
Bat  sweeter  than  the  lids  of  Juno's  eyes, 
Or  Cythcrea's  breath," 

were  all  strewed  about  the  path  and  the  hamlet 

VOL.  III.  £ 


V.LIZABETU   I 


CCE.  ^^M 


gardens :  no  wonder  that  EHzabcth  L 
such  fair  evenings  in  her  own  valley  she  had  ofta 
seen  the  firet  swallow — sometimes,  first  beaidibi 
cuckoo,  that  "  Wandering  Voice"  which  she  coult 
have  fancied  now  in  the  call  of  the  partridge  fivB 
the  diftant  fallows. 

There  is  no  season  in  which  the  lover  of  aatoK 
is  so  apt  to  linger  over  tnioute  beauty,  as  in  thi 
the  bud  of  the  year.  But  Elizabeth  was  held  hj 
feelings  deeper  than  simple  admiration,  though  ct 
more  limited  range.  The  noble  landscape  srounc 
her,  the  cmtom  of  distant  mountains,  the  coronet 
of  ho^  cliffs  which  encircled  the  hillH  above  ba 
path,  the  Fortli  gleaming  in  iiilvery  links  and  Gu 
expanses,  the  towers,  and  spires,  and  dusky  brolcen 
outline  of  the  Imperial  City,  bearing  tdoft,  as  it 
were  on  airy  points,  the  rich  canopy  of  criinBOii 
clouds,  were  iiplendid  images  in  their  goi^eous  de- 
tail, majestic  and  overpowering  in  their  combina- 
tion ;  but  the  eyes  which  she  loved  the  ben 
had  never  rested  on  them  with  hers ;  and  her  wo- 
man's heart  turned  in  soft  pUability  to  the  wild 
flowers  which  ghttered  in  her  path,  as  to  tfaingi 
dear  and  familiar,  which  she  had  met  in  other  re- 
joicing springs,  and  could  still  recognise  and  love 
in  a  spot,  where  all  else  wore  a  new  and  crca  cliiD 
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aqpect  ^Erttiweedf  and  flowers  of  the  humblest 
soft,^  says  a  celebrated  Grerman  writer,  <^  form  an 
agreeable  joumal;  for  nothing  can  be  insignificant 
which  calls  back  the  remembrance  of  one  hap- 
py moment^  The  sentiment  is  a  complete  ilhnk 
tration  of  Elisabeth^s  feelings,  as  she  Ungered  on 
her  homeward  way. 

Elizabeth  was  now  within  the  Royal  park. 
That  wild  domain  of  steep,  and  crag,  and  hollow, 
how  unlike  the  velvet  lawns  and  pompous  groves 
bearing  a  similar  name  in  other  situations  ! — She 
was  quite  alone— for  the  very  latest  of  the  city 
groups  had  disappeared— ^and  she  proceeded  quick- 
ly but  fearlessly,  and  in  the  unconscious  indul- 
gence of  one  of  those  many  evil  habits  for  which 
her  governess  had  scolded,  and  against  which 
Monkshaugh  had  remonstrated  a  thousand  times. 
It  was  singing  in  the  open  air — ^^  whistling**"  they 
said— carolling  it  certainly  was,  or  rather  had 
been,  in  mere  girlish  glee  :  Eliaabeth^s  song  was 
quieter  now.  On  one  of  those  rude  stiles  by  which 
the  walker  in  the  park  passes  its  awkward  divisions 
she  rested  for  a  few  seconds,  gasing  more  at  leisure 
on  that  point  of  the  heavens,  under  which  love's 
geography  told  her  that  he  might  dwell  whose 
image  was  ever  present— gasing,  -as  may  the  He- 
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^■^■^H                           one  of  th 

^H^^B^H                        up 

^H^^fl^^l                            These  won 
H^H^H                                       bard 

H^H^H                   "'^ 

^■^Hl^^l                             these  munn 
H^Hl  ^^B                                 the  diatu 
H^HJ^H                             still   dallied 
■^■1  ^H                             proached  tht 
I^HI  ^H                          suddenly  da 
H^HI  ^Hl                             pale            0 
^^H 1  ^M                             ^  Holyrood 
^Hl  HM                              Grahame 
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*^  Aileen !  Aileen  r  was  again  the  melancholy 
whisper,  as  he  bent  down  and  gated  upon  her ; 
and  Elizabeth  involuntarily  clasped  the  hand  laid 
on  hers,  saying  in  deep  emotion^  ^^  Alas,  I  am 
not  that  Aileen ! — would  that  in  her  stead  I  could 
minister  to  your  peace  !^ 

The  stranger  shook  his  head,  and  continued  to 
regard  her  with  a  fixed  eye  but  wandering  and 
vague  expression:  he  then  sat  down  beside  her 
on  the  rude  step  of  the  stile.  His  features,  his 
mien,  his  whole  appearance  powerftdly  interest- 
ed her.  He  was  suffering  under  the  distemper- 
ature  to  which  she  herself  was  liable— on  the 
verge  of  which  she  so  often  fancied  she  trembled. 
She  returned  his  gaze  with  a  melancholy  earnest- 
ness, too  respectful  for  pity,  too  sorrowftd  for 
curiosity. 

"  Those  half-veiled,  dreamy  eyes  which  draw 
my  soul  down  into  their  melancholy  depths — 
what  histories  do  they  not  tell,  of  conflict,  sor- 
row, and  suflering  !*" — ^was  her  thought.  ^^  Could 
those  melancholy  orbs  of  eclipsed  splendour  ever 
have  beamed  like  the  deep-grey,  lucid  eye  of  Wolfe 
Grahame,  with  its  broad  dark  iris  ?^  The  stran- 
ger smiled  faintly,  as  if  at  the  intenseness  of  her 
confused  gaze ;   and  the  bland  and  beautiful  ex- 
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prcssion  of  hb  wanted  features,  agaio,  and  ni' 
powerfully  struck  her  in  their  softened  resembla 
of  Grahame.     How  like ! — and  yet  how  unUke 

"  Can  it  be  ? — My  &tlier !  tlie  Lord  de  Bm 
Oh,  iinpoBsible  T — was  tlie  thought  that  nid 
over  hcT  mind.  The  roBcmblantt;  jil  leaat  c» 
be  no  illusion  of  fancy.  The  cast  of  the  be 
the  mould  of  the  features  were  the  same — m 
finely  cut,  less  firm  and  manly,  but  po6sessin{ 
a  higher  degree  the  pure  and  simple  qualit] 
sculptured  beauty.  In  the  curve  of  the  lips, 
the  small  clefl  chin  tliere  were  a  soflncss  and  d 
cacy  of  outline,  a  trembling  csccsa  of  seDsibil 
which  touched  the  heart  of  Eliiabeth  with 
power  of  beauty  more  strongly  than  any  bm 
countenance  she  had  ever  yet  seen :  yet  wu  i 
face  fleshless,  colourleiis.  wan,  and  wasted. 

Though  the  stranger  still  held  Eluabetfa'a  hi 
he  appeared  to  have  half  forgotten  her  prem 
sunk  in  musing  and  gaEing  on  vacant  space,  i 
rose  at  last,  and  he  detained  her,  but  so  gently,  i 
she  stood  passively  waiting  what  might  fellow,  i 
revolting  how  she  might  with  most  delicacy  le 
his  name. 

"  Is  your  dwelling  yonder  f^  said  he,  point 
to  tlic  Evening  Star,  which  trembled  in  vii^in 
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dianoe  among  the  turrets  of  the  Castle,  like  agem 
of  price  over  the  swart  brow  of  an  Eastern  Sultan.-— 
^*  ^Tis  Aileen'^s  star :  the  dwelling  of  the  passionate 
souls,  whom  love  has  betrayed,  and  sufiTering  puxi« 
fied.^  He  paused  for  a  little,  gazing  on  the  lovely 
planet ;  and  then  added,  ^^  Sit  down  by  me ;  you 
have  her  own  sweet  voice ;  so  I  may  tell  you,  that 
I  also  was  a  dweller  yonder ;  and  ever  by  my  side 
was  poor  Aileen.  And  while  this  little  green  earth 
danced  and  flashed  before  us,  with  her  smdl  £oot 
she  would  spurn  it  through  sunny  space.  You 
smile— you  donH  believe  ?^  cried  he  half  angrily* 

^'  Oh,  no,  no  r  cried  Elizabeth,  with  unfeigned 
earnestness. 

^^  Yonder  we  wandered,^  he  whispered  again, 
keeping  his  eye  on  the  star,  but  inclining  his  side 
face  towards  Elizabeth.  ^^  Alone  we  wandered  in 
our  love ;  and  she  lay  in  my  bosom  through  the 
long,  long  night  of  the  starry  year.-— But,  heark ! 
The  spirits  of  light  are  ever  jealous  of  love  like 
ours.  We  drew  their  heaven  to  our  bosom.  I 
was  driven  forth ;  and  here  must  I  linger  on  this 
cold,  gross  earth,  till  the  revolution  of  the  great 
Platonic  year  be  accomplished.^ 

EUzabeth  looked  on  him  with  an  expression  of  in* 
terest  so  deep  as  to  arrest  his  wandering  perception. 
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"  Look  not  »o  sorrowful,'"  he  whispered  in  tl 
lowest  tone.  "lam  not  left  all  alone.  Therecom 
&□  hour  of  blessed  visitation.  At  midnight,  vhi 
the  keeper  sleeps, — do  you  know  fools  say  thit 
am  mad  ?"  and  he  smiled  in  scorn  ; — *'  but  at  m 
night  when  nlone,  or  wlicn  I  can  steal  out  amoi 
those  wild  hilh,  the  spirit  of  .^Vileen  floats  doi 
on  the  sweet  breath  of  those  evening  bells.  I 
you  hear  them  ringing?"  He  inclined  his  be 
as  if  listening  ;  and  EUzabeth  also  bent  her  he 
as  if  her  ears  drank  the  imaginary  sounds. — "  S 
comes  not  to-night,"  he  continued.  "  She  iaci 
scared  by  earthly  voices — even  by  yours.  Y 
must  never  hope  to  see  her.  Sometimes  even 
cannot;  but  then  /  «»n  aloti^  u-U/t  her  roire.'^ 

Elizabeth  could  fashion  no  reply  to  this  TJrio 
ary  raving,  but  her  features  strongly  CKpress 
the  depth  of  her  feelings  ;  and  the  unfortunate  I 
natic — for  such  on  this  point  he  evidently  was- 
smiled  on  Iicr,  saying,  "  Look  not  so  sorrovi 
for  me.  At  midnight  when  they  all  sleep  I  st« 
up  to  her  bright  planet,  climbing  up  Jacob's  la 
der,  with  its  rounds  of  glittering  stats. — ^T^ia  t 
angel's  path  you  know. — O  hour  supremely  blea 

but  the  deeper  midnight  comes — the  hour  a; 

the   power   of  darkness !      We  are  severed 
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the  howling  fiends.  Down,  down  I  plunge  into 
the  bowels  of  this  gross  and  suffocating  earth,  roll- 
ing and  tossing  on  the  sea  of  molten  lava ;  and, 
oh  !  worse,  worse !  seeing  the  pale  face  of  my 
Aileen  through  the  yellow  smoke-fogs  of  the  de- 
mon-furnace, pining  afar  off  in  her  star  !  Such  is 
the  weird  of  ancestral  guilt — for  Richard  de  Bruce 
was  a  murderer  !^  and  the  voice  sunk  to  a  hollow 
whisper. 

^^  Richard  de  Bruce  1"^  exclaimed  Elizabeth 
starting,  every  suspicion  fixed  in  the  belief  that 
she,  indeed,  beheld  her  unhappy  father.  ^^  Come 
with  me,  sir,^  she  said  in  a  voice  of  touching  and 
anxious  entreaty.  ^^  Suffer  me  to  lead  you  to 
friends  who  love  and  will  cherish  you.^  Her  deep 
feeling  of  veneration  withheld  her  from  the  use  of 
the  arguments  and  persuasions  better  adapted  to 
his  distempered  fancy ;  nor,  though  convinced 
that  he  would  follow  her  on  the  promise  of  meet- 
ing this  visionary  mistress  of  his  youth,  durst  she 
employ  the  harmless  subterfuge,  which  seemed  to 
her  a  violation  of  all  delicacy  and  respectful  feel- 
ing.    But  again  she  urged  her  simple  request. 

The  unfortunate  gentleman  appeared  quite  in- 
different to  her  entreaties  ;  and,  wrapt  in  the  sen- 
sations and  fancies  of  the  passing  moment,  made 


74  ELISAUETH    DU    BlUt'C. 

no  reply  whatever.     The  crescent  moon  wiini 
resting  her  disk  on  the  crest  of  the  hill,      ^^M 

"  One  ilv  wiiliio  ha  nether  tip- "  ^^^| 

The  dreamet  goacd  ou  the  beautiful  planet 
which  is  poetically — or  is  it  truly  ? — said  to  infiu 
ence  the  moods  of  a  distempered  brain.  Th 
merest  vulgar  of  those  philosophic  days  can  lanj^ 
at  the  inducncc  of  the  stars  on  human  destiny,  . 
belief  which  once  enchained  the  most  poweifii 
minds.  The  sway  of  the  arbitress  of  tides  on 
human  brains,  is  at  first  sight  not  less  extravaganl 
Yet  who  would  wish  it  thoroughly  disproved  : 


While  Elizabeth  held  his  hand,  aiudoutly  watck 
ing  the  varying  expression  of  his  countenance,  h 
turned  to  her,  smiling  faintly  as  if  at  some  oODod 
rising  in  his  own  fancy. 

"  ALlecu  would  say," — and  he  pointed  to  til 
crescent  and  the  little  star — "  ypa  was  «  pal 
young  mother  clasping  her  infant.  She  was  vcr 
fanciful,  jwor  thing.  How  wc  loved  to  stand  an 
in  arm  on  Brian's  Tower,  gazing  on  yon  Mooo  a 
Klie  tow;  from  the  bay  in  her  fulness  of  beauty  !* 

'*  Brian's  Tower"  was  a  name  familiar  to  Elia 
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beth  in  many  of  old  Monica^s  Irish  leg«ndf.  It 
excited  interest  but  begot  no  firesh  snrprite.  Again 
she  gently  urged  that  they  should  be  gone,  and 
was  once  more  unheeded. 

*^  Do  you  love  best,  like  my  po(nr  Aileen,  to 
gase  on  her  beauty  thus,  the  pale  young  mother ;  or 
when  the  Heavenly  Shepherdess  she  walks  bright- 
ty  forth  of  her  tents  in  Araby,  all  her  starry  flock 
clustering  about  her  feet^HiU  the  bright-eyed  con- 
stellations helping  her  silent  watch— the  wide 
heavens  populous  and  alive !— ^harleswain,  and 
the  Pleiades,  and  Orion  with  his  silver  belt,  all 
singing  in  their  nightly  ward  !  TiU  the  morning 
star  has  come  a-tiptoe,  and  whispered,  ^  ^Tis  time  to 
fold,^  I  have  watched  them.  The  little  lambs  are 
ever  gathered  first-— Aileen^s  girl  died^  you  re- 
member ?^ 

Elizabeth's  emotion  became  excessive.  ^^  Oh, 
no !  no  i"^  she  cried.  ^^  She  lives  !  I  am  she ! 
Lives  to  comfort — ^to  bve  you  r 

The  unhappy  gentleman  looked  at  her  with  a 
bewildering  mixture  of  vacancy  and  feeble  recol- 
lection ;  and  shook  his  head  as  if  half-oonsdous  of 
confused  and  wandering  thought,  saying,  *^  I  shall 
know  you  when  I  have  slept."" 

"  Will  you  come  with  me  then — ^home  with  me?** 
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and  she  hung  on  his  hand,  and  thro  geud)' 
tempted  to  draw  hia  ann  within  her  own. 

*•  You  are  young, — you  look  innoceRi, — mi 
trust  you  ?     Will  you  not  hetray  me  ?' 

"  I'll  betray  you  I"  shouted  a  loud  and  be 
voice;  and  Elizabeth,  in  the  fast-deepening 
light,  saw  JacobinaPingle'sfrieDd,  theTbief4a 
leap  over  the  stile.  "  A  fine  dance  ye  have 
me  through  the  Hunter's  Bog  af^r  ye.  Sd 
away  from  the  Doctor,  Ma'am,  after  takinj 
much  opium  as  would  kill  a  horse. — Tn 
sir ;  ye  can  scamper  bravely  when  your  ain  i 
bids  ye." 

The  unfortunate  gentleman,  pale  enough  al 
dy,  became  colourless,  and  even  trembled  undei 
fierce  menacing  bcowI  nf  thp  ruffian  ;  and  shrinl 
from  the  uplifted  hand,  leaned  heavily  on 
arm  of  Elizalwth.  Her  blood  boiled  and  I 
bled  with  the  first-felt  transports  of  that 
sioQBte  indignation  which  almost  tliirsts  for  Ui 
She  hastily  interposed  her  arm,  as  tf  to  wart 
the  blow  or  clutch  aimed  by  the  bruul  nifl 
A  universal  shudder  pa-^sed  over  the  irame  of 
unhappy  patient ;  but  knitting  his  brows,  and  i 
the  lofty  bearing  which  seemed  his  natural  n 
ner,  he  said,  "  A  blow  ! — and  to  me !"  and  s 
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ping  forward>terpo8ing  his  ann  in  his  turn  as  if  to 
shield  the  person  of  Elizabeth,  he  staggered  and 
fell  down  insensible.  The  burning  current  of  her 
feelings  suddenly  changing,  Elizabeth  flung  her- 
self on  the  grass  beside  him,  while  the  hill  rung 
with  her  prolonged  shriek. 

"  My  father  ! — ^my  father  !— Is  there  no  hdp  ? 
He  is  dying  ! — He  is  my  father  !^  She  addressed 
one  or  two  twilight  ramblers,  mechanics  who,  liv- 
ing near  the  skirts  of  the  park,  had  stolen  out  after 
their  day^s  labour  to  catch  a  breath  of  fresh  air. 
Her  appeal  was  not  in  vain.  One  ran  towards 
Holyrood  by  her  direction,  and  another  to  fetch  a 
carriage  to  the  farther  stile.  The  ruffian  attend- 
ant meanwhile  stood  doggedly  by,  somewhat 
stunned  and  ashamed  at  the  consequences  of  his 
own  brutality.  He  at  last  offered  his  assistance 
as  the  patient  appeared  recovering. 

«*  Hold  offr  cried  Elizabeth—"  nor  dare  to 
approach  my  father.*^ 

"  I  ken  not,  and  care  less  whose  father  he  may 
be,  my  wise  bairn,''  replied  he,  sneeringly ;  "  but 
I  have  him  in  charge  for  this  week  from  Dr. 
Mallock  ;  and,  dead  or  alive,  he  goes  with  me. — 
Up  now,  my  hearty  !  Ye  are  a  lord,  are  ye  ? 
Ye  shall  be  a  king  next — up  then  !     We'sc  get 


ye  a  sedan  at  the  first  Btreet. 
to  slip  my  ch&i^e.  young  lady." 

*'  He  never  goes  more  with  you  f  ssid  1 
betb,  clasping  the  exhausted  object  of  discu 
who  leaned  helpless  upon  bcr  bosom,  brcu 
and  only  breathing.  "  Tell  your  eroployen 
so — I,  Elizabeth  de  Bruce,  the  daughter,  the 
child  of  tliis  abused  gentleman.  Oh,  good  pt 
do  not  desert  us !  To  God  and  man  I  can  ai 
for  what  I  now  do  !" 

The  appeal  of  Elizabeth  was  strongly  fi 
There  was  an  involuntary  movement  amcmf 
Bpectators,  and  murmurg  of  sympathy  wore  I 
around  her. 

"  Come  with  me,  sir — lean  on  me,"  was  i 
her  whisper,  while  she  made  an  cifort  to  assis 
Lord  de  Bruce  to  rise, — It  was  beyond  her  pi 
She  knelt  down  again;  and  now  first  her  tears  f 
ed  forth  while  she  leaned  her  face  on  the  neck  c 
almost  lifeless  being  whom  she  supported  ii 
arms. 

It  was  lucky  for  Elizabeth  that  neither  the 
son  nor  profession  of  her  adversary  was  pop 
He  was  much  better  known  than  loted;  and  < 
he  offered  to  assail  the  unfortunate  de  Bruce 
drag  him  onwards,  there  was  a  spontaneous  am 
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dignant  interference.  But  long  and  earnestly  did 
Elisabeth  look  for  the  aid  she  expected.  Monlu- 
haugfa,  or  Mr.  Haliburton,  or  any  creature  she  had 
ever  seen,  would  at  this  time  have  seemed  an  an* 
gel  of  deliverance.  But  she  was  not  much  longer 
left  in  this  cruel  suspense. 

^  There  is  Deacon  Daigh,  the  baxlQi',^  said 
one  of  the  bystanders,  ^^  coming  hame  ftae  Dod- 
dingston.  He  is  a  decent  man,  an  elder  of  the 
kirk ;  and  wiU  do  justice  and  love  mercy  between 
Tam  and  the  young  leddy.^ 

A  waddling,  chirruping,  little,  fair  and  ruddy 
old  man,  toddled  into  view,  whose  dear,  blue 
eye,  and  cheek  of  cherry  red,  shewed  that  many 
nights  of  sound  repose  had  passed  over  the  Dea- 
con's white  head  since  the  burning  of  Cambuskcn- 
neth  Lodge. 

"  If  you,  sir,  be  Mr.  Deacon  Daigh,  you  are 
known  to  my  relations.  I  am  Elizabeth  of  Emes- 
craig.— This  is  my  father.— -Give  us  your  protec« 
tion  to  the  lodging  of  Monkshaugh.'" 

^^  Ay,  ay,  ay  !  This  is  a  sorry  sight !— ^e 
Lord  de  — - ;  but  I  was  aye  a  rash  man  o^  my 
tongue.  Ye  are  lying  here,  and  that  fitllow  is  yon- 
der wallowing  in  wealth  and  rampaging  in  pride ; 
but  let  na  my  word  be  heard !  And  what  can  I  do 
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to  serve  ye  ?"  he  wluBpered— "  Is  sQltr* 
/  am  David  Dajgh,  as  ye  remark,  called  De 
and  now  Convener,  only  in  respect  of  certMi 
ces  of  trust  and  dignity  once  held  ;  for  as 
Daigb  (who  Moidishsugh  may  no'  ken,  bai 
six  months,  been  where  the  Lord  wills)  iu 
say,  '  Once  Provost  aye  my  lord.'  But  thi 
heart-breaking  sight.  It's  but  like  yesterday 
the  word  came  that  he  was  bringing  hame  a 
bride." 

"  Hush  !"  said  Elhtabeth.  "  And  stay  b; 
I  pray  you,  till  my  friends  appear,  ur  till  i 
rif^  arrives.'"  Her  confidence  in  her  new  t 
pion  was  not  great ;  but  she  welcomed  any 
like  decent  protection. 

"  That  will  I^-fltay  by  you,  and  stand  b; 
too,  my  bonnie  young  leddy,  whUc  there's  a  b 
on  my  coat." 

"  Stay  till  the  day  o'  doom  and  be   d 

roared  the  keeper,  becoming  more  furious 
opposition — but  he,  he  he  duke  or  be  he  lord, 
with  me. — I'll  hear  nae  mair  palaver. — I 
my  duty,  and  rU  go  through  with  it."  And  lie  < 
in  brutal  violence  as  he  menaced  to  drag  the  a 
inanimate  form  of  hiK  patient  from  the  cUi 
arms  of  Elizabeth. 
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The  bystanders  were  now  effectually  roused. 
**  Let  be  the  leddy,  Tarn.  We'll  no  see  the 
gentleman  maltreated.^  But  the  remonstrance 
was  as  fiiel  to  fire ;  and  hands  and  sticks  were 
lifted. 

"  Ay !  tiU  him,  lads !— TiU  him,  the  hand- 
wiled  blackguard  l^  shouted  the  Deacon,  raising 
the  slogan,  and  his  walking  staff,  but  warily  re- 
treating at  the  same  time,  intending,  as  he  after- 
wards said,  to  annoy  the  enemy  in  the  flank. 
**  Dinna  be  feared,  Leddy  Xizbeth. — The  law  is 
on  our  side,  lads.  He  is  nae  Nisi  Dominie  Fms- 
trums  here  in  the  King'^s  Park.  We  are  a'  without 
the  Town'^s  royalty;  and  he  stands  here  a  simple 
unhanged  blackguard.  Till  him  again !  That's  it ! 
Up  wi'  the  bonnie  baker  lads ! — Keep  a  gude  heart, 
Leddy 'Lizbeth. — Is  he  knocked  down  yet.^''  When 
certified  of  the  fact,  the  Deacon  hushed  his  war- 
cry,  and  boldly  advanced  on  the  prostrate  enemy. 

What  was  the  agony  of  Elizabeth  during  this 
brawling  tumvdt ! — ^her  streaming  eyes  now  raised  to 
Heaven  for  help,  now  cast  in  despair  on  theobject  of 
her  heart-breaking  grief,  now  ranging  wildly  over 
the  hollows  and  swells  of  the  Park,  as  if  to  see  from 
what  point  Heaven's  aid  was  to  come.  It  came 
firom  one  the  least  expected. 
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low  at  once  gave  way,  probably  recognising  in  De- 
lancy  a  visiter  of  Mr.  Hutchen^s. 

^^  They  might  fight  dog,  fight  bone,^  he  said, 
^^  if  he  had  pajrment  for  all  the  plague  he  had  got 
•hreadyr  and  he  doggedly  walked  off,  a  triumph, 
ant  shout  greeting  his  departure.  The  spectators 
respectfully  dropped  off  to  some  dbtance,  and  the 
Deacon  and  Jaoobina,  as  family  friends,  alone 
waited  the  arrival  of  the  carriage. 

^^  The  villain  !  I  learned  him  what  it  was  to 
firight  the  bonnie  young  leddy,^  cried  the  Deacon 
bravely,  as  the  skirts  of  the  thief-taker  disappear- 
ed over  the  distant  stile. 

"  Ay ! — ^had  ye  a  brave  touzle  wi'  Tarn, 
Daighie!"  said  Jacobina,  familiarly  thrusting 
her  arm  through  the  Deacon^s,  and  lolling  upon 
him  in  her  free  and  easy  style. 

^^  Whisht  now,  Miss  Jacky !  mind  what  it  is 

to  bear  office  in  Kirk  and  Council. 1  had  nae 

toude  myself,  sir.  That  would  have  been  mis- 
beseeming  my  years  and  place.  I  gave  the  young 
hot-bloods  the  front  of  battle;  but  Tam  kens 
wha  menanced  him  prettily  i'  the  rear  ;^  and  the 
Deacon,  in  mimic  war,  made  several  diagonal  thrusts 
and  lounges,  and  horizontal  pokes  with  his  staff^ 
setting  his  toothless  gums  in  order  of  battle;  while 
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a  Leddy  Light-skirts,  like  Bess  Slattery  !  Oh^ 
Daighie,  Daighie,  if  a'  tales  be  true,  that^s  nae 
lie  ! — But,  there'*s  the  coach  !  there'^s  the  coach  ! 
I  maun  down  the  Dumbiedykes,  and  tell  Monks- 
haugh  we  are  all  coming  home,  sirs,  to  a  merry 
meeting  of  friends  and  neighbours.^ — And  in  wild 
excitement  she  darted  off,  to  the  infinite  relief  of 
the  Deacon* 

Supported  between  Delancy  and  Elizabeth,  Lord 
de  Bruce  moved  slowly  onward,  his  head  sunk  on  her 
shoulder,  uttering  no  word,  and  apparently  scarce 
conscious  of  what  was  passing  around.  They  were 
equally  silent.  Even  the  necessary  orders  were 
given  in  low  whispers.  The  Deacon  waddled  after 
the  party ;  and  at  the  rude  gate-way  where  the  car- 
riage halted,  Elizabeth  stopped  to  thank  him  for 
his  friendly  interference,  and  to  express  a  hope  of 
seeing  him  more  at  leisure. 

"  I  have  a  bit  private  word  for  your  ain  ear,*^ 
he  whispered  with  an  air  of  profound  mystery ; 
and  Elizabeth  obeyed  the  signal  of  retreat  for  a 
few  paces,  fancying  his  communication  might  re* 
gard  Lord  de  Bruce. 

"  Jacky  says  I  was  at  Duddingston  this  after- 
noon. May  be  I  was — may  be  I  was  not.  I 
neither,  ye  observe,  confess  nor  deny — ^the  Town- 


t 


cleik  could  not  counsel  better  than  that.  If  I 
was  there,  good  and  well.  But  nliat  was  my  reil 
mark 't  Who  dare  say  it  was  tlic  Sanctuary  of 
Holyrood,  and  y out  Leddy ship's  aln  gracious  ear?" 

"  If  it  was  you  certainly  did  not  take  the  moM 
direct  approach,"  said  Elizabeth,  smiling  faintly. 

"  I  better  ken  what  I'm  about.  Direct  sf- 
proach  !  Are  these  times  for  direct  approaches  ? 
Had  I  been  seen  going  down  the  Canongate  it 
would  have  been  aaid  I  was  a  broken  man,  a  dy- 
vour bound  for  the  Abbey ;  or  gaun  to  court  auU 
Leddy  Tamtallan's  housekeeper ;  or  to  attend  a 
Black-neb  meeting.  But,  Lord  sake !  let  na  my 
word  be  heard,  ^'e'll  have  heard  that  I'm  a  radt 
man  of  my  tongue.  I  have  a  bit  o'  a  documen  fat 
your  Leddyship's  private  handling, — a  droll  way  I 
came  by  it  too ;  at  deadly  peril  of  gude  name.— 
There's  an  Irish  limmer,  a  Bess  Slattery         " 

'^  Give  it  to  me  instantly  T  said  Elisabeth. 

"  The  Iwtter  I  had  it  to  give,  my  buiinie  young 
leddy.  Think  ye  I  have  been  in  council  for  thir^ 
years  to  travel  in  these  times  wi^  documcns  o'  charge 
on  my  person  ? — I  ken  r  trick  worth  twa  o"  that." 

"  Then  where  or  who  is  this  woman  ?"  said  Eli- 
zabeth, somewhat  tantalized.  "  You  perceive 
time  is  precious  with  me.  Where  shall  I  find  her.'* 
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^^  Ay,  tell  ye  that,  and  mak^  three  hunder  merks 
mine,  and  do  noble  service  to  the  Good  Town  and 
the  government.  All  the  bar-coots,  and  beagles, 
and  Nisi  Dominie  Frustrunw — that'^s  Latin — ^in 
Edinburgh,  cannot  get  scent  o*"  her.  Awfii^  times ! 
— judgment-like  times  !  Need  o^  wit  at  the  helm 
even  now.  If  a  certain  person,  lang  sequestered 
Arom  public  duty,  was  sent  for  privately  yestreen, 
he  boasts  not.*" 

^^  Where  or  how  then  shall  I  see  this  strange 
person — this  Slattery  ?^ 

"  Whisht  now,  my  bonnie  young  leddy  !  name 
no  names— dangerous — See4ence  is  a  Court  word. 
In  these  days  a  bird  o'  the  air — ^by  which  I  tell 
Jacky  Pingle,  Solomon  must  have  ettled  at  the 
tale-pyet — ^will  carry  a  matter  solemnly  discussed 
in  a  locked  Council  Chalmer.  But  ye  see,  just  as 
I  was  toyting  down  streets,  thinking  how  to  snare 
the  rebel  limmer,  starts  she  bolt  before  me  like  a 
new-risen  ghost — ^  Carry  this  I  command  you  P 
said  she — as  if  the  Deacon  o^  an  ancient  Craft  had 
been  her  livery-boy — *  to  her  whom  ye  name  Eli- 
zabeth de  Bruce;  and  tell  her — She  who  sends  this 
longed  to  say  more,  but  miist  follow  her  shadow — 
as  all  leal  and  loving  hearts  shovdd  now  do— West- 
ward, ho  !' — Hold  ye  runagate  !  cried  I.     I  arrest 
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and  grip  ye  in  the  king's  name. — '  And  in  the  i 
viTs  name  I  shake  ye  off!'  qiioth  she ;  and  lent 
a  devel,  as  she  strode  of!',  that  dumb-foundered  me; 
EG  I  was  thankjul  to  sing  laigh.     Good  name 
lietter  than  precious  ointment.     Had  I  been  set 
confahhling  with  the  Irish  trucker,  it  would  hanfij 
have  been  believed  that  it  was  ancnt  the  hoi 
and  safety  of  an  ancient  family." 

"  I  shall  be  all  anxiety  till  I  see  you.  Mi 
Deacon,"  said  Elizabeth,  as  she  stepped  towatdl 
the  carriage,  heartily  provoked  by  the  Deacoal 
diplomacy,  but  too  much  intcreeted  to  displ^ 
her  natural  impatience  of  all  this  trifling.  Scat 
in  the  carriage  she  bowed ;  and  it  moved  alow^ 
on.  J 

"  Mr.   Deacon very  prettily  worded,     bj 

London  it's  aye  Mi.  Deputy,"  said  the   Deacoid 
in  soliloquy.     "  A  civil  young  gentlewoman  ;  anjfl 
very  comely  and  taking  withal.     I  clap  her  in  my 
short  leet  o'  womankind. — But  save  us  and  bless 
us,  Mr,  Gideon  Haliburton,  my  trusty  fere !  and 
is  tlib  yoursel"  ?  and  called   a    second  i 
the  Council  Chalmer?  ha,  ha,  ha — ugh,  ugh,  ugh: 
that  touzle  has  raised  the  cough.     But  law 
lawful!   Marriage,  Mr.  Haliburton,  is  honouraU 
as  I  aye  tell  Mrs.  Burlin,  my  daughter." 
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"  Where  is  the  Lady  Xizbeth  ?     Saw  ye  the 
distressed  gentleman  ?     Is  Jacky^s  news  true  ?^ 

"  Hech,  hech  !  'Od  man,  ye  were  aye  like  my- 
self so  outspoken  and  rash  o^  your  tongue  !^  and 
the  Deacon,  with  as  many  supplementary  nods 
and  illustrative  winks,  as  a  young  but  promising 
thief  employs  in  communicating  with  his  princi- 
pal, related  all  he  had  seen  and  done,  nothing  ex- 
tenuate on  the  score  of  personal  bravery.  He  was, 
in  turn,  informed  by  Gideon,  that  Jacky  Pingle,  in 
following  Bess  Slattery,  had  wandered  out  among 
the  hills,  and  a  second  time  seen  the  wraith  of  the 
Lord  de  Bruce,  which  she  had  followed  up  all 
that  grassy  glade  called  the  Hunter^s  bog,  which 
lies  between  the  hills  as  wild  and  lonely  as  if  there 
were  neither  town  nor  hamlet  within  many  leagues 
of  its  deep  solitude.  A  fortunate  impvdse  of  her 
capricious  malady  made  her  return  to  Monks- 
haugh^s  lodgings,  where,  with  a  most  imposing  air 
of  sagacity,  she  remarked,  that  "  their  poor  cousin, 
not  being  just  so  well  as  his  friends  could  wish, 
she  had  thought  it  prudent  to  attend  to  his  mo- 
tions.*" 

Delancy  was  seated  with  Monkshaugh  when  this 
communication  was  made ;  the  Laird  musing  on 
how  he  was  to  receive  the  young  man'^s  proposal 
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for  Elizabeth,  which  he  coiUidently  expected — hit 
gentle  selHshiiess  beginning  to  stir  &t  the  ides  of  lai> 
ing  her,  of  sending  "poor  'Lubeth'"  to  Ireland 
A  gentleman  who  never  could  understand  the  fain% 
turn  of  the  de  Bruces.  To  let  Wolfe  sliiil  for  his- 
self,  and  devote  the  fortune  he  might  make  at  Hb 
bar  to  providing  for  Elisabeth,  was  dow  hb 
thought :  "She  should  just  stay  still  with  bim;"  n^ 
on  the  whole,  he  viaa  rather  inctined  to  put 
cided  negative  on  the  expected  proposal ;  cspeciit 
ly  as  he  himeelf  hod  never  "  taken  a  leddy,"  sad 
was  aware  that  celibacy  had  its  adTaiit«ges,  enB 
to  the  fair  and  unprotected  sex. 

Tliese  ruminations  were  all  put  to  flight  by  M 
intelligence  of  Jacobina,  under  whose  mad  guid- 
ance Delaiicy  ran  off,  unlieediiig  the  remarks  rf 
the  tittering  blnnchinseu^es  all  around  St.  Annalli 
springs;  and  the  pobte  exclamation  which  fio- 
qucntly  cheered  their  rapid  progress,  of  "  Eij, 
sickin  a  grand  gentleman  tinning  a  race  up 
hills  wi'  daft  Miss  Jacky !" 

Mr.  Haliburton,  on  his  return,  from  aiiotl^r 
successful  chase  after  Bess  Slattery,  took  the 
route,  leaving  Elhe  to  calm  her  conjugal 
and  comfort  Monkshaugh  as  she  best  could.     H^': 
strongly  affected  by  the  information  of  Jaco1 
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waited  the  result  in  a  pitiable  state  of  nervous 
tremor  and  apprehension. 

^^  And  may  yon  comely  young  gentlewoman  be 
a  certain  wawling  babbie  that  came  out  o^  the 
flames  of  Cambuskenneth  Lodge,  on  a  certain 
night  ?*"  whispered  the  Deacon.  **  But  Lord  sake  ! 
let  na  my  word  be  heard — ^it'^s  neither  meal  nor 
maut  o^  mine."^ 

^^  Then  rest  ye  in  peace,  Deacon :  the  Almigh- 
ty'^s  time  is  drawing  near  for  clearing  up  a  dark 
providence.  From  behind  the  mirkest  cloud  darts 
the  brightest  sunshine.  Since  the  much-wronged 
gentleman  himself  is  found,  all  may  go  better.  I 
doubt  he  has  gotten  but  foul  play,  first  and  last ; 
and  has  played  false  to  himself,  which  is  worse  for 
man'^s  spirit  to  bide."*^ 

^^  Not  far  out  there,  my  auld  feal  fere !  But  it 
does  me  good  to  see  ye  ! — Mair  ado  than  a  dish  to 
lick  at  a  certain  villa,  we^ll  no  say  the  name- 
maybe  begins  with  a  W  and  end  with  an  M. 
See4ence  is  a  Court  word — great  merit  in  initials 
and  feenals.  Maybe  a  certain  person,  not  a  hun- 
dred miles  firom  Mr.  G.  H.''s  elbow,  got  a  glisk  of 
certain  documens  in  the  hands  of  the  right-hand 
gentlewoman  of  a  certain  dowager  o£  quality  of  an- 
cient name.  We  say  not  he  was  summoned  to  a  con* 
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(identiitl  conirauning.  Mrs.  Abby  GiUcspu 
a  judicious  woman,  and  kens  whom  to  call 
council ;  though  Mrs.  Burlin  our  daughter  « 
not  hear  her  name  since  a  joke  gscd  through  tl 
Luckenbooths  al>out  the  filling  up  o'  a  late  conj 
gal  vacancy'.  Bread  o'  Life  !  ae  if  a  man  «ell 
who  has  been  ten  times  Deacon  o"  his  Cr» 
were  not  fit  to  choose  a  second  help-mate  for  hia 
self.  Rest  me  patient  with  the  greedy  pack  t- 
for  I'm  Uke  the  auld  man  in  the  picture,  devoun 
by  his  ain  childer  T 

There  was  much  mingled  with  these  hints  tb 
interested  the  curiosity  of  Gideon  ;  and  be  Usteni 
with  as  much  patience  as  he  could  muster. 

"  Ye  mean  to  say  ye  are  courting  Leddy  Tai 
t&llan's  auld  lass,  who  has  shown  ye,  or  told  ye 
the  Lord  John  de  Bruce's  state  and  prospects, 
never  could  away  wi'  your  whittte-whatties,  De*.. 
con.     Speak  out  man  !  Alight  na  a'  that  lias 
ed  between  us  have  been  proclaimed  at  Cross 
Pier?" 

"  Cross  and  Pier  !  no,  no  !  our  private  conmii 
ings  and  uncos  are  no  just  for  touting  out  at  Ci 
and  Pier.     Well  wait  on  the  young  leddy 
selves ;  more  especial,  as  we  have   a  bit  pri 
documen  for  her  own  fair  hand." 
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"  And  does  it  regard  Captain  Wolfe  ?  Give  it 
to  me,  man.  You  know  not  how  much  depends  on 
my  seeing  it  first.'' 

The  Deacon,  though  in  general  laudably  fond  of 
conveying  secret  information,  had  no  will  to  see 
the  heart  plucked  out  of  his  mystery  in  this  simple 
way, — and  was,  besides,  a  little  offended ;  so  he  be- 
came, every  instant,  more  dark  and  diplomatic,  and 
Gideon  groaning  turned  away. 

**  There  now,  ye  are  as  short  as  pie-crust ;  but, 
I  care  not,  if  I  take  a  turn  wi'  you  the  length  of 
my  Leddy  Tamtallan's,  mainly  to  vex  the  Bur- 
lins. — Rest  me  patient,  for  the  very  calender  wife 
they  make  watch  my  waters,  if  I  gang  to  gi'e  a 
fnendly  call  on  Mrs.  Abby  ! — But  ye  may  say  a 
friend  said,  it  will  not  be  as  father-in-law  John 
Hutchen  will  get  off  scot  free  this  bout. — She's  a 
dour  carlin  a  certain  dowager — as  bauld  as  Black 
Agnes  o'  Dunbar — she  has  hounded  a'  the  lawyer 
bratchels  in  Edinburgh  on  the  scent.  There  wiU 
be  a  whipping  o'  cadgers — the  de'il  to  pay,  and  no 
pitch  hot.  The  nick-sticks  winna  tally,  I'm  saying, 
man,"  and  he  knocked  Gideon's  elbow  with  his 
own.     "  But  let  na  my '^ 

Gideon  strode  away  with  a  gurgling  humph, 
now  certain  some  evil  menaced,  or  had  overtaken 
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Wolfe  Grahame,  and  ine^nesGibly  aUnoed  on 
account  of  Elizabeth.  Hehadindeedrec^Tedasott 
of  mystical  message  from  Prisel,  s  tew  dajr*  after 
the  flight  of  that  active  adherent  of  the  faoiue  of 
Mookfihaugh,  entreating  him  to  see  the  ragract, 
whom  he  had  accoidingi;  bootlesd  j  purmied  at  the 
Fords  of  Oran,  as  well  as  on  the  present  day. 

Meanwhile  the  carriage  had  reached  the  Sanc- 
tuary ;  Elisabeth  and  Ddancy,  in  the  coorae  of 
their  drive,  excbai^ing  «  few  nnsroidaUe  words 
fai  die  lowest  whispers. 


KETU  LOUUK. 


CHAPTER  V. 

CAMBDSKENN£T1I  LODCK. 
Sent  thaagb  nol  ■  jhIf, 


Had  the  mortal  remains  of  Lord  de  Bruce  been 
borne  into  the  dwelling  of  his  ancient  kinBinan, 
tfaey  cuuld  not  have  been  received  with  more  af- 
fecting solemnity,  or  deeper  emotion,  than  Monks- 
haugh  now  displayed.  Trembling  tike  as  aspen- 
leaf,  hi^  lips  pale  as  those  of  him  he  gazed  upon, 
he  bad  tottered  tu  the  threshold,  but  sunk  upon  a 
seat  unable  to  speak.  It  was  not  till  he  had  seen 
his  noble  relative  laid  on  Elizabeth's  bed,  the 
troubled,  dreamy  eyes  half  veiled,  the  bland  but 
languid  expression  and  tender  repose  of  the  whole 
delicately  chiselled  aud  wan  countenance,  so  chang- 
ed from  what  it  had  hem  while  the  hues  of  health. 
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and  hope,  and  youth  were  bright  on  evcxy  featme, 
that  the  past  seemed  to  rush  upon  the  gaier ;  and 
while  he  seized  and  clasped  the  thin  waxen-colour- 
ed hand  which  hung  over  the  bed,  he  exclaimed, 
"  It  is  !  It  is  my  noble  kinsman,  John  de  Bruce! 
The  curse  of  an  old  man's  breaking  heait  liglit 
upon  them,  and  hang  about  them  who  hare 
brought  him  to  thb  !" 

"  Oh !  do  not  curse  them,"  whispered  Eliza- 
beth, who  knelt  by  the  bed-side ;  and  she  ban 
down  the  hand  raised  in  imprecation. 

"  God  forgive  me !"  said  Monkshaugh  :  "  For 
surely  neither  man's  cruelty  nor  woman''8  faithless- 
ness over  subdued  his  noble  spirit  to  this.  The 
hand  of  God  is  here ;  and  though   we  tremble  ve 
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smooth  the  way ;  or  till,  in  renewed  health  and  re- 
stored reason,  you  bid  me  remain  ever  in  your  sight, 
or  b^one  for  ever  from  your  presence  !  Oh,  I 
shall  find  many  ways  to  teach  him  to  endure  me!"" 
and  she  turned  to  Monkshaugh — ^^  Perhaps  to 
love  me;  and  then  shall  we  not  all  remain  together 
in  happiness  for  ever  ?^ 

^^  At  Monkshaugh  ?  "Lizbeth.  I  heartily  con- 
cur ;  and  freely  give  up  all  views  to  the  bar,  to 
devote  myself  to  my  noble  kinsman.  Much  may 
be  done  by  a  judicious  friend  who  has  experience 
of  the  family  turn ; — and  what  is  fame  and  fortime 
to  family  peace  and  affection ;  though,  no  doubt, 
the  mansion  of  Monkshaugh,  as  Wolfe  must  soon 
think  of  marrying  a  lady? — but  there^s  Emescraig; 
we  could  build  a  bit  eke  of  three  chalmers  and  a 
pantry — great  need  of  a  pantry  at  the  Tower."" 

^^  But  what  to  do  now,,  sir  ?  Shall  I  write  a 
note  to  Mr.  Dalrymple,  or  to  Lady  Tamtallan?"^ 
inquired  Elizabeth. 

"  I  was  called  to  the  bar  eighteen  years  before 
Andrew  Dalrymple ;  however,  in  the  multitude  of 
counsellors  there  is  wisdom ;  though,  on  the  other 
hand  comes  the  adage,  Mr.  Delancy,  ^  Too  many 
cooks  spoil  the  broth.**     But  send  for  Andrew — he 
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docfl  nol  want  for  sense,  ur  \egtd  ability  acconSi^ 
to  his  Btanding.  Thou^  I  epe*k  more  like  i 
green-horn  than  an  aald,  regular-bred  piaciidoiKr, 
not  to  have  told  ye,  that  John  Hurcbeon  will  be  at 
UH  Avrtlicrccovcryofthe person  of  Lord de  Bruce, 
before  we  are  ten  hoars  older." 

"  Vou  will  surely  resist  such  a  sumatder  at  all 
risks,"  said  Delancy.     "  Do  but  gi»e   i 
to  act  in  your  name/ 

"  We  never  pan  more  !"  s»d  KUxabeth ;  i 
the  dasp  of  both  ber  hands  vas  returned  bf  J 
faini  presBure,  whicii  thrill«l  to  her  heart.  "  He 
hears  !  He  understands  me  '. — ft[y  &theT '.  My 
father !" 

The  eyes  of  the  group  were  all  turned  to  the 
bed ;  but  the  unconscious  olyect  of  tbetr  attentwii 
made  no  other  answering  signal. 

In  less  than  an  hour,  Mr.  Dalrymple  arrived, 
accompanied  by  an  eminent  medical  pmctitioner; 
and  to  them  Elizabeth  gave  a  verj'  minute  acoMuit 
of  all  that  had  passed  in  the  Park.  She  noticed 
that  the  physician  apiieaied  to  place  peculiar  m- 
portaoce  on  the  shock  produced  in  th«  whcde  mortl 
atxl  j)hyBical  constitution  of  the  unfasf^y  patieat, 
by  the  sense  of  personal  d^adation,   ouira^ 
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manhood,  and  intuited  raok,  and  tlie  indignity  of  a 
bbw  aioied  by  the  Inrutal  keeper,  and  in  a  wiHnan^s 
piesenoe.  The  medical  gentleman  casually  men- 
tioned to  hia  friend,  Mr.  Dalrymple,  that  he  had 
lately  known  an  incident  very  similar,  produce  the 
happiest  revulsion  in  the  mental  health  o£  the  pa* 
tient  Elisabeth  likewiae  mentioned  what  the 
man  had  told  of  the  large  quantities  of  opium 
which  the  unfortunate  gentleman  was  in  the  habit 
of  using.  On  this  point  the  landlady  was  examin- 
ed; for  in  her  lodgings  the  patient,  under  the 
name  of  Mr.  Browne,  had  lived  some  days  previ- 
MM  (o  the  nocturnal  adventure  of  Elisabeth,  while 
a  more  secluded  residence  was  preparing  for  him, 
or  till  it  should  be  judged  expedient  to  take  him  to 
the  country,  whidi  could  not  safely  be  accomplished 
till  Monkshaugh  and  Elisabeth  had  been  driven 
from  their  home. 

Whatever  might  be  the  opinion  of  the  physi- 
cian his  lai^^uage  was  cheering  and  consolatory. 
It  was,  he  said,  a  bad  case  worse  treated ;  a  case 
in  which  one  friend  might  have  been  of  more  im- 
portance than  the  whole  Coll^  of  Physicians. 
^  But  I  was  not  prepared  to  find  him  so  much 
exhausted  in  constitution.*" — The  eye  of  Elisa- 
beth made  farther  anxious  questioning. — ^^  We 
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are  nut  (]uite  oraclus,"  ssid  the  PhytiJ 
very  few  days  you  will  be  much  more  able  to  ti 
lighten  me  than  I  am  to  direct  your  mode  of  Nl 
tendance.  Be  with  him,  however,  as  much  as  yo 
can ;  accustom  him  to  see  you :  be  his  companifl 
while  you  are  his  nurse,  and  liope  the  best-  Thl 
there  is  partial  derangement  I  believe,  aggranl 
ed  perhaps  by  this  most  insidious  and  seductn 
drug,  but  plirensy — mania,  none. 

While  they  still  chatted,  Mrs.  Haliburton,  wil 
a  face  of  delighted  importance,  entered  and  wU 
pered  Elizabeth. 

"  Your  ladyship'^s  auld  master,   my   Gideii 
coming  down   the  Canongate  chcekie-for-cho* 
wi'  my  Leddy  Tamtalliin's  sedan  !     His  bread  i 
bakcn  if  he  had  but  sense  to  turn  the  cake  '. 
Leddyship  is  the  patrune  o'  the  vacant  kirk  o'  Sktrt-1 
emdeavie, — fourteen  chalder  o'  victual  slipend.— d 
O,  advise  him;  but  mint  na  that  I  had  a  hand  an 
it.     Why  should  we  be  separitta   and  dishei 
from  the  goodly  and  weel-bottomed  reformed  I 
o'  Scotland.     I  have  not  ease  nor  freedom  in  e 
conscience.      Chisems  i'  the   body  is  worse  thi 
heresies.     Fourteen  chalder  o'  a  victual   stipi 

forbye — but  whisht " 

Even  Monkshaugh,  tenacioiu  in  all  small  p 
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of  etiquette,  half  forgave  Lady  Tamtallan  the  old 
Tobe-de-chambre  and  flannel  mufllings  in  which 
she  made  her  grotesque  appearance,  when  he  saw 
her  step  up  to  Elizabeth,  and  kiss  her  on  both  sides 
of  the  face,  saying  aloud,  **  Lassie  if  ye  were  not 
a  de  Bruce  by  birth,  your  spirit  entitles  you  to  be 
iof  their  blood. — Conduct  me  to  my  nephew  John  !^ 

^^  If  your  Ladyship  does  me  the  honour  to  ap- 
prove what  I  have  done,  trust  my  discretion  a  little 
farther :  do  not  seek  to  see  Lord  de  Bruce  till 
sleep  and  rest  have  restored  him.**^ 

^^  It  cannot  be,  my  Lady.  My  authority  is  de- 
spotic,^ said  the  Doctor,  kindly  relieving  Elisa- 
beth. ^^  In  sober  truth,  the  nerves  of  Lord  de 
Bruce  are  so  shattered,  are  in  so  weak  and  irrita- 
ble a  state,  that ^ 

"  Tell  na  jne  of  nerves  !""  interrupted  the  old 
lady.  "  I'm  sickened  with  nerves  !  They  ever 
£ome  in  the  way  of  all  duty  and  all  courage.  Yet 
this  may  be  Tight  too.  God  forbid  that  I  should 
come  to  hurt  where  I  meant  to  heal  r 

^^  Caustic  to  a  raw  sore  may  sometimes  be  use- 
fiil,^  said  the  physician  aside  to  his  friend. 

"  But,  woman,  who  in  God'*s  name  are  ye  P'^ 
continued  the  Dowager,  knitting  her  shaggy  grey 
brows  till  her  eyes  concentred  to  a  spark  of  dark 
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fire ;  and  she  laid  her  strong  grasp  on  the  umN 
the  landlady,  who  had  entered  with  fresh  li 
and  her  tall  mahogany  gtiJa  candlesticks,  in 
our  of  the  illuBtrious  guests  of  ber  lodgers. 

"  Just  whom  your  Ladyship   takes  ine  : 
my  ain  mother's  dochter,  and  not  aabamed  u 
it.    Rest  be  with  her !— Her  end  was  rough,  bulM 
life  was  honest !~ 

"  It  matters  little  o'  that,   iroman.     But  i 
truth  ni  have  out  of  you   this   n^ht  if  I  6 
forth  with  red-hot  pinchers  P 

"  Huls  tuts,  my  Lady !  we  are  part  the  d 
of  your  noble  ancestor,  the  Duke  of  I>rumlani%i 
and  the  boots  and  thumbikins.  But  I  will  spnl; 
the  truth  free  and  unconstrained,  the  more  mdi- 
ly  that  its  concealment  has  only  injured  the  me- 
mory of  her  whom  I  sought  lo  serve." 

"  Elizabeth,"  whispered  Gideon,  •'  there,  in 
the  body,  stands  that  woman  whom  I  have  hunl- 
ed  so  long— there,  under  my  very  nose,  the  sole 
living  depositary,  «o  far  as  1  ken,  of  all  thate 
known  of  your  birth,  save  John  Hutchen.  and 
Mrs.  Monica  Doran.  Will  ye  bear  the  truth  ihis 
night  if  she  unseal  my  lips  or  open  her  i 
will  ye^—Jet  weel  hide  ?" 

'  I  will  abide  the  alternative,"  said  Bliaabrlh, 
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who  had  becomt  very  pale,  though  her  yoice  was 
firm.  ''  Tdl  me  all,  and  now  f  The  truth  can- 
not be  more  terrible  than  my  fears ;  nor  so  dis- 
tracting as  my  uncertainty.  My  spirit  is  worn 
with  mysteries !"" 

**  Mysterious  indeed  to  our  dim  ken  are  die 
dark  providences  in  which  the  Almighty  visits  the 
iniquities  of  fathers  upon  their  race.  Let  us  ne^er 
fi>rget  that  it  is  He  also  who  sheweth  mercy  unto 
thousands ;  and  that  the  visitation  and  the  bless- 
ing do  often  come  hand  joined  in  hand,  thouf^ 
our  shortened  vision  can  ill  scan  the  mystic  bonds 
which  entwine  them.^ 

Lady  TamtalUn  had,  by  this  time,  retired  with 
the  landlady  to  the  small  apartment  occupied  by 
that  matron ;  and  the  gentlemen  coming  from  the 
inner  room  where  they  had  been  with  Lord  de 
Bruce,  took  leave  of  Elisabeth  £6r  the  night.  De- 
lancy,  lingering  for  an  instant  behind  die  others, 
craved  leave  to  make  his  inquiries  at  an  ear* 
lier  hour  of  the  morning  than  earemony  sanction* 
ed ;  since  she  had  decidedly  said,  that,  with  Mr. 
Haliburton  in  the  family,  the  protectien  of  bis  pre- 
sence through  the  night  was  quite  uncalled  fiir. 

^'  At  any  hour  Mr.  Delancy  must  be  welcome 
to  us,""  said  Elisabeth.     ^^  We  are  not  in  condi^ 


tion  t«  yrite  our  few  Mends  lightly.  Take  oi^ 
best  thanlcK  for  nitmy  a  weU-timcd  kindness :  Y< 
goodness  and  attention  to  poor  Frisel,  whom 
master  chooses  to  consider  as  a  bumble  friend, 
all  know  how  to  value.  Would  that  he  were  ba^ 
who  could  better  thank  you,  and  guide  and  guoi 
us  ail !" 

A  momentary-  suA'usiun  of  mingled  pride  id 
jealousy  flushed  the  young  man's  brow,  while 
replied  somewhat  stiffly,  "  No  thanks  can  b< 
the  value  of  your  own — not  that  they  arc  meritedj 
but  that  you  bestow  them.  Kven  in  the  ineeasih 
presence  of  Lord  de  Bruce  I  durst  not  whisper 
you  the  first,  if  not  the  deepest  cause  of  my  int» 
est  in  his  fate,  I  never  heard  her  breathe  his  rtwrnp, 
though  by  her  he  never  can  be  forgotten — but  tli» 
human  being,  revered  by  rac  beyond  all  others,  wl 
fostered  my  orphan  boyhoocl.and  guided  my  youl 
was  the  Betrothed  Bride  of  de  Bru<v .'"  Elii 
beth  started,  and  fixed  her  questioning  eyes  on  d 
speaker.  "  A  dark  fate  divided  them,  even  ; 
the  foot  of  the  altar — a  deed  to  be  thought  of  wit 
burning  shame  and  endless  sorrow,  and  tterer  I 
be  mitigated  nor  atoned.  Fate  and  magic,  yoi 
know,"  he  added,  half  smiling,  "  have  a 
power  of  charm   than   of  counter-charm.     How 
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lightly  or  how  blindly  does  Fortune  sometimes  ' 
twine  those  ties  which  aU  her  force  camiot  undo  r 

^'  I  had  some  dim  perception  of  this,^  said  Eli- 
zabeth, very  much  agitated.  ^'  I  must  hear  more 
to-morrow.  I  am  an  entire  stranger  to  my  family 
history — but  I  know  my  present  duty.  This  is  no 
time  for  reserves,  take  my  confidence,  as  the  best, 
the  only  proof  I  can  give  you  of  my  esteem.  I 
hope  that  when  to-morrow  comes,  I  may,  in  truth 
as  in  soul,  call  Lord  de  Bruce  father.  But  I 
know  to-night  that  I  call  Wolfe  Grahame  by  a 
name  still ^" 

All  was  implied  in  the  crimson  blush  that  slight- 
ly flushed  from  her  temples  to  her  bosom — ^in  the 
fluttering  voice,  and  the  abrupt  pause.  Its  eflect 
on  the  listener  she  would  not  see,  and  hastened  to 
say,  ^^  We  have  much  to  contend  with,  Mr.  De- 
lancy  ;  but  with  firm  faith,  young  hope,  and  unit- 
ed hearts,  we  may  meet  and  surmount  it  all !  This 
is  frank  speaking ;  but  Mr.  Delancy  deserves  to 
hear  the  truth,  and  from  me,  because  he  knows 
how  to  value  it.*" 

Before  Delancy  could  look  up  she  had  vanish- 
ed ;  and,  though  he  heard  nothing  for  which  he 
did  not  fancy  himself  prepared,  he  stood  like  the 
youthiiil  dreamer  whose  airy  structures  in  their 


106  KI.1ZAB£TB  DE  BKDCK- 

Citt,  Waf»  wnA  oo  the  ousfaed  bean  of  dK 
Wet  wba  has  raiaed  then. 

**  She  torts  *  avova  tt !  ttiumpha  m  bcr  ■ 
thoogbi  be.  "'  Lxt  me  not 
If  tbe  Btnn^vst  moirre 
vas,  that  Elixaheth  »  the  i 
fiitsdcd  dan^ter  of  dc  Bruce,  that  mnaitts  ■ 
in  all  ita  Mimgitli— let  it  do  so  in  all  its  punty^ 
Lei  ne  be  the  &iend  thej  all  ne<ed — the  brodl 
riis  b«  oevs  known."  Tbe  young  man  was 
MQwd  to  valk  up  into  the  town  with  the  othei 
tlemeD  ;  but  the  lawjer's  chat,  and  tbephyui 
leanuDg  iell  this  night  on  dull  ear*. 

An  PtaminatioB  of  the  landlady  was  meam 
earryio^  on  before  a  secret  committee, 
of  Lady  Tamtallan  and  Mr.  Haliburton. 
reproached  with  not  giving  tbe  relative*  of 
de  Bruce  intelligence  of  his  residence  in  ber  b< 
■he  replied,  probably  whh  truth, 

"  I   nerer  saw  the  Lord  de  Brae«  cave 
and  that  in  a  way  to  make  me  either 
or  forget   him  for  ever.     Nor  could   tbe  m- 
that  bore  him  tlus  night  know  her  own  child." 

"  Woman,  speak  the  truth,  and  the  whole 
M  yon  shall  uicwer  it  to  God  and  to  me .'"  said 
t)ie  Dowager.—"  Was  it  on  the  night  when  the 
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vilhun  Hutchen  received  that  child  in  the  pre- 
sence of  this  honest  nian,*-that  child  which  hss 
shot  up  into  the  girl  whom  ye  all  name  Elisabeth 
de  Bruce  ?" 

**  And  rightly  so  named,  madam,^  said  Gideon, 
rising  to  his  feet.  ^^  That  name  she  received  in 
baptism,  administered  by  these  unworthy  hands 
in  presence  of  that  honest  woman,  her  dying  bhk 
ther,  and  Mr.  John  Hurcheon ;  at  which  solemn 
ordinance  John  Lord  de  Bruce  took  on  himsdf  a 
father^s  vows  in  behalf  of  the  helpless  infaoi— -ill 
able  to  sustain  his  part,  the  hsnd  of  God  was  on 
the  youth  even  then. — Shall  I  summon  his  ehiM 
to  this  conference  ?^ 

**  Call  her  r  returned  the  old  lady,  actually 
holding  her  head  with  her  hand  to  stay  the  {right- 
All  tremour  with  which  it  shook  as  if  it  would 
have  started  from  her  neck. 

EHsabeth  was  at  this  time  watching  the  slumbers 
of  her  patient.  In  spite  of  the  agitations  of  the 
day,  of  all  that  she  hoped,  and  aH  that  she  feared, 
the  soft  and  tender  feelings  with  which  a  woman 
ever  watches  the  quiet  repose  of  those  depending 
on  her  cares,  those  whom  she  loves,  and  for 
whom  she  has  trembled  and  suffered,  were  tnseii^ 
sibly  stealing  over  her  heart.     It  was  with  a  sort 
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of  reluciance  that  she  surrendered   those  lullg 
and  grateful  feelings,  and,   with  a  painiul  flutts 
of  spirits,  took  her  place  by  the  side  of  Mr.  Hi 
burton,  and  as  far  as  was  decently  possible  fin 
Lady  Tamtallau. 

"  It  might  be  full  sis  weeks,  an  it  please  you  n 
Ladies,"  said  the  landlady,  '*  before  the  irin^ 
Wodensdny,  when,  at  the  hour  of  midnight,  a  k 
rtsp  and  tbl  were  heard  on  our  door-pin.  U 
worthy  mother,  rest  her  !  was  in  a  line  which  mad 
the  midnight  summons  ae  familiar  at  our  door  I 
the  noon-day  call,  and  to  the  full  as  welcome ;  a 
a  quiet  cast  of  her  calling  was  as  little  to  be  qiu 
tioned  or  ferlicd  at,  aa  a  proclaimed  gossiping  « 
cummers,  caudle,  and  fit-ale ;  or  if  not,  Bve  1; 
gold  pieces  made  all  odds  evens,  and  w»e  i 
arles  of  richer  payment." 

"Go  on,  woman,  and  tcU  not  me  of  your  ■ 
tiler,"  cried  the  old  lady,  stamping  her  fool  impi 
tiently. 

"  The  tale  has  little  pleasure  for  me,  my  Ladj 
to  dwell  on  it. — My  doomed  mother  was  bouod  I 
follow  on  the  word  and  token,  by  night  or  by  dij 
and  no  questions  asked.  It  might  be  laird*s  laoi 
it  might  be  lady's  credit  were  at  stake ;   but  sfe 
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was  a  discreet  woman — ^kept  herself  to  herself; 
or  if  she  inquired  what  gentles  came  to  town  at 
that  season,  heard  nought  or  said  nought,  'tUi  ike 
hour  came  And  the  man.'* 

^'  Who  shall  ever  forget  the  wild  night  o^  the 
Windy  Wodensday  ?  It  was  the  hollow  pit-mirk 
hour — I  well  remember  it.  M j  mother,  who  had 
been  overspent  on  former  nights,  was  dosing  in 
her  arm-chair  when  the  quick  summons  came. 
She  was  used  to  the  warning  alarum,  as  I  said,  at 
all  hours, — and  clogs  and  cloak  were  done  on  in  a 
twinkling.  The  ckng  of  the  door  behind  her 
went  to  my  heart  like  a  death-knell ;  and  as  I 
looked  from  the  window  till  darkness  swallowed 
the  ghost-like  figure  who  strode  on  before  her,  a 
drow  as  it  were  came  over  my  spirit — '' 

"  Tell  me  not  of  what  ye  felt,  but  of  what 
ye  saw,  woman  !  Was  that  the  young  John,  the 
Lord  de  Bruce  ?*" 

^^  That  was  he  not,  my  Lady  ;  I  am  free  to  say 
that.""  And  the  woman  went  on  to  tell  that  an  old 
sedan  chair  was  found  at  a  particular  spot ;  and 
how  with  wild  threats  her  mother  was  blind- 
folded and  forced  into  it,  though  the  extreme 
darkness  of  the  night  rendered  the  precaution  al- 
most unnecessary. 
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After  a  length  of  time— ^nrobably  reckoix 
terror,  ever  n  false  time-keeper,  for  she  thongbi 
many  houTB  had  elapsed — the  sedan  was  rei 
and  whcu  the  bandage  was  taken  from  hei 
she  found  herself  in  the  spacious  but  diana 
hall  of  a  princely  habitation  according  to 
taste  of  the  age  in  which  it  had  been  erected. 

*'  I  tell  the  tale  as  my  djdng  mother  spok 
B«id  the  woman,  looking  at  the  Dowi^er.  " 
thought  she  had  travelled  ten  long  miles; 
there  she  stood  in  the  hall  of  Camhuskn 
Lodge—pictures,  tapestry,  escutt^eous,  and 
our,  all  liangiiig  round,  nearly  ai  she  had  seen 
at  the  birth  of  John,  the  Lord  de  Brace,  ' 
there  was  joy  and  rejoicing  for  a  living  beir, 
a  curse  reinored  and  passed  from  an  Aiuaei 
mily. — Alack  I  it  clings  to  it  yet !" 

"  Tell  your  tale,  dame ;  and  spare  ymii 
mentarj,"  cried  the  Dowager.  "  Uow  dsre 
or  such  as  you,  think  of  the  woes  of  that  i 
house,  but  to  tremble  and  be  silent  ?" 

The  woman  at  first  somewhat  eullettly 
that  in  that  hall,  besides  the  tail  and  spectral  f 
which  liad  summoned  her  mother fsrth,  then  i 
another  person,  who  had  probably  nasiBM 
conveying  her  thither.     Both  were  very  tadl 
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•nd  dreflscd  predsdy  alike,  inricb,  tight  under  ha- 
Intt,  with  scarlet  cloaks  ridily  laced,  which,  as 
they  feU  aside,  discovei^  their  arms  dT  pistols  and 
dagger.  Both  wore  Telvet  masks ;  and,  by  every 
otemal  mark  of  language,  mien,  and  gaib,  ap- 
peared men  of  high  rank— or,  at  least,  of  that  rank 
in  which  command  is  familiar  and  graotful. 

It  appeared  fiom  the  rambling  narrative,  that 
the  midwife  had  next  been  conducted  into  the 
ttntediamber  of  a  suit  of  apartments,  magnificent 
in  point  of  architecture  and  original  decoration,  but 
now  scantily  and  meanly  furnished,  and  wearing 
that  air  of  coldness  and  des<dation  whieh  is  never 
so  deeply  felt  as  in  scenes  where  there  are  still 
broken  traces  of  the  life,  splendour,  and  elegance 
which  have  fled  for  ever. 

In  this  apartment  the  remains  of  a  charcoal  fire 
were  smouldering  on  die  marble  hearth.  The 
midwife  had  been  directed  to  blow  the  embers  into 
rac&mce ;  and  something  like  reviving  confidence, 
returned  to  her  bosom  with  the  rekindling  g^ow  of 
the  fire,  one  of  the  most  familiar  bonds  of  social  Iifi^. 
On  a  marble  slab  near  the  hearth,  lay  the  sheathed 
swords  of  the  brodiers — for  so  the  midwife  des- 
cribed them — ^beside  a  flagon  of  wine  and  diinkiBg 
cups.     She  was  invited  to  take  some  refreshment ; 
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and  upon  this  courtesy  ventured  to  inquire  for 
lady  to  whom   she    had  been    summoned,  thuu^ 
Btill  with  fear  and  hesitation.      Her  condui 
did  not  seem  persons  to  brook  questioning. 

"  Fear  nothing,  woman  !"  said  he  who  had  U 
her  forth.  Be  silent !— ^and  you  hare  nothing  IS 
fear.  What  is  your  wretched  life  to  us — or  ibtf , 
of  thousands  such  as  you  ? — Compose  your  spirit^ 
and  (juietly  abide  our  return."" 

The  gentlemen  locked  the  door  communicadm 
with  the  hall,  and  al»o  one  by  which  they  r( 
into  the  interior  room  of  this  suit  of  apartmentt.' 

"  She  had  a  stout  heart,  my  mother  ;""  said 
landlady,  "  but  I  think  it  jiUyed  whiltic~«fai 
then,  as  she  gazed  and  groped  all  round  for  a 
of  escape,  were  it  but  a  mouse-hole.     The  o 
shutters  of  each  window  were   nailed  and  bolte^' 
and  every  crevice  was  carcfidly  closed  against 
light  ofday,  and  tapestried  with  cobwebs,  as  ii 
had  fled  since  the  sun  had  shone  through 
darkened    casement*.     Halting    in    her  fruli 
search   at   the  door  communicating  with  the  ii 
chamber,  she  distinctly  heard  the  low  faint  mi 
and  sobs  of  B  female,  mingled  with  the  more  iui 
bursting  agony  of  a  man's  voice — sobs  nnd 
as  if  wrung  by  despair  from  a  breaking  bt 
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*  God  help  them,  whoever  they  might  be  !**  my 
mother  said;  for  there  was  no  mistaking  the 
true  voice  of  deep  wo  and  bitter  sorrow. 

^^  Could  she  have  dozed  or  slept,  my  mother, 
after  that— or  did  she  dream  awake,  the  fever 
working  in  her  blood  and  her  brain  abready  ? — She 
well  knew  where  she  stood — ^in  the  old  mansion  of 
the  de  Bruce ! — But  no  de  Bruce  was  near  her ! 
The  charcoal  embers  were  again  fallen  low  on  the 
hearth ;  but  a  dull  red  gleam  was  still  thrown 
steadily  on  the  inky  surface  of  a  large  sconce-mir- 
ror which  you  remember,  my  Lady,  was  fixed — ^ 

"  I  know  it  well,  woman,'^  cried  the  old  lady. 
**  Go  on  with  your  story.*" 

"  My  mother'*8  eye  once  fixed  there,  for  worlds 
she  could  not  have  lifted  it  again  from  that  spot.*" 
And  she  described  in  her  own  language,  that  slow- 
ly the  dim  shadow  of  the  Lady  Blanche  of  Lor- 
raine rose,  and  passed  along  the  mirror  in  the  same 
corpse-shroud  in  which  she  ever  appeared,  a  dead 
baby  in  her  arms — the  shadowy  phantom  ever 
moving  on,  but  never  departing,  like  a  pale,  slow- 
moving,  moonlight  cloud.  The  maddened  shriek 
of  the  midwife  rose  as  the  imaginary  phantom  dis- 
appeared ;  and  this  brought  back  her  masked  con- 
ductors, whom,  when  she  recovered  her  senses,  she 
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fouml  bending  over  her  where  she  had  sunk  on  | 
the  hearth,  their  naked  swords  meeting  shore  her  I 
head.  ' 

"  Those  passages  of  figures  shewn  in  a  mimir 
in  a  darkened  room,"  said  Gideon,  "  whether  of  pa- 
sons  in  the  body,  but  divided  by  far  space  from 
the  beholder  :  or  of  those  long  out  of  the  bodj, 
but  dragged  from  the  grave  and  animaied  by 
witch-rhymes  and  hellish  incantations,  have  obt^ 
ed  countenance  from  grave  authorities.  But  dnt 
honest  woman  must  have  been  chilled  in  blood, 
and  flurried  in  spirits ;  besides  that  cup  of  wine— 
wliich,  in  particular,  if  of  the  nature  of  a  liquor 
called  Champagne,  is  of  a  most  wild  and  headv 
quality — a  perfect  demon-elixir,  brining  a  nun 
under  tlie  power  and  scope  of  glamnur  and  ai- 
chantment,  to  see  fairy  sights  that  never  were  to  bt 
seen,  and  to  hear  fairy  music  and  poetic  speed) 
that  never  were  sung  nor  spoken  : — so,  I  rathn, 
'Lizbeth,  opine,  that  the  honest  woman's  een  vm 

in  the  mirlygoes,  than  that  a  pale  phantooi dw 

Morgwynn,  or  white  woman  of  faery  ^-or  even  tbt 
airy  shew  of  a  murdered  lady  really  passed  ova 
that  mirror." 

"  Meddle  not  with  what  concerns  ye  not,"  said 
the  old  lady,  fiercely ;  her  head  again  etartiBginia 
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the  spasmodic  shake  which  at  times  made  her 
pect  so  frightful.  ^^  If  there  be  blood-guilt  on  the 
line  of  de  Bruce  it  is  for  them  to  abye  it.  Are 
our  family  misfortimes  to  be  every  carie^s  crack  ?'^ 
Probably  the  lady  fancied  that  to  strip  her  fam- 
ily of  its  attendant  ghost  was  attainting  its  here- 
ditary dignities  and  privil^^ ;  as  it  is  only  old  il- 
lustrious houses  which  are  ever  thus  honoured 

The  landlady  went  on  to  tell,  that  her  mother 
ftlt  relieved,  even  by  the  harsh  discipline  of  her 
conductors,  from  the  blood-curdling  horror  of 
supernatural  fear,  certainly  the  most  agonising 
feeling  which  a  human  spirit  can  endure;  for  what 
are  mortal  terrors  to  the  agonies  of  the  naked  soul, 
shivering  and  cowering  beneath  the  shapeless, 
limitless  power  of  that  superhuman  dread  which 
kills  and  maddens. 

*^  There  was  sun-light  and  blessing,^  the  woman 
said,  ^^  even  in  the  red  gleam  of  the  naked  swords 
which  appeared  to  menace  her  life.^  On  recovering, 
she  was  conducted  from  the  antechamber,  through 
the  saloon  or  banqueting-room  of  the  same  suit, 
into  the  chamber  of  her  patient. 

^^  It  was  here  my  mother  Gist  saw  the  young 
Lord  de  Bruce,^  said  the  landlady. 

Elizabeth's  sigh  was  almost  a  gasp  of  anxiety, 
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as  the  old  lady  called  aloud,     "  Woman,  wu 
that  in  verj-  deed  my  yoiuig  nephew  John  r" 

"  As  sure  as  tliere  is  a  Heaven  above,  it «« 
John,  the  Lord  de  Bruce,  who  knelt  by  dial  bed- 
ade ;  where,  but  twenty  years  before,  he  bad  iiist 
seen  the  blessed  light.  He  started  away  on  the 
instant ;  but  there  is  no  mistaking  a  de  Brace.— 
My  motlier  would  have  known  that  stately  he»d 
on  a  highlander's  pike-staff." 

Lady  TamuUan  raised  her  own  walking  flaff 
as  if  to  chastise  the  person  who  used  this  profant 
allusion — but  dropped  Hi  and  the  landlady  related 
that  her  mother  now  gained  courage  to  approadi 
the  bed-side  of  her  supposed  patient. 

A  pale,  fair  girl  lay  there,  who  looked 
than  fifteen  or  sixteen  years  of  age — more  lik^ 
beautiful  piece  of  sculpture  than  a  being  of 
The  lips  were  firmly  compressed,  as  if  the  i« 
ed  spirit  scorned  the  confession  of  its  agony, 
tears  were  trickling  slowly  ftoni  under  the  ckM| 
eyelids. 

"  She  was  of  a  &ack,  fiirthy  nature  my  wortin 
mother,"  said  the  woman  ;    "  and   forgetting 
that  was  past,  she  bawled  out  in  the  name  of; 
Maker,  '  Is  it  to  this  poor  bairn   I  am  called 
when  he  who  seemed  the  younger  of  the 
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ers,  Started  in,  snatched  a  silken  tissue  veil  which 
lay  on  the  bed,  and  with  a  hand  trembling  in 
passion,  wrapped  it  round  the  head  of  the 
unfortunate  girl,  who  made  no  movement  of  re- 
sistance, but  suffered  her  veiled  head  to  drop,  as 
if  lifeless,  back  on  the  pillow  the  moment  he  had 
withdrawn  his  arm.  Whispering  terrific  threats 
if  the  veil  were  withdrawn,  the  brothers  retired, 
leaving  the  chamber-door  ajar.  Through  the  long, 
murky  perspective  of  the  suit  of  rooms,  the  mid- 
wife, again  cowed  in  spirit,  could  see  those  wrath- 
ful brothers  slowly  stalking  about  in  troubled 
thought,  as  if  revolving  some  nameless  deed  the 
consummation  of  which  drew  nigh ;  and  ever  paus- 
ing and  whispering  to  each  other  across  the  marble 
slab  on  which  they  had  laid  their  unsheathed 
swords. 

While  still  standing  by  the  bed-side  of  the  lady, 
who,  if  she  heard  her  civil  interrogatories,  never 
replied  to  them,  the  midwife  saw  an  elderly 
woman  carrying  an  infant,  steal  into  the  room  by 
the  same  door  at  which  the  Lord  de  Bruce  had 
disappeared. 

«<  Monica,  my  poor  nurse !  it  was  she,""  said 
Elizabeth,  who  sat,  her  bloodless  lips  apart,  her 
hands  clasped  on  her  bosom,  her  eyes  fixed  on 
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the  speaker,  in  the  attitude  of  intense  etpectft- 
tioQ. 

"  Whoever  it  might  be,*"  said  the  womau,  '•m 
mother  half  screamed  at  tlie  sight.  The  nur« 
threw  the  in&nt  on  the  bed,  and  flew  to  bolt  tiie 
door  inside,  while  the  poor  young  girl,  staniiig 
into  life,  flung  her  arms  round  my  mother's  nfck 
and  dragged  her  to  her  pillow,  whispering,  while 
her  very  heart  was  on  her  lips,  her  very  life  in  the 
entreaty : 

"  •  This  is  my  child !  ray  living  child  ;  0,  bj 
the  mercy  of  God,  I  adjure  you  !  if  you  everfdi 
the  yearnings  of  a  woman's  heart,  if  you  abhor 
the  guilt  of  blood-— innocent  blood — if  you  hope 
for  salvation  through  Him  who  died  for  us  all  ilo 
not  betray  the  life  of  this  helpless  and  innocem 
being  !  Yowt  silence  for  a  half  hour  is  all  ibi 
I  implore.  Grant  me  hut  this,  and  my  life  (ai 
yours !' 

"  My  mother,  you  may  be  sure,  was  in  featfitl 
consternation,  Life  is  sweet,  my  Lady,  even  to 
an  auld  wife.  She  knew  not  what  to  do,  or  iriMH 
to  think. — The  nurse  had,  meanwhile,  lulled  <IH 
infant  to  sleep,  -which  might  have  been,  mv  mo- 
ther  thought,  already  three  weeks  old ;  and  as 
it  slept  she  went  to  the  door  a&d  opened  it,  ml 
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called  out  some  words  in  Erse  or  Irish  speedi  to 
the  gentlemen,  and  again  carefully  locked  the 
door  of  the  lady^s  chamber  inside. 

<<  This,  I  dare  say,  was  your  old  nurse,  Lady 
^Lisbethy^  said  the  landlady,  addressing  herself  to 
Elisabeth,  ^^  and  to  her  the  unhappy  lady,  your 
young  mother,  now  called  out,  ^  Now,  now  is  the 
moment  I  have  waited  for,  longed  for,  prayed  for. 
Fly  while  you  may ;  you  know  who  awaits  you, 
aiidwhere:—^the  Chapel  wall  of  the  Palace.  And 
now  remember  all  your  vows  to  m&— to  me,  a  dy- 
ing mother.  Oh,  will  they  kill  me  ?--me— still  so 
young!  so  young  l**  and  then  came  the  burst  of 
Irish  speech  from  the  nurse,  as  the  lady  sunk  back; 
and  throwing  down  the  infant,  she  refused,  as  it 
seemed,  to  desert  her  young  mistress.*^ 

Elizabeth'^s  sobs  now  rose  thick  and  choking. 
«  Would  that  I  had  never  seen  the  light  1^  she 
exclaimed.  ^^  My  life  has  been  wo  to  many— -to 
my  unhappy  mother,  deepest  wo  r 

^^  Elizabeth,  my  dearest  bairn,'"  whispered  Gu 
deon,  wiping  his  tawny  eyes.  ^^  Is  it  rij^t  for  us 
to  remove  the  veil  your  own  mother^s  hand  has 
drawn  across  her  early  sorrows.  Had  this  tale 
been  for  you  to  hear,  would  not  Mistress  Doran, 
who,  besides  great  kindness  of  heart,  has  an  un- 
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>*  common  sense,  have  told  11 


old  it  to  jM 


common  grip 
lang  Hyne  ?" 

The  feelings  of  Eluabeth  were  wound  to  i 
high  pitch,  and  to  check  them  was  no  light 
hut  she  durst  not  rush  unbidden  on  the  sacred  m^ 
teries  of  a  mothers  sorrow,  so  long  and  seduloi 
concealed.  Taking  Mr.  Halibuiton's  arm 
arose,  and,  Btruggling  for  self-possession,  said  i 
low  but  distinct  voice,  "  I  wiU  return  to  the  bed 
side  of  Lord  dc  Bruce ;  theft  I  cannot  be  wnag 
I  will  wait  God's  time."  She  curtsied  to  the 
lady,  who  appeared  impatient  even  of  thu  ii 
ruptioD,  and  retired. 

Before  Gideon  returned  the  landlady  had  fiiudi-" 
cd  her  story.  The  nurse  had  been  prevailed  with 
to  retbc  with  the  infant  to  the  wall  of  the  old 
chapel  adjoining  the  Palace  of  Holyrood,  wIimh 
she  found  Lord  de  Bruce  awaiting  her,  with  apH 
son  who  was  afterwards  ascertained  to  be  Hutchen. 
The  latter  wTapped  the  infant  in  his  cloak ;  and 
the  devoted  woman  returned  to  share  tlie  fate  of 
her  young  mistress,  whatever  that  might  be.  The 
young  girl  received  her  with  a  passionate  burst  of 
feeling — tears  and  kisses  intermixed  ;  and  assi 
of  the  safety  of  her  infant,  appeared 
herself  to  whatever  might  befal.     But  as  all 


CAMBUSKENNETH  LODGE.  121 

conversation  passed  ^  in  an  unknown  tongue,  the 
midwife,  agitated  by  very  reasonable  apprehen- 
sions for  her  own  safety,  could  neither  attend  to 
it,  nor  understand  its  tenor.  It  must  have  been, 
she  conjectured,  from  the  disclosure  of  the  nurse, 
that  the  brothers  learned  what  had  passed ;  and 
that  the  infant  victim  of  their  wrath  or  their  ven- 
geance had  escaped  them,  as  they  presumed,  by 
the  connivance  of  the  midwife,  who,  under  mortal 
terror  of  instant  death,  sunk  again  into  insen- 
sibility. When  she  recovered  she  found  herself  in 
the  open  air,  reclining  against  the  old  city  wall, 
near  what  was  anciently  called  the  Kirk  of  Field, 
where  Deacon  Daigh,  as  has  been  related,  had 
met  her  during  the  conflagration  of  Cambusken- 
neth  Lodge. 

^^  When  I  undressed  her,  and  helped  her  into 
the  bed  from  which  she  never  more  arose,^  said 
the  woman,  just  as  Gideon  returned,  ^^  I  found, 
to  be  sure,  other  five  broad  gold  pieces  in  a  Bar- 
celona  napkin  tied  about  her  neck.  But  what  is 
gold  to  dear  life  and  good  fame ;  and  both  were 
tint  that  black  night,  as  weel  as  one  of  her  last- 
ing slippers,  with  a  sma\  round,  set  silver  buckle — 
to  be  sure  I  have  the  other ;  but  where's  the  use 
of  an  odd  buckle,  be  it  of  gold,  let  alone  silver  ?^ 
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"  An  apt  conclusioD,"  said  Lady  TamuIIan, 
with  the  laugliing,  open  sneer  which  wag  the  eofi- 
est  expression  her  countenance  ever  wore.  "  Here 
is  an  honest  woman  in  the  case  of  the  highlandr 
man,  who,  at  the  Shirra"  Afuir,  loet  a  father  and 
a  mither,  and  a  good  bull-belt  was  weel  wozih 
them  baith.^And  what  learned  appendix  hntfl 
you  to  add  to  this  wild  story,  gudeman  ?"  ' 

Gideon  could  only  add,  that  ere  he  was  sunt- 
moncd  to  the  midwife's  chamber,  where  the  infuu 
wtw  haptiied,  the  Lord  de  Bruce  and  Afr.  Hut- 
chen  stood  there  i  and  that  the  Bolemii  riw 
scarcely  been  administered  when  the  evident 
trees  of  the  unhappy  gentlemui  broke  out  into 
open  frcnz}'.  He  had  assisted  Hutchen  in  cod- 
vcying  him  to  his  lodgings,  and  ^ven  that  solenin 
promise  of  concealment  which  often  pressed  benf . 
on  his  mind.  Before  dawn  of  the  following  dif . 
the  infant  had  btfcn  reclaimed  from  the  midwife  by 
the  nurse  and  Hutchen.  She  went  no  one  kne* 
whither  save  the  family  agent ;  and  Cambui- 
kenneth  Lodge  lay  in  blackness  and  ashee ! 

"  And  this  Phanix  is  all  that  remains  to 
said  Lady  Tamtallan;  "  this  lassie,  who,  I 
fully  satisfied,  be  she  what  she  may,  \s  no  lai 
daughter  of  the  house  of  de  Bruce  f 
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^^  And  I,  as  before  God,  am  satisfied  that  I  saw 
that  bereaved  orphan  bairn  solemnly  given  firom 
the  arms  of  your  noble  kinsman  to  John  Hur« 
cheon'^s  care,  to  be  bred,  though  in  strict  solitude,  as 
a  lawful  daughter  of  the  house  of  de  Bruce,^  said 
Gideon.  ^^  Soon  did  the  sordid  loon  grudge  the 
poor  pittance  needed  for  the  aliment  of  the  lonely 
orphan  maiden,  even  with  the  uncontrolled  wealth 
of  all  her  father^s  broad  baronies.  But  the  favour 
and  the  blessing  of  God  and  man  was  with  the 
maiden ;  and  she  grew  up  on  that  hill-side,  bud- 
ding into  beauty  like  the  rose  of  the  desert ;  and 
prospering  better  may  be  than  if  reared  in  the  halls 
of  the  proudest  princes  of  her  lordly  line.*"  And 
Gideon  strode  away  as  bold  as  a  lion,  muttering  to 
himself,  ^^  Proud,  prelatic  pack, — not  a  lawfu^ 
dochter !" 

"  Come  back,  ye  dour,  grey  carle,''  cried  Lady 
Tamtallan,  smiling  in  her  most  gracious  sort.-~ 
^^  However  all  this  may  be,  there's  a  chance  that 
ye  are  a  very  honest  man." 

"  I  believe  there's  no  one  doubts  it,  my  Leddy," 
replied  Gideon,  with  warmth  and  pride ;  and  the 
lady  grinned  even  more  graciously. 

"  I  am  distracted  with  cross  lights,"  said  she; 
"  misled  by  Will-o'-the-wisps.— Where  is  Wolfe 


V.w" 


134  EUZADKTD  DE  BRUCE. 

Grahame  ?  Is  it  for  a  Grxhame  to  leave  bis  bait 
ner  when  king  and  country  need  his  sword  uid 
service. — You  must  come  to  me  to  breakfast  to- 
morrow morning,  after  short  prayers ;  and  see  tlui 
villain's  letters,  which  unfold  a  tissue  of  fraud  and 
treachery  such  as  hell  never  before  wove  !' 

"  I  will  read  none  o'  John  Hurcheon's  | 
They  never  were  written  for  me." 

"  Is  it  to  me  you  so  speak,  sir  ?■"  said  the  h 
while  her  eyes  flashed  dark  fire,  and  her  head  si 
ed  ofT  in  its  most  passionate  shake. 

''  It  is  to  the  King  on  the  throne,  if  he  madei 
honest  man  the  same  bidding." 

"  And  is  it  not  honest  to  use  all   lawful  n 
to  detect  the  villany  of  a  traitor,  and  of  a  viper  I 
boot?" 

"  If  Providence  has  a  purpose  to  serve  a 
the  lineage  of  de  Bruce,  through  my  instmma 
ality,  a  clear  path  will  l>e  opened  to  me. 
wait  the  good  time,  and  pray  that  the   hour  t 
deliverance  may  be  sure  and  speedy'" 

"  What  year  do  wc  live  in  ?  Is  your  auld  C 
venanting  whiggery  at  work  agaui,  man,  that  ] 
dare  address  insulting  speech  to  mc  ?"  cried  1 
lady,  trembling  with  passion. 

"  I  dare  speak  the  truth  which  should  enligha 
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and  guide ;  but  never  yet  could  offer  insult  to  true 
man  or  woman.  If  I  have  done  it  beseemingly  I 
crave  your  pardon  as  a  Christian  man  should — ^ 

The  old  lady  pulled  the  bell  till  the  cord  snap- 
ped in  her  hands, — and  then  flung  open  the  door. 
— ^At  her  feet,  like  the  image  of  Dagon,  down 
tumbled  Mrs.  Halibiurton,  who,  thus  caught  in  the 
fact,  wrapped  her  arms  round  the  old  lady^s  petti- 
coats, exclaiming, 

"  O,  my  Lady,  forgi'e  him,  forgi'e  him  !  for  the 
sake  0^  his  family ;  and  he^ll  come  in  your  mercy  ! 
He  is  bom  to  ruin  his  poor  family,  and  bring  him- 
seY  to  a  bit  o^  bread,  wi^  a  rash  tongue  !^ 

The  proud  old  lady  indignantly  shook  off  the  fair 
petitioner  and  passed  on ;  and  Effie  stood  yet  an- 
other buffet. 

"  Get  up,  woman.  Ye  that  would  ciury  favour 
wi'  the  lordly  of  the  land,  bow  down  before  them 
and  lick  the  dust,  and  sin  your  precious  soul  to 
pleasure  them.  I'll  be  an  honest  man,  an  she 
were  fifty  Lady  Tamtallans. — No'  a  lawfu'  doch- 
ter  ! — She  would  put  her  slight  on  one,  who,  un- 
less it  be  that  she  is  an  aged  gentlewoman,  I  would 
say  she  is  no  worthy  to  tie  the  shoe  of — ay,  even 
of  'Lizbeth  de  Bruce  r  And  he  walked  forth. 
"  Ay,  that  is  it.     It's  no  the  glory  of  the  bless- 
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ed  truth,  hut  tlic  wiles  o'  that  lassie, 
would  divide  hia  last  plack  wi'.  But  every  lot  bis 
its  ain  crook,  nnd  mine  ie  a  sharp  turn.  Invited 
to  bresk  his  fast  by  her  own  lips ;  and  sic  a  gospel 
field  before  him  as  Skirlcmdeavie,  with  fouruen 
chalders  of  a  victual  stipend  I  But  I'll  to  Jobo 
Hurclieon  and  ha'e  him  cognoseed.  Deacoo 
Daigh's  a  widow  too — better  a  btin  baxter  than  i 
poor  preacher — but  I  behooved  to  dree  my  weiidT 

There  were  times  when  Eflic  was  disposedm 
think  herself  the  most  ill-used  and  unliap^  m 
wives.  Sorrow  and  regret  did  not,  however,  kMN 
her  6^)m  a  round,  snoring  sleep ;  during  wUdn 
Gideon  having  tossed  and  turned  twenty  timet,  >i 
last  rose,  and  dressing  himself  in  the  dark — w 
ofhcc  to  which  Eflie's  frugal  habits  had  well  K- 
customed  him  of  late — he  stole  to  the  door  of  fiJH 
znbetli's  chamber  with  as  light  a  foot  as  he  codD 
lay  down,  though  not  quite  that  of  a  fairj-  on  tltr 
greensward.  Elizabeth  liad  left  the  door  ajar,  •* 
she  kept  her  melancholy  vigil  by  the  couch  rf 
Lord  de  Bruce,  for  the  convenience  of  calling  the 
servants  without  disturbing  the  rest  of  the  &mily 

"  If  I  could  watch  my  lord,"  whispered  he. 
"  that  ye  might  lie  down  a  blink,  Burd.  I*in  but 
a  car-handed  man,  it's  true,  wi' little  skill  in  n 
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rice-skepy  be  it  of  bairn  or  body,  though  I  ha^e 
huzzhed  a  bairn  before  now.'' 

Tears  streamed  over  Elizabeth's  cheeks.  ^^  You 
are  all  too  good  to  me — I  cannot  bear  it.  I,  who 
have  been  the  cause  of  misery  to  many — ^perhaps 
of  death  to  some  !" 

^<  Elizabeth,  think  not  that  ill  befel  that  unhap- 
py lady.  Those  brothers  were  fierce  and  proud 
men ;  but  they  were  not  slayers.  For  this  I  had, 
on  that  night,  the  solemn  assurance  of  the  Lord  de 
Bruce  himself;  or  poor,  nameless,  unfriended 
man  as  I  was,  I  would  have  stirred  Heaven  and 
earth  to  bring  so  foul  a  crime  to  light,  if  a  prince 
had  done  it.  He,  who  out  of  evil  bringeth  forth 
good,  out  of  the  polluted  the  pure,  has  willed  that 
your  birth,  unwelcomed  as  it  seemed  to  have  been 
by  some,  shall  be  a  blessing  to  many.  But,  oh, 
Wolfe  tarries  long  !  and  I  have  another  bit  of  ill 
news  for  you,  though  but  in  a  small  way.  Poor 
Francie  is  like  to  prove  a  corbie-messenger.  John 
Hurcheon  has  laid  his  feet  fast  on  a  fugie-war- 
rant,  sworn  to  by  that  fleeching  loon  John  Bail- 
lie.  He  hovered  about  Pitbauchlie,  all  for  the  good 
of  his  master's  house,  I  doubt  not,  e'*en  but  too 
long.  If  Effie  would  stay  her  conjugal  terrors^ 
what  would  ye  think  of  me  trying  Irish  land  my- 
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Bel",  Burdr  I  could  leave  Jenny  in  easy  Mverft 
Stranraer,  and  try  ulianksnaigie  for  it  thruugli  Ot 
ster.  Since  I  got  hamc  the  woman,  and  lived  ii( 
Goshen,  I'm  groning  overly  fat,  ami  would  belM 
better  of  a  bresthiog,  if  £Oie  would  be  but  am 
forming.  Though  marriage  is  clearly  of  deeriai 
appointment,  institute  in  Paradise,  the  Apo<4 
distinctly  intimates,  that  the  bonds  of  flesh,  ai 
family  ties,  may  stand  in  the  way  of  that  en^ 
BUTTender  of  body  and  spirit  whicti  becomes  a  ^od 
cause — no'  that  I  am  contending  for  the  Pen 
device  of  celibacy,  whilk  is  a  snare  and  a  gin."  J 

Elizabeth  looked  up  with  anxiet}',  fearful  I 
the  bonds  of  Hymen  were  already  beginning  I 
fret  the  neck  of  the  tardy  disciple.      His  ( 
nance  betrayed  no  uneasiness  going  beyond  tj 
point  in  hand  ;  and  much  sfTectcd  with  his  d 
cy  and  kindness,  she  replied, 

"  You  are,  as  ever,  even   but  too  good  to  a 
though    I   trust   the   signal    deliverance 
wrought  for  us" — and  her  eyes  rested  on  the  I 
where  de  Bruce  lay  still  sunk  in   the  calmest  i 
poBe— "  gives  earnest  of  farther  blessing. 
Frisers  anest  is  most  unibrtunate  at  this  t: 
when  I  fancied  him  far  advanced  on   his  way  tt 
Ireland ;  yet,  I  have  witluo  the  last  two  days  h 
I 
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the  written  assurance  of  that  fidthful  squire,  that 
he  has  httely  seen  one  who  conversed  with  Wolfe 
in  health  and  safety,  as  impatient  to  hear  from 
Emescraig  as  we  could  be  to  hear  of  him.  Yet 
Heaven  forbid  that  he  could  have  felt  a  tenth  part 
4:i  the  torture  which  his  inexplicable  sUence  has 
<;aused  to  others  r 

«<  Faithfii'  knave !  Wise  wee  wight  l""  muttered 
Gideon ;  ^'  though  from  the  very  mercurial  nature 
of  him  a  gibe  and  a  jeer  is  like  his  meat  and  drink, 
a  heart  mair  leal  to  his  master'^s  house  does  not  beat, 
would  he  only  forbear  John  Hurcheon.  Even 
his  deliverance  must  be  wrought  by  the  strong  hand 
of  Wolfe  Grahame.  Under  Providence,  he  is  the 
pole-star  of  a^  his  kith,  kint  and  adherents ;  and 
when  we  need  trim  a^  our  saik  to  evite  the  storm, 
/e^en  then  the  nurkest  doud  descends  on  our  trou- 
bled firmament^ 

^  You  have  evil  tidings  !^  said  Elisabeth,  fixing 
her  eyes  on  the  speaker,  as  if  she  would  have 
searched  his  souL  ^^  His  faith — ^his  honour — ^his 
life,  they  cannot  affect !  and  I  am  nerved  to  bear 
all  else.     Speak  your  news  of  Grahame  ?^ 

^^  His  faith  and  affection  to  you — that  is  unim- 
peached  I  venture  my  neck : — ^but  to  his  liege 
prince — ^his  duty  as  a  warrior  ■      ^ 

VOL.  III.  I 
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"  'Tis  false  if  «  prince  had  spc^n  it  !^£ 
in  whose  breast  Honoui  has  pitched  her  teni !  Mi. 
HaliburlAii,  I  blame  myeelf  in  listening  to  you;' 
and  she  tumcd  away  in  displeasure,  bat  aadei 
alarm  which  she  disdained  to  avov. 

"Hearme,Xi>beth;  and  be  not  hasty.  Iharetliii 
night  conversed  with  the  Lady  Tamtallan.  From 
the  fashion  of  this  world's  honour  Wolfe  Grahame 
has  swerved.  He  is  accused  of  having  aided  Uie 
escape  of  a  rebel  leader — one  of  those  red-handol, 
evil,  and  violent  men,  whom  violence  and  evil  wBi 
pursue — the  O'Connors  of  the  West,  ever  u 
men,  and  blinded  idolaters." 

"  The  O'Connors  of  the  West ! — of  whom  M^ 
nica  my  nuree  tells  such  glories—^  race  of  mmc 
and  honour !  And  if,  in  some  evil  strait,  my  hut- 
band  aided  them,  is  it  for  this  the  tongue  vt  K 
friend  should  brand  Mm  as  traitor  ?"  j 

"  Elizabeth,  is  the  credit  nf  Captain  WoHb 
Grahame  not  dear  to  me,  were  it  but  for  anothei'i 
sake — though  it's  little  the  regards  of  a  friendlest, 
out-of-the-world,  auld  man  can  stead  a  noble  ges- 
tlewoman." 

"  Forgive  roy  warmth,"  cried  Elizabeth,  buist- 
iog  into  tears.  Alas !  I  have  few  friends  to  tfarev 
away !"  and  she  hdd  out  her  h«id.— *'  Wbn 
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more  said  that  stem  md  ierere  voaan— devoted 
to  some  cold  abstractian  which  she  caBs  her  fiunilj, 
without  a  spark  of  feeling  for  any  one  liTingmem- 
ber4yf  tt«<-what  more  said  she  of  Grahame?^ 

The  scanty  infioocmatioD  Hr.  Halibuston  possess- 
ed, had  cather  been  gleaned  from  the  bursts  of 
passion  the  old  ladyliad  betrayed,  as  he  was  honouxs- 
ed  to  attend  her  sedan  down  the  Canongate,  dian 
any  direct  conversation  on  the  painful  subject^— 
and  from  her  peremptory  questions  on  subjects  to 
which  he  neither  could  nor  would  reply. 

<<  I  will  myself  go  to  Ireland  T  said  Elisabeth, 
after  a  pause  of  reflection.  **  I  will  seek  him  who 
cannot  seek  me.  The  affection  of  the  wife  may 
brave  that  from  which  the  pride  and  the  ddica^ 
of  the  mistress  would  shrink^  By  his  side  alone 
there  is  safety  fer  us  all.<^A  thousand  times  I 
have  told  myself  this  1*^ 

^*  Then  1*11  pack  up  my  awls,  Burd ;  but  no^  let 
on  io  Bffie  .till  we  start,  for  the  woman's  opqiugal 
t|pprehensioDS--^to  be  sure,  they  may  he  a  kind  of 
cess  4m  the  happiness  of  the  married  state."" 

^<  I  shall  be  sole  traveller  tliii  OMe,""  rq^lied 
Elisabeth;  <^ormy coiyipft|u<uiw]llbetheLo(rdde 
JBfuoe^^^md  with  him  I  shall  not  be  the  less  W€^ 
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come.     My  mother  !   does  she  lire  ? 
ID  that  land  also  find  a  mother  ?" 

"  It  maunna  be,  and  it  canna  be,  that  ye  D 
alone,  Burd,  while  I  have  a  foot  to  foUov  ] 
to  ihrow  yinirsptf,  with  tliis  afflicted  gentleman,  li 
the  wild,  broken  world  of  Ireland,  at  this  day,^ , 
Yet,  oh,  dull  of  heart,  why  distrust  His  keeping  T 

"  Your  presence  here  wil]  better  stead  me,  mj 
oldest,  truest,  kindest  friend  !  as  the  comforter  tt 
poor  Monkshaugh — as  the  guardian  of  all  our  in- 
terests.— Fugal,  whom  you  must  send  to  join  u< 
somewhere  in  the  west,  is  fit  to  give  all  needful 
attendance  on  a  gentleman ;  and  well  we  know  die 
veteran's  respectful  attachment  to  the  Lord  c 
Bruce.  "^ 

"  Tm  no  mislikining  the  good  gifVa  o'  the  C 
poral,  who  is  in  very  deed  a  hero  in  war.  An  keq» 
him  irac  drink,  when  he  makes  liad  slashes," — and 
Gideon  stroked  his  still  suffering  chin, — "  hell 
Bhavc  me  cleaner  than  I  e'er  could  myself,  which 
ye  may  think  marvellous ;  so  Tm  not  miedoubUn^ 
his  quablications  to  attend  a  leddy  ;  besides  hit 
soldierly  breeding  and  knowledge  of  the  world 
picked  up  in  his  campaigns.  But  there  will  be 
siller   needed   for   this  job,   lass !' 


■"    and  his  efM 
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sparkled  with  the  delighted  consciousness  of  being 
able  richly  to  endow  Elizabeth  for  her  journey .«- 
**  As  EfBe  says,  *  Keep  a  thing  seven  years,  and 
yell  get  use  for  it  ^  and  so  sains  o^  her  bit  tocher, 
for  which  I  never  could  see  great  call  till  this  night. 
Glad,  no  doubt,  will  Effie  be  to  open  her  pose 
and  furnish  us  with  the  sinews  o**  war,— especial 
as  she  can  foresee  no  ultimate  loss ;  for  the  woman 
is  o^  a  frugal  carefu"  turn,  more  for  my  sake  than 
her  ain  she  says ;  and  I  am  bound  to  believe  it, 
as  it  must  be  owned  she  takes  just  as  gude  care  o^ 
the  common  pectUium  6"  the  Sourholes,  as  of  her 
ain  bit  gathering.  What  the  amount  o^  her  trea- 
sure is  I  cannot  pretend  to  guess,  ^Lizbeth  :  but 
ye  shall  get  enough,  if  my  twa  Elzivers — ^ye  saw 
the  beauties,  sent  me  hame  i^  the  pock  in  a  com- 
pliment yestreen,  along  wi^  the  printed  authorities 
and  evidents — should  baith  gang  to  the  black- 
prent  book-stand  at  the  Bow-head;  and  Jenny 
Geddes  show  her  paces  to  the  horse-coupers  i^  the 
Grassmarket.**^ 

"  I  trust  we  will  be  under  no  such  necessity,^ 
said  Elizabeth,  smiling,  as  she  took  leave  of  her 
friend. 

Elizabeth  understood  Effie^s  character  as  well 
as  it  is  possible  a  generous  and  liberal  spirit  can 
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ever  comprehend  a  nature  in  which  blinded  ars- 
rice  and  penurious  pinching  have  become  a  master- 
passion  and  a  disease.  There  was  ecarcelj  an- 
other purse  to  which  she  irould  not  rather  bne 
been  indebted— even  to  Lady  Tatntallan's ;  bv 
she  left  the  affair  to  Gideon. 

How  the  matrimonial  conference  proceeded  ti 
would  be  tiresome  lo  relate.  Tt  is  enough,  that 
loud  clamour  and  blind  obstinate  avarice  prevailed 
over  benevolence  and  good  sense,  though  supported 
by  the  "  Jus  Marifi  ,■"  and  that,  at  an  early  hour, 
Mr.  Habburtotij  without  having  once  dosed  his 
eyes  in  sleep,  went  abroad  no  one  knew  whither. 


THE  VIOIL.  136 


CHAPTER  VI. 

THE  VIGIL. 

My&tfaer 
Dwelb  in  my  heart,  bnt  thoa  art  alto  there. 

Moinrt. 

To  other  dimes  the  Pilgrim' fled, 

Bot  could  not  fly  despair ; 
He  tMigfat  hia  homk  agab,  but  ptiee 

Was  Btin  a  stranger  there. 

When  Elizabeth,  on  the  departure  of  Mr.  Ha- 
liburton,  stole  on  tiptoe  to  the  bed-side,  Lord  de 
Bruce  was  still  asleep ;  and  his  gentle  breathings 
were  as  soothing  music  poured  over  htt  ruffled 
spirit. 

The  apartment  was  very  small,  but  there  was 
space  for  her  seat  between  the  fire-place,  in  which 
a  night-lamp  burned,  and  the  bed-side.  Mr.  De- 
lancy,  who  had  ¥rith  the  utmost  tenderness  and 
attention  assisted  the  benevolent  physician  in  un- 
dressing the  unfortunate  nobleman,  had  given  into 
Elizabeth'^s  hands  a  number  of  crumpled  papers, 
fragments  of  unfinished  writings,  and  copies  of  ver- 
ses, and  also  a  silver  incased  small  bottle  of  lauda- 
num, ^^  bane  and  antidote^  of  a  distempered  mind. 


&agmeauH 
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Among  the  many  torn  ant)  fretted 
verse  which  lay  in  a  heap  in  her  lap,  Elizabeth^ 
eye,  as  she  endeavoured  to  arrange  them,  «as«^ 
rested  by  one  bearing  the  words  "  CambuakenneA 
Lodge,  vain  attempt  to  embody  feelings  aliki 
perishable  and  indescribable." 

Elizabeth,  with  pardonable  curiosity,  retunri 
to  the  commencement  of  this  hasty  and  blotted  (C 
fusion;  which  she  fancied  might  afford  anol 
link  to  the  broken  chain  of  her  early  history. 


"  O  dup  oc  doier !  u  t  Ian 
Again  witbid  thn  dor  cmbiace, 

DrvuniDg  a  'cr  >U  thit  migU  Aoh  bem. 
Hill  Fati  ■lloved  Ihii  mdng-plKe. 


Now  Ik  Ibou  hiuhid,  ^ou  waywud  thiog, 

BiJill  thyfcrer'd  tlimbbiugi  eeue; 
And  ^m  tWinr  uivog  pubs  fling 

The  tboughu  that  wreck  ibins  uuDoM  pa 

In  r&in^ — uanDd  cKb  blHding  chord 
Uem'rj  utd  Punoo  fondl)'  twbe  : 

Hen  Ujll  IlkOD  niguot  tuprenw  Miami, 
Nor  fiiil'tt  but  vith  the  fillii^  iliriDe. 


Nor  ih«re  their  hope),  nor  own  i 

Yet  Inred— tbia  buriliog  heart  c*d  | 

How  deoply,  fonitlr,  hopeleoly  ! 


THE.  VIGIL.  137 


Aad  blca4  b  young  afieetion't  tie, 
Its  niDDy  tmile  and  rainbow  tear ; 

But  tiea  draa  twined  io  agooy 
How  doubly  strong,  bow  doubly  dear ! 

O  clasp  me  doeer !  as  I  gve 

In  tbe  blue  depths  of  those  dear  eyes, 
Twin-stars  of  Passion's  brightest  rays, 

Records  of  tenderest  memories. 

O  dasp  me  closer !  as  I  sip 

This  lingering  drau^t  of  baleful  bliss, 
Steeping  this  food  and  fiever*d  lip 

In  the  hooey-dew  of  thy  kst  kiss." 


Here  the  imperfect  writing  broke  off;  nor  could 
Elizabeth,  from  its  contents,  conjecture  more  than 
that  the  scene  in  Cambuskenneth  Lodge  had  been 
that  of  farewell  between  de  Bruce  and  her  unfor- 
tunate mother. 

Resting  her  aching  brow  on  the  coverlet  she 
leaned  musing  on  the  strange  events  of  the 
day,  the  words  of  Delancy,  and  the  distressing 
hints  of  Mr.  Haliburton.  In  the  interminable 
silence  of  him  dearer  than  all,  there  was  some- 
thing more  perplexing  and  dark  than  ever.  Ah ! 
how  many  ways  might  not  ingenious  afiection  de- 
vise to  send  some  token  that  it  still  lived  !  Her 
mind  had,  however,  found  a  point  of  rest,  in  the 
resolution  of  seeking  him.     They  might  meet  in 
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*  might  hxi^ 


agrrow,  but  they  would  meet.  She  might  i 
bitter  tears  to  shed,  but  his  lip  would  be  neat  w 
gather  them — ^his  kisses  would  be  dipped  in  ihcm. 
and  love  and  hope  would  cheat  sorrow  of  half  hei 
pcoalties.  Fancy  thus  beguiled  the  nighi-vatck 
by  picturing  the  many  tender  circumstances  umkr 
which  they  must  meet  after  a  separation  so  long 
and  paial\d  ;  and  the  heart  of  Elizabeth  melud 
over  its  ideal  creations.  It  was  now  that  slef^ 
insensibly  stole  over  het  senses :  her  thoughts  be- 
came broken  and  cDidused ;  and  the  incongruout 
im^es  of  her  dreune  were  wildly  mingled  vith 
the  events  of  the  day,  with  the  midnight  scene  ia 
Carabuskenneth  Lodge,  and  some  undefined  md 
horrible  danger  threatening  Wolfe  Grahdld 
whom  she  saw,  and  Hew  to  embrace,  while  his  & 
gure  still  floated  back  and  back,  drawing  her  od 
into  misty  obscurity,  ever  receding  from  the  offer- 
ed kiss,  till  at  last  her  lips  met  the  chill,  iritbff- 
ing  touch  of  a  phantom,  From  this  blooiUcnrd- 
ling  vision  Elizabeth  awoke,  invoking  the  name  sd 
dear  to  her, — the  hand  on  which  her  brow  had 
rested  steeped  in  tears. 

In  a  moment  she  recollected  hor  situation.  The 
night-lamp,  which  still  burned  faintly  on  the 
hearth,  shewed  her  Lord  de  Bruce,    now  fully 
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■wake,  after  a  calm  sleep  of  six  hours,  gating 
mildly,  but  fixedly  on  her  features. 

"  And  you  ahio,  poor  thing !  have  your  dreans." 
And  he  held  out  his  hand  to  her;  vhile  looking 
glad  surprise  she  started  lo  her  feet,  crying,  "  O 
mj  lord !  am  I  indeed  so  blest  as  to  see  yon  al- 
ready 80  much  better,  I  am  an  indifferent  nurse 
tt  appears;  but  nature  is  kinder,"  And  she 
brought  forward  a  vial  containing  a  draught  which 
•he  had  been  ordered  to  administer  the  moinent 
Lord  de  Bruce  awoke. 

"  And  you  have  watched  by  me  ?  and  Dr. 

htm  visited  me  ?  I  guess  how  it  all  is — I  know 
you  now — who  you  are ;""  and  he  drew  her  to- 
wards him.  '■  While  you  slept  another  face  rose 
in  yours.  I  must  have  seen  you  before.  Where 
ot  how  was  that  P  At  times  there  are  million, 
million  faces  all  clustered  and  huddled  about  me, 
and  hours  in  which  I  feel  tut  if  I  had  passed 
through  a  thousand  changes  of  being,  and  brought 
from  them  all  broken  links  of  rccoUection.  Do  we 
indeed  pass  through  all  those  changes  9  I  have 
memories  awakening  in  snatches,  which  seem  to 
have  come  with  me  from  the  hidden  depths  of 
eternity;— ^rom  the  land  of  songs  and  flowers,  your 
im^e  returns  to  me  with  smiles  and  gladness.^ 
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Where  have  I  really  seen  you  e     You  Been 
creature  of  my  dreams— yet   I   know   you.     8i 
softer  beauty  rose  in  your  sleeping  face,  and 
on  yovir  veiled  eyelids — Does  she  not  lice  f" 

The  last  senteuce  was  breathed  in  the  loi 
whisper ;  and  in  tones  as  muffled  Elizabeth 
plied,  "  My  mother !  I  have  never  seen 
mother '.  I  have  ever  lived  alone  at  EmescT«pJ 
always  alone,  till — "  and  though  urged  by  a  etnn^ 
impulse  to  reveal  her  real  condition,  even  in  the 
first  moments  of  intercourse  with  her  father,  she 
blushed  and  paused ;  and  again  in  a  calmer  tone 
resumed — "  I  am  Elizabeth — I  bave  never  known 
a  mother;  if  you,  my  Lord,  disown  me,  I  have 
no  parent !"  and  she  knelt  where  she  had  sat,  hid- 
ing her  weeping  eyes. 

"  Disown  you,  poor  girl — you,  lefi  my  own,  all 
my  own,  poor  Elizabeth. — Elizabeth  de  Bruce— 
is  not  that  your  name  .="  Elizabeth  bowed  in  si- 
lence. "  And  I  have  forgotten  you — neglected 
you  :  neglected  all  in  the  indulgence  of  unmanly, 
and  perhaps  sinful  sorrow.  Eliiabeth,  I  am  nOt. 
well — my  dark  hour  has  passed  for  the  time,  Iw 
it  will  again  return  and  with  more  terrible  |>over.' 
Stay  by  me — talk  to  me — tell  me  your  histor}-. 
Were  you  with  me  always  perhaps  1   would  be 
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better.     Am  I  aot  now  under  the  roof  of  my  kins- 
man, Robert  Grahame  of  Monksliaugh  ?^ 

"  You  are,  my  Lord;  and  I,  who  have  no 
borne,  am  also  his  guest." 

"  No  home  I  are  you  not  rich,  Elisabeth  ?" 

EUxabeth  Rmiled  brightly  and  ehook  her  head. 
"  I  am  richer  than  I  ever  thought  to  be — rich 
beyond  my  fondest  hopes ;"  and  she  kissed  the 
hand  that  held  hers. 

"  Elizabeth,  can  you  love  me  ?"  and  he  drew 
her  towards  him  with  gentle  constraint. 

*'  Alas  I  my  Lord,  how  dearly,  dearly  love 
you  l""  and  her  heart  leapt  to  the  affectionate  em- 
brace in  which  she  was  folded  by  him  she  had 
till  now  feared  to  call  father. 

"  Child  of  poor  Aileen  ! — Ehzabeth  de  Bruce  t 
I  shall  learn  to  love  you  but  too  well !  Sit  by 
me  ; — tell  me  all  your  history  i — why  have  you 
not  earher  sought  to  know  me  P  I  was  taught 
to  beUeve  that  you  feared,  perhaps  hated  me — - 
dreaded  my  approach — sought  other  guidance." 

**  Not  more  cruel  than  false,"  said  she ;  and 
again  gently  urged,  she  sat  down  on  the  bed-side, 
and  related  the  simple  story  of  her  childhood. 
"  Elizabeth,  I  have  ill  discharged  the  duty  con- 
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tided  to  me— and  you   have  oerer  koomi  a 
parent  ?" 

«>  Never,  my  Lord ;'"  and  here  she  related  Iut 
adventure  in  childhood  at  the  Linns  of  Cleucb. 
which  powerfully  affected  the  listener. 

"  I  must  not  think  that  way,"  he  at  last  caii 
"  Tell  me  rather  of  my  kindred— of  RobeR!fl 
Monkfihaugh,  and  of  Wolfe  Grahaine, 
and  mine — where  is  he  ?" 

"  In   Ireland  with  his  raiment,"  my  Lot 

"  A  gallant  aoldier.  and  an  ftccompUsbed  ( 
tleman  f" 

"  He  is  80  named,"  said  Elizabeth,  blus 
and  averting  her  eyes. 

"  And  the  image  of  your  young  dream,  Eli- 
zabeth, is  this  Wolfe  Grahame  ;"  and  he  again 
drew  her  towards  him,  "  Is  it  not  so  ? — In  job 
sleep  but  now,  his  spirit  was  with  you.  Do  you 
comprehend  the  nature  of  the  intercourse  vi»<^ 
separate  spirits  may  maintain  in  sleep  ?  I  ban 
seen  you  twice  asleep— and  twice  his  spnt  coo- 
versed  with  youT^— your  softeet  accents  nameii 
him." 

Elizabeth's  teara  gushed  in  torrents  upon  the 
hand  which  she  clasped.    "  I  dare  not  for  another 
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momoit  conceal  the  truth  !  Forgive  him— -if  there 
were  fiiult  it  was  mine !  I  was  a  lonely,  unregarded 
thing  whom  no  one  claimed.  He  loved  me,  and  I 
am  his.     Pardon  me— love  me  still,  my  £ither  r 

Elizabeth  durst  not  raise  her  head  to  read  the 
answer  of  her  prayer  in  the  countenance  of  de 
Bruce  ;  for  she  felt  the  hand  by  which  she  held, 
iaremble  and  become  cold.  After  a  hrief  pause,  a 
Idas  was  imprinted  on  her  burning  Ihtow  ;  and  her 
heart  fluttered  in  joy  to  the  token  of  love  and  for- 
giveness as  she  pressed  many  a  silent  kiss  on  the 
hand  she  had  never  quitted. 

<^  Not  less  my  own  Elisabeth,  that  I  find  in  you 
the  wife  of  my  young  relation.  But  why  is  he  ab- 
aent  now— and  why  do  I  find  you  here  alone  ?^ 

In  anxiously  exculpating  WoUe  from  all 
Uame,  Elisabeth  necessarily  explained  the  causes 
at  Monkshaugh's  involvements  with  Hutchen, 
thouj^  there  were  many  important  points  on  which 
abe  durst  not  touch. 

Lord  de  Bruce  expressed  warm  indignation  at 
the  conduct  of  Hutchen  to  his  old  relative ;  but 
the  spoliation  of  his  own  property  appeared  to 
give  him  no  concern,  and  to  be  altogeth^  a  matter 
in  which  he  had  no  interest. 

^^  It  is  you,  poor  Elizabeth,  who  have  been 
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eveiy  way  a  victim,  of  the  sins  of  one  para 
Borrows  of  another,  the  neglect  of  him  who  a 
ly  vowed  to  protect  you,  the  passions  and  is 
of  your  uncles — "^ 

"  My  uncles  ?" 

"_of  your  own  fond  affections,  of  your  1 
misjudging  fe&ra.*' 

"  O,  blame  him  not,"  interrupted  Eliia 
"  he,  who  is  all  truth  and  honour,  has  asson 
that  our  union  had  powerfiU  sanction ;  for  iti 
ccalment  I  know  that  there  were  urgent  rea 
our  kindred  disliked  the  union  of  persons  so 
ly  related — but  your  pardon  ensures  all ;  at 
Heaven  is  my  witness,  is  more  wanted  to  my 
pincss  than  to  know  that  I  am  bis  mite  and 
child."  Yet  it  was  with  a  fresh  burst  of  i 
and  a  mixture  of  hiiiniliRtinn  and  Borrow,  that 
zabeth  avowed,  how  long,  bow  painfiil,  ho' 
explicable  had  been  the  silence  under  whid 
had  Buffered ;  and  that  she  had  just  learned 
Wolfe  was  iavolvcd  in  trouble  for  rashly  befii 
ing  an  unfortunate  and  guilty  man,  a  traitt 
the  peace  of  his  native  land :  "  The  O'Comi 
the  West,"  ehe  said,  "  of  whom  my  old  t 
used  to  tell  me  such  brave  and  spirit-etiirnttf 
ries.    On  service  in  Ireland  Grahame  encouni 
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one  of  these  unhappy  gentlemen— could  he  do  less 
than  succour  him  ?  Could  you,  my  Lord,  ever 
have  looked  on  your  kinsman  with  pleasure  or  es- 
teem had  he  betrayed  a  brave  man  so  placed  ?^ 

*^  And  has  your  nurse  said  nothing  more  of 
those  O'Connors  ?"" 

^^  O,  an  hundred  tales  of  gallantry  and  chival- 
ly,  with  each  an  O'Connor  for  the  hero.  I  could 
liave  chided  Wolfe  had  his  part  been  less  gener- 
cms.  He  suffers  for  it  now — and  I,  who  would  have 
Uamed  his  coldness  of  spirit — shall  I  not  seek 
him,  and  share  or  sooth  his  suffering  ? — Yet  the 
TOW  is  recorded  in  Heaven,  by  which  I  have  bound 
myself  never  to  quit  you  till  you  drive  me  from 
your  presence.*" 

**  Never  to  quit  me !  when  darkness  and  horror 
«e  falling  on  my  spirit — ^when  I  struggle  with 
the  demon-power !  Alas  !  poor  Elizabeth,  you 
know  not  what  you  undertake.'" 

**  Not  more  than  affection  gives  me  strength  and 
courage  to  accomplish,''  replied  Elizabeth,  her 
eyes  beaming  with  the  enthusiasm  of  a  generous 
purpose.  I  will  pray  that  this  dark  hour  may 
pass.  My  cares,  my  watchfulness  may  forbid  its 
xetum — ^but  in  its  darkest  depths  I  will  never 
finrsake  you." 

VOL.  III.  K 
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He  smiled  m  melancholy  IdndflP 
"  At  least  we  will  not  part  now,"  said 
ever  wandering — "tis  but  of  late  I  hav 
HtraiDed,  watched,  tortured,  the  par 
mental  agony  aggravated  to  frenzy  h\ 
and  violence,  till  I  liad  fallen  into  the  0( 
which  you  found  me — and  for  this,"  and 

ed  bis  voice  and  knitted  his  brows '*  for 

aaid  I  was  indebted  to  my  heir  and  kin 
Wolfe  Grahame  de  Bruce.'" 

"  Villany  unparalleled !  deeper  than  I 
fold  or  ima^ne,"  cried  Elizabeth  vel 
"  He  who  would  give  his  life  to  see  you 
do— he  tlic  iuEtnunent  of  suffering  lo  3 
my  Lord,  let  us  together  seek  him— to 
candid  brow — and  read  his  truth  !" 

"  Elizabeth  you  speak  him  fair ;'"  and 
ener  smiled  upon  her.  "  Be  it  as  you 
am  ever  restless — the  only  fixed  symptoj 
Proteus  malady  is  desire  of  change.  ] 
mad — the  mad  are  happier — yet  I  kno-v  '. 
well! — .What  I  was,  I  never  again  shall  b 
you  will  not  leave  me  F  I  have  your  prom 
"Heaven  has  my  promise!  you,  my  Lo 
my  heart's  thanks — my  warmest  gratitudi 
permission  you  give  me  to  love  you,  and 
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with  you  !""  and  Eliiabeth  looked  upon  him  with 
what  old  Monica  called  *^  hex  mother^s  eyes,^ 
pleading  and  prevailing ;  and  the  tears  of  him  her 
liesrt  claimed,  and  named  father^  descended  on 
hi^  head  like  the  dews  of  Herm<m. 

It  was  de  Bruce  who  now  first  talked  of  their 
Journey  to  Ireland ;  for  Elisabeth  durst  not  veii- 
tore  to  hint  her  fears  of  the  necessity  of  immediate 
flight  to  evade  that  horrid  struggle  for  the  recov- 
ery of  his  person,  of  which  she  had  been  warned ; 
and  scenes  which,  in  his  fluctuating  state  of  mind. 
Blight  be  productive  of  the  most  distressing  conse- 
ipieiioes. 

As  a  yet  greater  mark  of  confidence  in  her 
ja4ginent  and  affection,  the  unfortunate  patient  in 
ijhis  what  he  called  ^*  lucid  interval,^  gave  her  the 
9ie6t  minute  directions  for  his  treatment  in  those 
l^bomy  hours  which  he  knew  must  soon  again 
eclipse  his  mind.  Society,  at  all  times  disagree- 
able^ was  then  intolerable.  Strange  and  prying 
eyeo  and  to  his  distempered  mind  every  strange 
eye  seemed  to  pry  into  his  soul,  and  to  glut  itself 
on  his  hidden  misery— stung  his  chafed  spirit  to 
madness. 

^^  My  companion,  to  be  my  true  nurse,  must 
alio  be  my  jailer,""  he  siud,  attempting  to  smile. 


1 

^^^^^^B  "  Then  repoee  aj^l 
my  late-found  blessing,  ^^ff 
beth  ;  and  carry  with  you  tl 
ber: — till  alone  we  can  mept  an 
let  no  one  approach  me." 

"  My  Lord,  can  I  refuse  ad 
sidan?'" 

"  And  what,  Elizabeth,  hi 
say  to  me  ? — Can  he  minister  t 
pluck  from  the  memory  a  root* 
feeling  these  words  of  power 
hackneyed — for  they  embody  » 
Kabeth,  my  heart  promises  tlia: 
avail  me  more  than  that  of  all 
leave  me,  or  I  shall  become 
my  devil  is  dumb."     He  agaL 

Elizabeth's  eyes  beamed  che 
while  she  promised  obedience.- 
ship's  aunt — she  who  takes  sc 
in  your  affairs, — dare  I  refuse 
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7«t  used;  and  brightly  Elizabeth's  eye  and  lip 
returned  his  sickly  smile.  Relapsing  into  gloomy 
solemnity,  he  continued — "  Her  curse,  cold  and 
cruel,  fell  on  my  budding  hopes,  and  withered 
where  it  fell.  Has  human  imprecation  more  ener- 
gy than  human  blessing 't — Arc  there  among  us 
clothed  in  flesh,  those  whose  natures  have  more 
affinity  to  the  Evil  Principle  than  to  the  Good, 
of  whose  eternal  stru^le  all  space  is  the  theatre? 
Blessing  and  curse  were  poured  over  me— over 
my  cradle,  and  my  Bride.  The  mrae  prevailed ! 
Are  there  not  wliole  devoted  families  haunted 
by  an  ancestral  curse,  set  apart  visible  monuments 
of  the  mysterious  wrath  of  Heaven  'f — Such  was 
the  Royal  line  of  Scotland — such  perhaps  is 
mine ! — But  seek  sleep  now';  and,  as  the  earnest 
of  your  vowed  fidelity,  save  me  from  those  strange 
eyes  and  discordant  voices  that  irritate  and  dis- 
tract me." 

Elisabeth  prepared  Xo  depart,  having  first  seen 
her  patient  swallow  an  unmeasured  quantity  of 
liquid  opium,  which  mode  her  shudder.  This 
drug — the  bane  and  antidote  of  his  existence — was 
become  to  de  Bruce  the  principle  of  a  morbid  vi- 
tality— the  heart-pulse  of  a  distempered  life. 
^_  <*  Elizabeth,  you  shudder,"   said  he,  smiliiig 
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tkm  of  some  invisible  cause,  be  converted  into  the 
visionary  wanderer  she  had  encountered,  though 
warned  of  the  probability  by  his  own  lips.  Mad 
he  had  never  been,  according  to  the  common  ac- 
ceptation of  the  term;  yet  he  was  miserable 
enough  to  be  content  to  rank  in  any  condition 
which  kept  him  without  the  pale  of  society,  and 
emancipated  his  unhappy  mind  from  what  he  felt 
the  galling  bondage  of  civil  life. 
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CHAPTER  VI 


THE  VACRA 


Elizabeth  had  uot  been  a  half  hour  in 
when  she  beard  Mr.  Gideon  go  abroad,  a  n 
sure  which,  with  all  his  care  to  avoid  disturbai 
was  sufficient  to  arouse  a  much  heavier  sl« 
than  the  gentle  Laird  of  Monksbaugh,  wl 
twitchy  chamber-bell  followed  the  ponderouB 
toe  clank  of  the  Minister.  She  hastily  sprung 
listened  for  an  instant  at  the  locked  door  of 
patient,  and  returned  to  arrange  her  dress  be 
seeking  an  interview  with  Monksbaugli.  previ 
to  his  commencing  the  endless  duties  of  his  mi 
ing  toOet.  While  thus  engaged  she  heard 
house-maid  in  loud  altercation  with  some  oni 
the  stairs ;  her  chamber-door  was  boldly  thr 
open,  and  in  the  looking-glass  at  which  she  br 
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ed  her  hair,  rose  the  bold  black  eye  of  her  old 
acquamtance  in  the  Pechs^  Path,  though  the 
morning  light  and  cool  blood  disarmed  it  of  half 
its  imaginary  terrors. 

This  person,  advancing  uninvited,  sternly  order- 
ed the  house-maid,  who  had  opposed  her  entrance, 
to  ^^ begone;^  and,  ere  Elizabeth  could  speak,  shut 
the  door — and  they  were  alone  together. 

^^  On  yonder  night,  fair  lady,  I  did  but  point  at 
your  fortunes,^  she  said.  ^^  Ask  boldly  now,  and 
hear  the  response  of  the  stars.*" 

**  I  will  hear  the  language  of  truth  and  common 
sense,  and  none  other.  If  you  can  speak  that  say 
on.  What  make  you  here  ?  'What  means  this 
bold  intrusion  ?^ 

*^  The  unwelcome  messenger  may  have  courte- 
ous reception,  if  not  for  herself  yet  for  what  she 
bears,^  said  the  woman,  displaying  a  small  antique 
golden  cross.     '*  Know  ye  the  token  ?^ 

Elizabeth  sprung  forward  to  seize  it  ^*  From 
whence  is  this  ? — ^how  came  you  by  this  P — ^It  was 
mine  r 

**  And  you  hung  the  relique  round  another.  It 
saved  a  life !  and  is  the  gage  of  him  who  now 
wears  yonder  ring.  You  best  know  all  that  is 
pledged  on  this  gage.^ 
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*'  And  doea  be  claim  the  service  and  duqr  p 
eil  on  this  token— and  by  your  lips  f  Wa 
had  he  none  other  messenger  than  such  M  jp 
said  Elizabeth. 

"  "Tis  not  spoken,  lady,  like  the  child  of 
mother; — the  good  are  ever  gentle — the  pun 
aba  the  indulgent.  If  you  own  the  sign  fi 
the  challenge." 

*'  I  seek  and  care  not  to  comprehend  j'onr 
gling,"  said  Elizabeth.  "  My  own  busiueaB 
whither  this  has  come  : — I  travel  thither,  ant 
slantly." 

"The  Sainu  speed  your  errand,— co  i 
promptly  done.  But  know  ye  then  whai 
seek?" 

"  I  thank  your  good  wishes,"  said  Klinl 
"  If  you  have  indeed  conferred  with  him  who 
this  token,  you  cAn  guess  my  errand." 

"  Still  is  your  dream  of  the  youth.  Is  t 
no  thought  Stirling  in  your  bosom  of  the  dm 
mother  pining  by  her  lonely  hearth  P  But  ; 
shame  has  never  made  her  brow  burn,  and 
heart  sorrow.  Know  yc  the  luipardonsble  i 
Know  ye  the  curse  that  clings  the  heaviest  ?— 
the  mother's !" 

■'  Heaven  forbid  that  I  should  provoke  sud 
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tal  malediction,^  replied  Elisabeth,  half  startled 
by  the  insane  energy  of  the  speaker.  ^^  And  as  ye 
would  do  me  kindness  never  to  be  fingotten,  tell 
me  in  brief  speech  how  you  came  by  this  token  ?^ 
**  I  will  tell  you  more.  This  holy  symbol 
which  my  sinful  hands  are  not  worthy  to  touch, 
was  hung  round  an  infants  neck,  while  a  mother's 
tears  fell  on  her  baby  face.  May  a  true  guide  in 
childhood  to  the  Linns  of  Cleuch,*  not  be  trusted 
as  a  conductor  in  womanhood  to  the  gates  of  the 
Black  Casde  T 

^^  You  my  guide  ?  You  the  chosen  bearer  of  a 
message  from  my  mother— or  my  husband  ?  Con- 
vince me  of  that ;  and  to  the  ends  of  the  earth  I 
wiU  follow  you,— -ay,  and  bless  your  (^danoe.^ 

**  More— I  shall  tell  you  more,^  said  the  wo- 
man; <^how  that  infant,  grown  to  a  blushing 
maiden,  hung  this  round  the  neck  of  a  youth,  say- 
ing in  playful  wise  in  presence  of  her  old  and  fluth- 
ful  nurse,  ^  In  weal  or  wo,  in  pain  or  peril,  by  day 
or  night,  send  me  this  token ;  and  though  the  hand 
of  the  messenger  were  red  with  the  blood  of  my 
kindred,  I  will  obey  the  best  and  fly  to  your  side.^^ 
''  Stay,  stay  P  cried  Elisabeth.  '^  I  accept  the 
sign ;  idle  words,  boldly  and  rashly  but  too  surely 
spoken.    Whither  must  I  with  you  ?^ 
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"  Whither  your  own  heart  ksda, — to  him 
cannot  come  to  you.  His  writteQ  mcssige  I 
trusted  to  safer  keeping.  Has  the  old  dotaid 
sought  you  ?" 

In  hot  impatience  and  deadly  anxiety,  EHtit 
almost  joined  in  the  denunciations  which  Rot 
mantle  now  launched  against  thedipIomalicDe* 

The  bare-legged  houscvmaid  flew  up  into 
City ;  and  returned  with  the  intelligence  that 
whole  household  of  the  Deacon  had  that  mon 
been  thrown  into  great  alarm,  by  his  ^lopemen 
untimeous  hours,  and  the  disappearance  of 
Sunday  wig,  best  mourning  suit,  and  gold-bea 
cane ;  and  that  Mrs,  Burlin  was  maddening  ( 
raring  round  the  Pnhner's  Lund,  denounong 
lesser  and  greater  Excommunications  on  Mr.  E 
burton,  and  diamcmbennent,  hanging,  head 
and  maiming  against  the  seducing  Mrs.  A 
Gillespie. 

There  is  not  a  more  ticklish  crisis  in  tlic  Itfeol 
old  man  than  that  which  immediately  ensues  on 
emancipation  from  the  matrimonial  yoke,  part 
larJy  if,  as  in  the  Deacon's  case,  the  rein  has  I 
held  somewhat  tight.  A  band  of  school-lroys  jus 
loose  on  a  sunshine  holiday,  a  hive  of  bees  v) 
queen  has  abdicated,  arc  fcebie  emblems  of 
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extravagant  and  riotous  freedom  of  the  honey-moon 
of  the  widower.     The  freedom  of  will  recovered, 
the  power  of  choice  restored,  absolutely  bewilders 
the  poor  man.    His  mind  is  thrown  completely  off 
its  balance ;  and  his  thought  is  of  nothing  but 
wives.     In  a  few  months  the  effervescence  may 
quietly  subside ;  and  if  the  widower  weather  these, 
he  may  afterwards  be  expected  to  act  pretty  much 
as  in  ordinary  circumRtances, — almost  as  wary  and 
vigilant  as  an  old  bachelor,  suspecting  snares  never 
laid,  and  detecting  catch-match  schemes  that  exist 
only  in  his  own  brain.     In  this  heyday  of  matri- 
monial emancipation  was  the  worthy  Deacon,  like 
the  aforesaid  bees,   buzzing  away  the  interr^- 
num    in  choosing  a    new   sovereign  lady.      So 
what  were  packets,  ladies,  lovers,  spies  and  traitors 
to  him  who  saw  but  one  great  object  on  earth, 
Mrs.  Burlin,  his  daughter,  abridging  his  Chris- 
tian liberty  and  disputing  his  capacity  of  choice. 

Both  Deacon  and  packet  were  accordingly 
missing;  and  Elizabeth  and  Mrs.  Burlin  might 
sympathize  with  each  other  on  their  common  loss 
for  what  he  appeared  to  care.  But  this  misadven- 
ture could  make  no  change  on  Elizabeth^s  pur- 
pose ;  and  in  fiurther  conversation  she  availed 
herself  of  the  offered  service  of  Rouge-mantle  in 
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•en^g  the  veteran  Fugal  to  join  tbem  at  a 
she  indicated. 

While  these  arraiigemieDts  were  being  i 
Elizabeth  started  at  the  well-known  voice  of 
chen;  and  Houge-mantle  had  juettiineto 
lop  herself  in  the  drapery  of  a  windo«-cu 
when  that  gentleman  entered,  followed  bj 
Mallock  and  two  or  three  inferior  p^«ons.  1 
profound  bow  Elizitbeth  hanghtily  bent  her  1 
and  without  opening  her  lips  shot  past  him. 

"  Stay,  madam  !"  Btud  Hutchen ;  "  you,  1 
sume,  know  my  errand  in  this  dwelling.  I 
to  reclaim  the  Lord  de  Bruce  to  that  curto 
which  the  laws  of  his  country  have  cotuagati 
for  personal  safety  and  protection ;  and  from ' 
strange  and  unauthorized  interference  baa 
drawn  him.  This,  however,  I  am  diapoeede 
ly  to  overtook,  provided  he  is  now  allowt 
return  quietly  to  the  care  of  Iiis  medical  t 
dant." 

"  If  it  be  of  ma  you  make  such  demand," 
Elizabeth  proudly,  "  know  that  I  refuse 
authority,  and  shall  resist  it  to  the  extrenii 
every  right  with  which  God  and  nature  ha 
dowed  me.  I  hold  here  the  key  of  Lord  de  Bi 
chamber,   and  by  his   own  command.      B< 
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mains  of  his  own  choice — and,  I  bless  Heaven, 
quite  capable  of  choice — under  the  roof  of  his 
Idnsman.  Who  among  you  will  dare  to  lead  him 
hence  save  at  his  own  pleasure  P^ 

*^  The  will  of  a  lunatic,  like  the  resolutions  of 
a  lady,  must  give  way  before  a  man^s  determina- 
tion. Men,  advance ! — ^Mallock,  come  forward ! 
The  key.  Madam !  nor  compel  us  to  use  vio- 
lence T 

**  I  have  said  no  r  answered  Elisabeth ;  and 
she  placed  her  back  to  the  door,  anxiously  waiting 
the  appearance  of  Mr.  Haliburton,  Delancy,  the 
Physician,  or  even  the  awfiil  Dowager ;  and  deter- 
mined at  least  to  gain  time. 

**  No  is  no  word  for  a  lady,^  replied  Hutchen ; 
who  well  knew  that  he  had  not  time  to  lose. 
^  Force  the  door,  fellows,  and  dally  not-*I  am 
your  warrant.^  The  men  hesitated,  looked  from 
the  lady  to  their  employer,  and  shrunk  back  a- 
verse  to  the  harsh  duty. 

'<  Forbear  !  as  ye  shall  answer  it  to  Qod  and 
man,^  said  Elizabeth.  ^^  Lord  de  Bruce  sleeps 
•oundly.  Will  ye  venture  to  disturb  and  destroy 
Urn  by  this  unmanly  violence  ?^ 

^^  We  will  wait  tiU  his  Lordship  awakes,^  said 
the  surgeon,  coazingly,  to  his  firiend. 
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"  Fool  and  knave  !  must  I  do  yout  v<i 
cried  Hutchen,  wreDching  an  implement  frm 
man  who  stood  nest  him,  and  beginmiw,  wd 
the  vigour  which  passiou  lends  to  strength,  to 
the  door. 

"  Yet  forbear  !  0,  forbear  till  he  awoke  !^ 
Elizabeth,  clasping  her  hands  in  entreaty. 

"  Give  me  the  key  then  !"  cried  Hutchen, 
bably  ashamed  of  the  violence  on  which  bi 
forced  by  what  he  felt  the  necessity  of  inst 
regaining  the  person  of  his  unfortunate  clior 

"  Till  I  have  the  command  of  Lord  de  I 
never !  Ab  a  gentleman,  as  a  man,  I  entreat 
forbearance  till  the  few  friends  of  Lord  de  f 
appear — till  I  can  obtain  better  counsels  thai 
own — Mr.  Dalrymple — Lady  Tamtallan 

"  Force  the  door  !""  was  the  hoarse  screa 
the  person  to  whom  this  honest  but  very  eii 
address  proved  the  extent  of  his  danger  in  e 
moment^s  delay  ;  and  he  threw  himself  tmoi 
door,  Elbtaheth  still  miuntaining  her  place,  the 
her  heart  fluttered  hke  a  bird. 

"  Stay,   Mr.  Hutchen !"  cried  Rouge-ma 
advancing  from  her  place  of  concealment.  "  g 
jewel — youTl  take  bail— say  my  bond  now, 
as  I  am,  for  the  appearance  of  this  noble  gei 
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man  ;^  and  with  an  expressive  sneer  she  quietly 
patted  the  shoulder  of  her  victim,  whose  eye,  fas- 
cinated by  her  exulting  and  malicious  glancci  re- 
mained riveted  on  her  wild  and  audacious  features. 
^*  You'll!  take  bail  from  an  ould  friend,  weighty  as 
IB  the  bond.^  Again  she  renewed  the  patting  on 
his  shoulder,  while  with  his  eye  still  staring  upon 
her,  he  writhed  back  from  her  insulting  and  fami- 
liar caress,  with  an  attempt  at  laughter  which  was 
horrid 

^^  My  old  friend,  Bess,*^  said  he  at  last,  slowly 
drawling  up  the  words. 

**  Ay !  glad  to  see  me,  no  doubt.  Begone,  men! 
You  see  your  employer  takes  bail — ^he  is  raison- 
able.  Walk  you  also.  Doctor — ^we  never  needed 
clerks  to  signet  our  bonds^— this  one  the  young 
lady  alone  shall  .witness.*" 

^'  I  am  doubtless  unwilling  to  disturb  the  fa- 
mily, much  more  to  alarm  the  patient,^  said 
Hutchen,  drawing  a  long  breath — "  you  may, 
therefore,  retire  for  a  little."" 

^^  I  knew  it. — I  knew  Mr.  Hutchen  to  be  a 
Christian  after  all,^  said  the  woman,  with  that 
malignant  sneer  which  is  the  most  irritating  ex- 
pression of  malice  ;  and  she  looked  round  with 
exultation  on  the  astonished  Elizabeth.  The  men, 
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logelher  with  the  aorgeon,  withdrew ;  and  i 
ing  herself  up  to  her  full  height,  and  crosrin 
arms  on  her  breast.  Rouge-mantle  fixed  heri 
black  eyes  on  Hutchen,  eaying,  "  You  haw 
ed  me  high  and  low — I  am  come — eeixe  me 
The  person  thus  addressed  looked  as  if  he  i 
have  been  as  thankful  to  banish  the  phantoi 
he  had  lately  been  active  in  conjuring  it  up. 

"  I  am  O'Connor's  guide,  seize  me  !"  agi 
peatcd  the  woman,  raising  her  voice.  " 
night  I  quenched  your  lamp  I  promised  ag 
meet  you,  and  soon.  That  niglit  when  the  mil 
signal,  darkened  for  twenty-eight  years,  w 
hooded." 

"  This  is  an  old  friend  of  nmie,'"  said  Ha 
turning  to  Elizabeth ;  "  and  she  is  no  ca 
one. — Could  I  have  supposeii,  Bess,  it  wi 
played  bo-peep  with  the  traitor  O'Connor  I 
have  winked  hard  for  family  reasons  uid  o 
quaintance  sake." 

"  Thank  you  kmdly.  Master  HutcJien 
now  hunted  by  you — starved  by  you — w: 
comfort  by  day  or  shelter  by  night — wh«(  n 
your  prisons  ? — seize  me  !  I  have  a  tale  fin 
Justice  Bench  may  make  them  prick  up  tbeii 
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Bess,  our  good  friend,  -you  must  know,  had 
always  a  trick  of  talking  wildly,^  said  Hatchen, 
turning  to  Elizabeth;  and  now  beginning  to  be- 
lieve  that  his  former  ally  was  come  to  make  the 
best  terms  she  could  for  the  surrender  of  the  fugi- 
tive. 

**  And  where  is  the  fellow  you  aided  ?  where  is 
the  traitor  ?^  said  he,  beginning  to  sink  the  coo- 
adence-struck  coward  in  the  bully. 

**  Traitor  to  yourself — false  and  cruel  traitor  to 
all  that  loved  you  best,  and  trusted  you  most.— - 
O'Connor  is  where  God  will  keep  him.*" 

^'  Insolent  mad-woman,  dare  you  brave  me  to 
Biy  face !  Were  it  not  wiser  now,  Bess,  for  a  dis- 
creet, sensible  person  like  you,  to  think  of  drawing 
your  friend  out  of  the  noose,  instead  of  employing 
idle  bravado  with  one  who  knows  you  so  well.*" 

**  That  turn  is  done  or  I  had  not  stood  in  your 
danger.  If  wind  and  tide  hold,  O'^Connor  has 
seen  the  sun  set  in  Germany.'" 

**  And  your  unequalled  insolence  prompts  you 
to  taunt  me  with  a  villain's  escape,  on  whose  neck 
a  prince's  ransom  was  set." 

"  Villain,  again!  I  don't  brook  it,  Master 
Hntchen ;"  and  Delancy's  pistol,  which  she  still 
possessed,  just  peered  from  under  her  red  mantle. 
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Oran  closed  over  your  rich  India  brother^s  elder- 
bom  and  lawful  heir — ay,  over  poor  Anne  Pingle'*s 
boy  !  Nay,  never  stare  like  a  stuck  pig,  down  ra^ 
ther  on  your  knees  and  thank  the  Saints  that, 
durough  the  relenting  of  a  woman'^s  nature, 
saved  your  soul  from  the  black  guilt  was  in  it 
then.'' 

"  Witch,  fiend !  who  sent  you  hither  ?"  was  the 
frantic  exclamation  of  Hutchen,  who  shrunk  bade 
and  dashed  close  the  window^hutters,  as  if  in  the 
face  of  the  broad  sun  that  flared  upon  his  guilt 
and  misery. 

**  I  needed  not  expect  great  thanks  at  your 
bands,^  she  continued  quietly,  ^^  when  your  best 
acknowledgments  to  your  ould  neighbour  and 
patron,  the  Laird  of  Monkshaugh — ^who  fed,  and 
bred,  and  rared  the  bonny  boy,  ay,  Francis  Frisel, 
your  rich  brother'^s  elder-bom  and  lawful  heir — ^was 
to  scatter  the  ashes  on  his  father''s  hearth,  and 
send  his  poor  old  head  to  the  Sanctuary  of  Holy, 
rood.'' 

"  What  mad  raving  is  this,  Bess  f"  said  Hut- 
chen. "  What  boy  ? — ^what  heir  ?  If  you  are 
bound  for  Ireland  tell  me  how  I  can  give  you  a 
lift  for  auld  langsyne  ?"  And  he  drew  his  purse 
with  an  air  of  frankness  and  cordiality,  and  ap^ 
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of  this  fortune  alive  in  that  elvish  imp»  who,  by  a 
tort  of  instinctive  malice,  had,  even  firom  child- 
hood, crossed  lus  path,  mouthing  and  mocking  as 
he  passed ;  who  had  laid  down  sticks  and  stones 
ooly  to  adopt  shrewder  modes  of  annoyance  and 
insult ;  and  who  now  appeared  only  to  impoverish 
and  disgrace  him,  seemed  the  refinement  of  moral 
letribution.  Bred,  as  tlus  neglected  creature  had 
been,  in  the  house  of  Monkshaugh,  to  have  ao- 
kaaowledged  as  lus  nephew,  as  the  heir  of  his  bro- 
ther, the  lazar,  the  b^^gar,  the  felon  would  have 
been  less  galling — a  felon  he  had  indeed  himself 
attempted  to  make  the  orphan  creature  left  to  his 
justice  and  kindness. 

Hutchen  sat  down  by  the  closed  window,  rest- 
ing his  face  on  his  hand  for  a  few  seconds,  while 
Mistress  Slattery,  with  great  deliberation,  cowered 
down  and  lighted  her  pipe  at  the  fire. 

**  Then,  Bess,  you  have  not  yet  disclosed  to 
this  wretched  creature,  if  it  yet  exist,  what  you 
presume  to  be  its  origin  ?^ 

^*  Presume  1  know  is  the  better  word,  Master 
Hutchen.  Know  Frisel  to  be  your  honour^s  bro- 
ther's lawful  son.  I  did  not  lose  the  written  pro- 
mise of  your  brother,  which  lay  next  poor  Anne 
Pingle's  heart,  till  that  broken  heart  grew  cold,—* 
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But  in  iruth  then,  I  could  Dot  h.re  Uie 
teU  the  creature  th.t  it  wa.  iay„lf  J^p 
quietly  yon  momiDg  a  Monlciaugh-,  g 
board  and  education  ;  or  tk.t  it  owes  > 
cell  in  ltook.lo.n  jaU  to  iu  father's  lovi, 
ther.  The  tpniggen  won't  be  over  fm 
kno«lcdging  you,  I'„  afraid—though  a 
fortune,  and  the  wad.et  of  the  land,  of  H 
lum  are  worth  acknowledging.  Did  not  the 
guide  the  hand  of  mad  Jacobina  well  in  d 
up  your  deedfi  and  settlements?  Bless  the  I 
but  it  hit  well  among  all  yonder  pigeotiol 
green  boxes  to  strike  the  very  true  one." 

"Sit  down,  Bess,  my  old  friend— rememh 
ground  we  hold  her*:  you,  at  least,  never  yet 
me  ungenerous.  We  must  meet  again,  and 
some  farther  talk  of  your  alTair.  in  a  safer  f 
"No  place  nor  time  like  the  present— sped 
"So  you  queen  it  yet,"  said  Hutchen,  « 
desperate  effort  at  gaiety.  "  Though  on'th 
evening  we  met  your  talk  was  so  wild  that  I 
scarce  believe  yon,  yet  you  must  be  sensihli 
dear,  for  my  poor  brother's  sake,  his  unli 
mistress  was  to  me,  and  how  much  1  would 
wished  to  befriend  their  offspring,  admitting 
wretched  creature " 
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"  What,  the  bonny  boy,  your  honour^s  lawful 
nephew  ?^  interposed  Bess  in  her  most  audacious 
tones.  ^^  Speak  him  fairer — he  is  of  Hutchen 
blood,  and  every  crow  thinks  its  own  bird  white. 
But  sure,  and  sure  enough,  I  know  well  how  dear 
ahe  was  to  you,  poor  Annie  Pingle— consigned 
to  your  tender  mercies  by  a  trusting  brother. — 
Four  pounds  ten  shillings,  was  it  not,  in  all  ? — to 
Mrs.  Metcalf  the  midwife,  including  funeral 
chaJrges;  for  mad  Jacobina,  though  she  had 
driven  forth  the  miserable  girl  almost  with  a  mo- 
ther''s  pains  upon  her,  ftumished  the  shroud,  you 
remember.  I  donH  complain  of  that,  for  I^m  sure 
you  would  not  grudge  myself  one  to-day  of  India 
tissue  or  Genoa  velvet.  As  to  the  trifle  you  gave 
me  yon  moonless  night  by  the  Fords  of  Oran,  to 
rid  you  of  the  fostering !  sure  you  didn^t  expect  to 
find  the  lawful  heir  of  all  your  brother'^s  lands  and 
heritages  rared  to  twenty-eight  complete,  with 
reading,  writing,  and  arithmetic  enough  to  call 
you  to  a  speedy  reckoning,  for  less  than  ten  gui- 
neas! It  might,'"  she  whispered,  bending  her 
head  forward  till  the  fire  of  her  dark  eyes  concen- 
tered to  a  single  spark  glared  upon  her  victim — 
**  It  might  have  been  good  pay  for  the  short,  sharp 
turn  ye  looked  for  from  me  then.^ 
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"  'Tis  false  as  hell  r  said  Hutdien,  ndo 
bis  feet ;  "  for  weighty  reoaous  affecting  the 
morj  of  a  beloved  brotber,  I  wUhed  to  sop 
the  clamouiE  of  tho  relatives  of  that  wnt^ 
fant ;  but  I  would  not  have  ehed  its  blood." 

"  Weighty  reasons ! — ay,  worth  their  weig 
gold. — And  ye  have  all  your  reasons.  Thi 
when  he  throttles  the  lamb,  can  only  plea 
brutal  afld  ferocious  instincts.  Nobler  due 
calmly  urge  his  reasons  for  cnuhing  and  te 
the  fond  heart  he  has  Wtrayed  and  broken,- 
and  never  felt  it  wrong  that  he  so  did.^ 

"  You  still  love  a  touch  of  your  old  profen 
see,  Bess.  Shew  roe  these  papers  howevei 
higher  power  interfered  between  my  poor  hi 
and  the  object  of  a  violent  boyish  attachi 
Yet,  for  his  sake,  were  I  once  satislied  of  the 
tity  of  this  creature,  means  might  be  found 
lething  fur  him. — And  how  is  it,  woman, 
you  have  never  once  to  me,  in  all  this  i 
brought  tidings  of  the  child  confided  to  yo 
Have  you  these  papers  P" 

"  Ay,  and  will  keep  them  too.  But  ewn, 
you  wearied  for  my  re-appearance  .^— Did  jw 
often  advertise  for  the  lost  heir  of  your  fanM 
land  and  goods,  stolen  by  an  Irish  vagrant  f 
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•ttid,  oonfrondng  him.  ^*  Watf  the  bill  ever  stuck 
up  aide  by  side  with  that  I  saw  of  the  sale  of  the 
liousehold  goods  of  your  ould  patron,  Grrahame 
of  Monkshaugh  f^ 

**  Shew  me  these  papers,  were  it  but  of  curiosi^ 
ty,^  again  urged  Hutchen. 

<<  Thank  you — no.  But  here  is  that  to  which 
you  are  kindly  welcome.^  She  took  from  her  pocket 
•  little  housewife-case,  formed  of  a  variety  of  shreds 
of  silk,  and  from  one  of  its  compartments  a  silver 
pendUcase,  marked  with  the  intermingled  initials 
of  the  brothers.— -<*  Ay,  keep  the  token,  you  have 
the  best  right  to  it.  Anne  Pingle  hid  that,  your 
brother's  gift,  in  her  bosom  frtmi  her  sister,  on 
the  last  day  of  her  life.  Her  tears  fell  on  it  till 
death  froze  them  in  her  eyes,  on  the  day  when 
you  promised  to  bring  your  brother  to  see  her  in 
the  place  of  concealment  your  kindness  had  found 
fcr  her — for  the  last  time ;  and  when  he  never 
camo^xfor  how  could  he  ?— *and  when  her  heart 
fluttered  with  expectation  till  it  burst  !^ 

Hutchen  had  often  tried  to  make  himself  believe 
that  in  juggling  with  his  brother,  and  estranging 
hkn  from  the  object  of  his  early  attachment,  he 
acted  only  a  brother's  part.  Yet  he  could  not 
look   without  anguish  on  the  well-remembered 


reliquc  uf  one,  whom,  in  purer  days,  be  hid 
as  well  as  the  selfish  and  the  base  ever  can  1 

" '  He  will  perhaps  be  kinder  to  his  bn 
child — to  his  own  Desh — than  I  fear  he  hai 
to  me,'  were  the  poor  girl's  last  words.  Tl 
the  words  of  a  dying  woman  they  were  false, 
was  not  kinder  to  the  bonny  boy,  his  bn 
orphan, — and  Monkshsugh's  fosterer  and  m 

"Now,  Bess,"  said  Hutc hen,  afier another] 
"  why  trifle  ?  I  see  you  have  kept  counae 
us  understand  each  other.  What  do  you  n 
or  expect  of  me  ?  Speak,  and  quickly, — ^remi 
we  are  on  strange  ground." 

"  Now  you  talk  like  a  raisonable  Christiai 
Hutchen.  Then,  first  and  foremost,  I'll  hav 
take  bad  for  this  noble  lord — ^'tia  a  fancy  of  t 
and  I'll  have  raisonable  justice  done  the  1 
boy  who  crept  into  my  bosom  long  since.  1 
ye  I  have  no  bowels  nor  conscience  ?  Then 
be  letting  Monkshaugh  asy  olt'.  I  owe  hin 
his  a  good  turn ;  for  he  has  been  a  kind  man  I 
ould  IJlunderbuas  who  derns  in  the  dean 
yonder.  And  if  you  hear  his  birding-piece  i 
glen,  be  dafe ; — if  you  sec  his  net  or  his  Gshini 
floatiugon  the  river,  be  blind;  and  thank  your 
other  bait  was  not  offered  to  the  fishes  of  O 
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Upon  my  honour  I  have  been  but  too  indul- 
gent to  Fugal  abready ;  but  since  you,  Bess,  as  an 
old  friend,  request  this,  so  be  it  I  shall  make 
him  my  own  gamekeeper.^ 

*'  Hout,  tout !  y(mr  honour  and  my  honouty"^ 
we  had  better  be  letting  our  hxmiouT9  alone,  jew^; 
but  youll  do  it  all  the  same."*"  And  with  a  signi- 
ficant nod  she  moved  towards  the  door. 

'^  Stay,^  cried  Hutchen,  his  purse  again  in  his 
hand ;  ^^  you  are  far  firom  home — ^firom  Ireland  I 
mean,  whither  I  conclude  you  are  instantly  bound.**^ 

"  When  it  suits  me.*" 

^^  You  know  the  infirmity  of  poor  Jacobina,— - 
her  mad  talk  I  don^t  regard  a  rush ;  but  those 
papers.     You  know  she  is  mad  ?^ 

^^  I  do— and  what  made  her  so,  or  helped  well— - 
the  disgrace  and  death  of  her  sister,  your  brother^s 
wife,  Mrs.  Alexander  Hutchen.  I  name  her  so— 
does  it  fright  you  ? — ^^tis  only  the  murderer  sees 
ghosts.  Her  poor  sister^s  end,  and  the  lust  of  your 
gold,  the  canker  of  your  bribe,  that  made  her 
conceal  the  birth  of  the  child  which  she  believes 
I  murdered— did  this  make  her  mad  Y^ 

^^  They  are  papers  of  no  value  save  to  me,"^ 
said  Hutchen;  ^^yet  I  would  give  something 
handsome  for  their  recovery.     And   as  to  this 
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creature,— <mce  convince  me  ihat  he  is  rea%  i 
brother'a  illegitimate  child,  and  you  yourself  sb 
name  the  justice  he  merits  at  my  hands." 

"  Troth  then,  and  that  k  the  lands  of  Hai 
tillum,  pledged  to  hia  father,  as  well  as  hts  btlii 
foitin.  Illegitimate,  Master  Hutchen  .'  I  i 
not  hear  my  foster-hoy  bo  named.  Does  it  grii 
you  that  your  brother  had  more  heart  and  m 
honesty  than  God  gave  the  rest  of  your  race? 
comforted,  man,  for  he  is  dead.  But  if  itV  tn 
paper  touch  pay  wid  you,  put  up  your  purse.  1 
bonny  boy,  your  nephew,  did  not  deem  tbem 
pers  80  useless,  when  he  bribed  Christy  GnbM 
lady  with  his  last  tester  to  carry  them  to  Et 
burgh — he  did  not  think  them  quite  so  useli 
But  if  he  betrayed  hb  loving  uncle,  pardon  h 
How  could  he  guess  to  whom  he  owed  the  dutv 
a  nephew  ?" 

"  Speak  not  of  this  creature  as  of  my  blood 
nor  of  him  at  all  to  me;  and  come  to  me  t 
evening  as  soon  as  it  is  dark.  Hark  ye !  I  * 
make  you  rich  beyond  your  hopes— endow  j 
with  half  my  fortune.  You  shall  go  to  Ameri 
or  some  distant  land,  and  queen  it  to  your  heai 
content — only  he  secret  and  faithful. — But  wel" 
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"  Will  you  remove  from  me  the  curse  of  the 
mother  who  bore  me  ?"  whispered  the  woman  in 
her  most  emphatic  tones.  "  Can  your  gold  do 
that  ? — Has  it  brought  peace  or  blessing  to  poor, 
crazy  Jacobina  'i  I  labour  for  a  higher  reward, — 
to  bring  back  a  mother^s  blessing.  Seek  you 
pardon  of  your  injured  brother's  orphan.  Quit 
this  house  before  me ;  and  your  re-crossing  that 
threshold  shall  be  the  signal  of  all  you  most  dread." 

"  Then  we  leave  it  together,"  said  Hutchen. 
"  Behind  me  here  you  shall  not  remain." 

"  I  don'l  stand  on  trifles  or  ceremonies  with  an 
ould  friend,"  said  Slattery,  and  they  walked  forth 
together, — Hutchen  to  play  what  he  felt  his  last 
stake  with  the  Dowager  Tamtallan,  and  Rouge- 
mantle  to  follow  her  own  bolder  game. 

When  Elizabeth  descended  into  the  parlour, 
she  was  scarcely  more  thankful  to  find  that  her 
foe  was  departed,  than  that  her  wild  protector  had 
vanished  along  with  him.  In  a  few  minutes  she 
was  joined  by  Mr.  Haliburton. 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 


WAYS  AND  MEANS. 


Alu.  poor  gnitleiDin  !  trotb  I  pitf  Km. 
How  (IwII  I  nw  tb»  moncr?  thirlr  poond  f 

'Til  SO,  lure.  B  a  bf  lore  in  0 ; 


II  Stotch  inilrs  IhoiiM  Iry  Ihi-ir  tnetile. 


Mn.  HAi.iBunToy,  we  have  salt!,  went  v< 
early  abroad ;  nnd  at  a  still  early  hour,  on  a  ire. 
bright  May  morniiifi,  be  was  descried  by  La 
llamcttc  Copely,  (who,  having  suddenly  left  t 
Wbiin,  had  slept  at  Qiieensferry,  and  now  ma 
the  stage  before  breakfast,)  dragging  .Jenny  G( 
des  by  «  bit  of  rope  from  some  small  stable  in  t 
village   of  Water  of   Leitb    towards    the    Gra 
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market,  for  immediate  sale.  He  looked  exceed- 
ingly rueful  and  disconsolate,  and  very  reluctant- 
ly obeyed  the  summons  of  the  lady,  who  stopped 
her  carriage,  and  ordered  Mr.  Delancy''s  servant 
who  attended  her,  to  bring  horse  and  man  forth^ 
with  to  her  side. 

An  examination  of  three  minutes  enabled  her 
Ladyship  to  penetrate  all  Gideon'^s  secrets  ;  and, 
above  all,  what  he  meant  to  conceal  from  the 
whole  world,  the  sacrifice  of  his  well-beloved 
steed  Janet,  for  his  yet  more  beloved  ^^Burd  Xiz- 
beth.^ 

^^  Can  you  guess  why  I  stopped  you  just  now, 
Mr.  Haliburton  P*^  said  the  lady.  . 

"  Certes,  to  inquire  how  it  fared  with  the  Ho- 
nourable Xizbeth  de  Bruce,-*or  peradventure, 
the  Laird  of  Monkshaugh.'** 

*^  I  confess  a  more  selfish  motive,  Mr.  Hali- 
burton. I  have  long  since  set  my  Iieart  and  eye 
on  your  canny,  sober-paced,  respectable-looldng 
mare,  which  I  knew,  at  once,  coming  doucely  up 
the  brae  yonder.  I  am  rather  a  timid  horsewo^ 
man — ^not  half  the  courage  of  Miss  Hutchen  at  a 
pin-fold  leap.  Come,  let  us  bargain ! — I  am  as 
poor  as  a  church  mouse ;  the  only  thing,  by  the 
way,  about  a  regular  chiurch,  which  does  not  seem 
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to  thrive— but  I  now  offer  you— dare  I  ? — twe 
guineas  for  Jenny  Geddes  !"" 

"  Twenty  guineas  for  Jenny  !"  cried  Gide«n 
conBternation,  grasping  the  door  of  the  carri 
as  if  the  earth  sliook  with  him ;  and  before  he  co 
proceed  the  lady  cried,  "  I  dare  say  it  is  far 
little.     Twenty.five  then  !" 

"  Five-and-twenty  guineas  for  Jenny  !"  a 
the  Preacher,  a  mixture  of  wonder,  few,  and 
light  struggling  in  his  countenance.  "  That' 
sum  that ^ 

"  You  wont  take  it  ?  Thirty  be  it  then, 
HalibuTttm  ! — Ready  cash  •  and  for  thi«  I  j 
tively  muBt  have  her.  Trot  her  off,  Patrid 
She's  mine !"  And,  Delancy's  'cute  groom  from 
Curragh,  at  once  took  the  hint,  and  Jenny's  1 
bridle ;  and  before  Gideon — who  looked  now  tc 
lady,  and  now  to  the  mare— could  open  his 
Jenny  was  past  Drumahciich. 

"  Fairiy  jockeyed !  Mr,  HaUburton,"  mid 
lady, laughing.  "But,ptay,cotneinl»thec«iti 
111  do  you  no  farther  harm  this  momit^  •  mii 
must  settle  accounts.  Till  you  have  the  mo 
I  can  scarce  count  Jenny  my  own." 

"  Butnbazed  and  Mate"  Gideon  obeyed  hi 

"  If  my  shoon  woidd  not  "file  your  L.m)y« 
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coats/^  said  he,  respectfuUy  drawing  back  hk  huge 
feet  in  remembrance  of  Eflie^s  everlasting  represen- 
tations of  his  pedal  enormities.  *^  Effie  coft  me  a 
genteeler  pair  for  chalmer-wear,  but  this  mom- 

UIg 

"  O,  never  fear  my  petticoats  ! — I  fly  fiir  above 
petticoat  consideration  when  bargaining  for  a 
horse.*"  And  she  took  out  her  note-case,  and  ra- 
pidly counted  the  price  she  had  set  on  Jenny. 

'*  Bnt  anent  the  matter  of  Janet,""  said  Gideon, 
pushing  back  the  lady'*s  hand  which  held  out  the 
money ;  ^^  she^s  no  worth  a  tenth  part  of  what  you 
ofer,  in  one  respect— though  a  cannier  brute        ^ 


'*  What !  Mr.  HaUbvrton,  is  it  no  bargun  ?— 
Do  you  not  part  with  the  mare  to  me  ?^ 

*^  Part  wi^  her !  yea,  gladly  and  freely  part  wi* 
ber,  this  same  morning.  That  is,  as  fireely  as  a 
man  can  wed  do  wi'  a  kind,  dumb  brute  that  re- 
gards him  according  to  its  natural  instincts,  aad 
lias  lang  been  about  his  hand.  It  scarcely  sets  me 
to  mint  ill  of  a  brute,  that  was  aye  tractable  and 
reasonable  wi^  me ;  yet  it  is  but  honest  and  fair  to 
say,  Jenny  has  her  ain  bits  o^  flings  wi^  strangers 
o^  the  women-kind,  though  on  the  score  of  auld  ac- 
quaintance I  may  have  overlooked  them  ;  and,  as 
ft»r  a  lady^s  riding  mare-^hough  to  be  sure,  when 
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the  Corporal  kames  out  her  mane,  and  ^«s 
i&il  a  cock,  she  looks  uo  that  ill  yet — I  must  o' 
■he  was  rampant  and  rebunctioiis  enough  ab 
the  Fords  of  Oran,  last  week,  wi'  the  woman;  i 
of  money  value  in  the  market,  Jenny  is  the  * 
no"  worth  the  tenth  part  of  your ^" 

"  What !  Mr.  Haliburtou,  do  you  depreci 
your  mare  bi  hopes  of  making  mc  throw  up 
bargain  ? — Pardon  me  there,  sir.  The  luck 
day  is  mine.  Take  your  money,  sir. — I  have 
mare." 

"  Now  unless  your  Ladyship  take  back  '. 
six-and-twenty  pund  ten,  as  a  luck-penny,  I  < 
not  answer  to  my  conscience  palming  Jenny  d 
gentlewoman,  whose  gudeman  may  be  angrj 
the  bargain.     Jenny  at  first  cost  only "" 

"  I'll  not  hear  a  single  word  of  what  she  c 
Do  you  faucj'  me  a  horse-couper,  to  offer  me  y 
punds  Scots,  and  luck-pennies  ?"  said  the  lady 
a  tone  of  affected  displeasure  which  alarmed 
deon.  "  But,  if  I  am  as  ignorant  of  hoTse-flcal 
you  insinuate,'"  continued  the  lady,  "  after  a  trii 
six  months,  will  you  condition  to  take  her  bad 

"  It's  done !'"  cried  Gideon,  joyiully.^—"  ] 
my  way  now,""  was  his  thought.  By  that  time 
Sourholes  Marllemas    stipend    will    be   payi 
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That  is  a  part  to  refund;  and  Providence  will 
send  the  hive.'^— -"  I  may  say,''  he  continued 
aloud,  ^^  Francie  Frisel,  who  is  a  clever,  mettle 
loonie,  often  saw  gude  points  about  Jenny  no'  vi- 
sible to  every  body ;  and,  on  that  Ayrshire  and 
Gallowa'  jaunt.  Captain  Wolfe  allowed  she  shew- 
ed great  spunk  m  keeping  up  wi'  Saladin.  Be- 
sides,  to  mend  the  bargain,  there's  some  bits  o' 
babs  of  red  and  blue  ribbons  about  the  Sour- 
hole»— if  the  woman  has  na  gotten  her  hands  owre 
them— that  Francie  once  tricked  out  Jenny's 
mane  wi',  puir  lass !  I  thought  them  overly  gaudy, 
knichtly  caparisons  for  one  of  my  calling ;  so  they 
are  as  good  as  new  amaist — and,  I  dare  to  say, 
very  suitable  to  a  brave  gentlewoman's  pacing 
palfrey." 

*^  I  insist  on  having  all  Jenny's  accoutrements," 
said  the  lady,  smiling. 

<<  If  I  can  lay  hands  on  them,"  replied  Gideon. 
*^  They  lay  lang  aboon  the  bed*head ;  but  the 
woman  is  of  a  prying  and  frugal  nature,  and,  ye 
would  wonder,  finds  use  for  amaist  every  thing." 

«<  Well,  take  your  money ;  for  Janet  and  all  her 
accoutrements  remember — and  here  we  are  at 
Dumbreck's — ^you  don't  forget  the  strict  conditions 
of  sale  ?" 
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"  Ccrtes,  less  could  not  rcconcUc  me  to  < 
with  a  gentlewoman,  who  may  not  know  the 
teese  state  of  the  horse  market  at  the  present  ti 
But  there's  a  bit  hint  that  I  would  gi'e  your 
(lyship  at  parting,"  said  Gideon,  looking  ■  ti 
more  sagacious  than  usual — "  If  Jenny,  whil 
like,  happen  to  haV  a  bit  foal — ho  Icnty  how  ye] 
wi'  the  creatine.  It  will  likely  ha'e  a  sprink 
o'  the  Arabinn  blood,  whilk  horse-coupcrs  i 
adays  reckon  worth  siller. — Yc  have  had  your 
dear  pennyworth  o'  her,  douce  lass — hut  tlie 
ling,  through  rime,  may  prop  the  auld  aik." 

"  A  foal !  an  Arnbian  foal !"  cried  Lady  1 
riette,  laughing  again.  "  How  I  hitve  jodu 
you,  Mr.  Haliburton  ! — Positively  you  mast 
cept  of  other  five  guineas,  or  I  cannot  reco( 
ray  conscience  to  the  foal." 

"  No,  no  !  not  another  bodle  !"  cried  Gid 
striding  off,  Jenuy  herself,  and  all  her  ende 
qualities,  her  "  blue  babs,"  and  prospect  of  h 
blooded  succession,  together  with  the  urgeM 
cessity  of  raising  supplies,  reconciling  him  tol 
bly  well  to  what  he  considered  n«tt  to  a  i 
cheating  of  Lady  Harriette,  especially  as  an  i 
door  for  rcslitntion  was  lefl  by  the  condilMl 
sale  covenanted. 
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Clutching  the  notes  fox  Elixsbeth,  be  proceed- 
ed to  Holyiood,  aa  if  in  Kven-league  boota. 

Mr.  Haliburton,  if  he  had  not  the  moat  beaih 
ti&l,  had  the  most  open  and  artless,  tell-tale  face 
in  the  world.  In  the  infantine  glee  of  his  looks, 
and  the  jay  of  bis  eyes,  Elizabeth  read  bis  succeai 
bc£>re  he  had  time  to  spread  his  notes  befine  her, 
s^^ing,  "  Thirty  pounds,  lass  t  ye  may  take  a 
coach  DOW  for  the  Lord  de  Bruce  -and  no  }», 
hold«ii  to  Effie*s  (ocber  for  one  pUck  I" 

"  To  whom  then  T  said  Elizabeth- 

"  Under  ProTidence,  to  an  auld  friend  and 
acquaintance  of  your  ain,  Burd.  But  it's  a'  come 
by  in  the  way  of  fair  bargain  and  tale.^ 

"  A  friend  of  mine  !  lady  or  gendeman  i*^  uiA 
Elisabeth,  who  could  guess  st  no  earthly  commo- 
dity Gideon  possessed  worth  half  the  sum. 

"  Of  the  feminine  gender,  doubtless,"  said  Gi- 
deon, grimly  smiling,  "  but  it^s  a  bit  of  a  secret ; 
so  crush  the  auld  E?e,  Burd,  and  haste  ye  put 
up  the  siller,  fi>r  I  hear  the  woman's  foot  <m 
the  stair." 

Elittbeth  had  a  f\dly  more  correct  notioD  of 
Mr.  HaliburtoD^s  various  property  than  he  pro- 
bably had  himself;  and  with  simplicity  somewhat 
aUn  to  hit  own,  her  mind  at  hut  rested  on  the  ca- 
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tunty  that  he  liail  m\d  some  of  bis  manuscript^ 
lumes  of  Sermons,  or  a  prospective  Vindication 
Janet  Geddes,  to  the  booksellers  to  raise  the  n 
ney.     She  did  not  put  up  the  notes. 

The  sight  of  the  bank-notes  operated  duly  on  I 
fie's  propengities ;  they  were  as  a  nest-egg  recoiif 
ing  her  to  farther  laying  down.  She  drew  near  a 
more  near  the  tabic  to  glut  her  eyes  with  Uie^ 
of  so  much  wealth  ;  and  at  last  ventured  to  a 
"  Your  friend,  the  Minister,  tells  me  you  i 
boune  for  travel  to  Irish  land,  Leddy  ^Lixbe 
May  his  prayers  speed  your  journey  and  bri 
you  safe  home.  They  say  paplins  are  a  peri 
wanworth  there ;  and  Tin  sure  if  the  matter  o 
note — on  lend  Uke — could  be  of  use  on  this  piii 
ye  ken  the  leal  new-wedded  pair  would  diri 
their  last  bannock  o"  bread  wi"  Lady  'Lixbeth 
Bruce — though  it  behooves  me  to  look  tbrwatd 
the  time  when  my  Gideon  must,  in  course  o'  i 
ture,  be  laid  aside  frae  his  labours ;  and  a  ei 
meeting-house,  preach  and  pay,  is  no'  like  a  b> 
parish-kirk    wi'   a  steeple — a  widow    fbond,    a 

fourteen  chalder  of ^" 

"  I  were  of  all  creatures  the  most  ungnUe 
did  Mr.  Haliburton  ever  know  a  sorrow  tlia 
could  assuage,  or  a  want  I  could  remofs,^. 
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posed  Elizabeth,  atretcbing  both  her  fair  cbsped 
hands  involuntarily  towards  Gideon,  her  warm 
feelings  gleaming  brighter  through  her  glistening 
eyes.  "  But  we  will  all  meet  agun — ^happier, 
and  perhaps  richer.'" 

"  Fear  na,  Burd  1  Fear  na !"  and  he  took  both 
her  hands.  "  I  have  been  young,  and  now  I  am 
old ;  yet  I  never  saw  the  righteous  man  forsaken, 
not  his  seed  b^^^ng  their  bread !  I  say  na  this 
in  vaunting.— O,  Eflie,  woman  !"  he  continued, 
his  short-lived  anger  with  his  help-mate  all  forgot- 
ten ;  "  if  we  had  but  half  the  fear  of  our  pre- 
douB  and  never-dying  souls  which  we  have  that 
these  (tail,  miserable,  decaying  carcasses  should 
suffer  skvth,  or  come  to  want,  it  might  stead  us  a* 
something '."" 

As  sentiment  was  the  order  of  the  Hour,  Effie 
lifted  the  comer  of  her  apron,  whispering,  while 
she  wiped  the  white  eye  long  past  the  power  of 
tears,  "  If  ever  wife  was  blest  wi'  a  saunt  on  earth, 
am  na  I  she  ?  He  lays  up  bis  treasures  where 
moth  canna  corrupt  T 

"  Ay !  Effie,  lass,  ye'll  trust  your  soul  to  his 
prayers,  but  catch  ye  trusting  hia  spleuchan  wi' 
your  plack  T  r^oined  Gideon,  somewhat  tartly ; 
and  Elizabeth  smiled. 
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"  Fie,  Minister !  To  speak  o'  bits  o''  prh 
family  matters  before  fremit  folk.  It  wad  be  1 
or  I  coost  up  yon  night.  And  I  have  a  bit 
wC  the  Laird'a  cambric  stocks  round  at  Si.  Am 
springs  ;  though  wcU's  me  on  the  bonnie  Oraa 
ter.  Laird — and  good  muming  to  ye ! — fw  a  pic 
fiue  linens."  Efhe  appeared  to  ttiink  that  li 
had  been  expressly  created  for  whitening  Ihi 
OF  oooauon^lly  funiishing  a  kipper  or  a  dUh 
trout. 

Monkshaugh's  elaborate  toilet  had  outlasted 
interview  between  Huichcn  and  Rouge-man 
Gideon's  feat  of  jockeyship,  and  the  time  in  wh 
Elizabeth  had  made  hasty  arrangements  tor 
Aight.  He  cow  entered  tlie  parlour.  He  lad 
much  better  on  this  morning  than  he  had  done 
some  weeks,  which  considerably  lessened  £h 
beth's  regret  at  abandoning  him.  Most  eamef 
had  she  recommended  him  to  Gideon's  Idodn 
imd  Kflie's  attentions ;  but  they  were  about  to 
turn  home,  and  there  was  no  prospect  which  i 
saw  of  Monkshaugh  cither  obtaining  the  prot 
tion  of  liis  person,  promised  by  Mr.  Dabytap 
agent,  or  a  home  in  which  to  bestow  Himi 
though  assured  of  personal  security. 

The  idea  of  being  leA  alone  in  the  Sanctu 
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seemed  to  him  like  that  of  annihilaUoo ;  and  it  re- 
quired much  address  to  persuade,  him  that  vhat 
he  at  first  pronounced  "  This  hair-brained,  wild 
Irish  scheme,^  was  hie  own  genorous  suggesticm 
for  the  safety  of  his  noble  relation. 

"  But,  'Lubeth,  and  who  is  to  take  care  o[ 
you  P    How  can  ye  liTe  without  me  f" 

"  I  must,  I  fear,  learn.  Young  ladies,  you 
know,  must  forsake  ertm^  a  father's  house  and 

"'Liibetb,  it's  impossible  any  toie  but  me  cui 
hare  right  knowledge  of  your  turn ;  and  there^ 
but  two  ways  of  it,  if  your  father  says  you  must 
narry — I  mult  make  Wolfe  take  ye,  or  make  up 
my  ain  mind  to  take  a  leddy.  We'll  no  say  whom;" 
and  he  smiled  graciously,  and  nodded  slily,  his 
mind  now  wound  to  the  highest  pitch  of  generos- 
ity ;  and  then  sought  Gideon,  to  communicate  his 
bold  resolutitm  on  both  points. 

"  Can  ye  guess  my  bold  manceune  this  m<»ii> 
ing,  Mr.  Haliburton  ?  Ye  hare  heard  no  doubt 
of  a  lady  running  off  wi'  her  lover,  married  or  sio- 
glfl  ;  but  running  away  wi'  her  un  fiuher  is  a  new 
derice,  not  just  an  everyday  thought.  What 
will  Johnnie  Hurcheon  say,  think  ye  ?  Are  we 
to  be  hanged  or  pardoned  P    Ay,  if  we  once  get 
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Wolfe  )ianie  and  tnatried  among  us,  we  i 
brush  up  our  electioueering  tactics  and  streugtl 
OUT  county  connexions.  John  de  Bruce  lias, 
fear,  had  enough  of  ladies  in  his  time ;  but  iJ 
made  httle  Wolfie  many  poor  'Lizbcth,  and  p 
vided  otherwiBe  for  Lady  Susan  Rantletree— 
say  not  how,  CLizbeth  could  Bcarce  take  that 
as  I  was  scorned  with  the  Lady  Susan  before  p 
'Liibeth  chipped  the  shell,)  f/iere  would  bi 
heeler  to  a  certain  new  interest  in  our  county- 
not  a  Member  made. — But  I'm  ready  now  to  si 
Effie — that's  Mrs.  Halibiirton — Queen  Mai 
tapstrj',  as  I  promised  her.  Cross  ye  the  Co 
first,  Effic,  and  say  to  the  housekeeper  of  the  1 
lace,  Mr.  Grahame  o'  Monkshaugh  is  com 
owre.  Ye  needna  let  on  I'm  your  auld  master 
And  no  sooner  were  they  gone  than  a  chs 
appeared  at  the  door;  and,  in  another  minu 
Lord  de  Bruce,  looking  again  deadly  pale,  fai 
and  exhausted,  and  leaning  heavily  on  the  ann 
Elizabeth,  passed  Gideon,  who  was  meanwhile  H 
ging  at  a  rope  which  he  had  found  the  housemi 
wrapping  round  a  trunk  in  the  hall,  now  giving 
a  desperate  wrencli,  and  now  drawing  his  ha 
across  his  eyes.  No  wonls  nor  farewells  were  i 
changed ;  and  Elisabeth  was  seated  io  the  c 


WAYS  AND  11BAN8.  189 

ere  he  looked  up  at  her.  On  the  instuit  impulse 
she  wpnxig  out  and  threw  henelf  into  his  anns, 
Bobbing,  "  Send  me  not  hence  without  your  bless- 
ing !" 

The  blesiing  was  not  withheld.  It  was,  how- 
ever, quite  inarticulate.  The  first  and  only  words 
Elisabeth  conld  distinguish  were,  "  Burd,  well 
meet  again !  if  not  on  this  side  Jordan  then  surely 
in  the  better  land,  where  there  are  satber  sad 
tears  nor  sorrowfu'  partings." 

It  WAS  with  a  %hter  step  EUubeth  again  as- 
cended the  carriage.  The  laige,  mild,  dreamy 
eyes  of  de  Bruce  rested  on  the  massive  features  of 
the  Minister,  now  softened  with  an  expression  of 
parting  grief.  Gideon  involuntarily  made  a  low 
reverence,  which  de  Bruce  returned  with  the  lan- 
guid grace  which  accompanied  all  be  did ;  and  the 
carriage  whirled  off. 

Brightly  now  did  ElizabetVs  smilee  return  as 
de  Bruce  gathered  her  towards  him,  half  smiling 
at  change  bo  rapid.  "  Ah,  poor  Elizabeth  !  smiles 
and  tears — dear  woman's  own  April  weather.— 
How  long  it  is  since  I  have  seen  its  gleam,  dark- 
ling and  shining  thus  1^ 

These  were  the  very  first  voluntary  words  Lord 
de  Bruce  had  spoken  this  noroing ;  and  EIiaa< 
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betli,  half  afraid  that  her  nstura]  viv««ty  of  sfk 
might  seem  like  levity,  blushed  as  she  liastUjr  si 
**  I  sm  afraid  that  my  smiles  conw  an  readih) 
my  tears,  and  quite  as  inToluntarily.*" 

"  Altemately  chasing  or  pursuing,  sunshine  i 
■bowers,  and  rosy  clouds  rising  between.  ' 
then,  Elisabeth,  you  are  but  too,  too  lite—'*  1 
sentence  was  broken  off,  and  de  Bruce  addci 
**  And  that  good  old  man  I  well  remember, 
like  to  see  the  place  you  have  found  in  his  he 
ind  given  him  in  yours.  It  tells  mo,  that  gi] 
your  nature  ie,  you  have  already  deeply  felt  j 
mortality." 

"  Alas!  my  Lord,  have   I  not  b«d 
sad  lessons  ?" 

"Eliiabeth,  there  may  be  another  still- 
painiui  and  needful  of  all — Wolfe  Grahame 

"  Oh  !  not  through  him  ! — not  through  Wii 
sighed  Elizabeth.  "  Spare  me  throi^li  him  ! 
else  I  can  bear." 

Monkshaugh  returned  with  his  ci-devant 
ieqwr  from  examining  the  feats  of  ncedle-vi 
done  by  Queen  Mar)-,  in  days  when  a  lady  sle- 
knight,  rescued  a  damsel,  or  stormed  a  castle  « 
silk  and  needle,  as  regularly  as  the  kn>ghts-«n 
of  a  former  age  had  done  with  svorcl  in 
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Uuee  in  reat  A  very  learned  argument  had  been 
Yumly  muntained  on  the  relative  excellence  of 
double-cion  atitch,  cuBbion-atitch,  and  leal-«teek, 
in  whidl  last  Eflie  had  Utely  on  every  pillow-case 
uid  towel  in  the  Marue,  entered  a  regular  protest 
against  the  dreaded  operation  of  the  Juice  Maritiy 
by  inserting  her  own  initisls  as  a  spell.  There  was 
no  topic  on  which  the  Laird  was  naturally  more  elo- 
quent than  on  what  he  called  the  ^'  Old  Court  nee- 
dle-wsrk :""  the  Dresden  fnlls  that  cost  a  beauty  a 
whole  year  of  incessant  labour,  and  the  half  of  her 
cye^ht,  bow  guperior  to  the  modem  baby's  cap, 
wbi^  useful  piece  of  labour,  with  early  rising, 
may  be  accomplished  in  six  weeks  !  Both  modes 
of  el^^t  industry  were  for  the  moment  reduced 
to  the  same  level  when  Monksbaugh  learned  that 
Elisabeth  was  gone ! 

"  Lords  sake,  Laird,  be  patient  !^  cried  Eifte. 
*'  Here's  a  coach  at  the  door,  and  I  think  our 
ftiend,  Leddy  Harrit,  thai  wrought  the  Mimstet^ 
mittens,  and  Mr.  Ddancy,  i^  yesterday  sent 
Ue  ^t  dissen  of  massy  silvet  tea-spooin.  More 
discretion,  I  wot,  than  I  have  received  &ae  some 
I  b«d  better  ri^t  to  look  fi>r  a  sma'  compliment 
firom  «ui  entering  on  a  family— if  'ibe  Minister  and 
ne  be  spKred.'' 
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"  And  what  care  I  for  Leddy  Hai 
Delancy  ?  He'll  no  gel — and  he  shall  no  get 
poor  'Lizbeth  ! — What  kens  he  about  'Liibei 
turn  f  If  she  were  away  from  me  she  wad  gi 
wode  or  break  her  heart.  If  I  dlnna  niAiT) 
leddy  myser  I'll  gar  Wolfe,  my  nevoy,  many! 
Eflic,  Bay  I'm  no  in — I'm  no  in  the  way  o'  duu 
parties  now — Via  incog-  I  have  letters  to  w, 
to  "Lizbeth." 

"  I   hold  ye  to  your  word,   Laird  of  ] 
haugh,'"  cried  Gideon,  gaily,  stretching  i 
hand  to  strike  a  bargain.     "  Make  Wolfe  q 
Burd  "Lizbeth— but  what  will   Lady  Tanrtll 
say  ?" 

"  And  what  care  I P  Let  her  whistle  in 
learned  counsel,  Andrew  Dalrymple.  She  thi 
she's  Laird  o'  Monkshaugh,  but  I'll  shew  her  I 
Laird  o'  Monkshangfa,  and  master  of  my  c 
family,  to  bind  and  to  loose.  I  would  na  adi 
her  to  cross  me.  The  auldcst  laddie  may  l>e  < 
led  John  de  Bruce — I  wave  my  right  tnoic 

his  Lordship's  sake  than  for  her   pleasiire I 

the  second  shall  be  Robert  Grahamc  of  Mon 
haugh.  I'll  bring  him  up  myself,  and  well 
whilk  is  the  manlier  and  mettler  bairn.'" 

"  And  I'm  sure,"  said  Etiie ;  ''  though  Gid 
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Halibarton  is  a  name  that  aye  sounded  sweeter  in 
my  ears  than  spikener,  and  nftyrrh,  and  the  rich 
spices,  ever  since  the  Hallowc^en  night  I  first 
dreamed  o^  him ;  yet,  Monkshaugh,  as  our  auld 
master,  ye  are  weel  entitled  to  the  name  of  our— ^ 

^^  Whisht  now,  Effie  !^  interposed  Gideon,  a  good 
deal  out  of  countenance.  "  There  is  yon  blithe^ 
brave  leddy,  lighting  down.— Forbid  she^s  rued 
bargain  already ;  or  I'^m  a  broken  man  !^— -was  his 
secret  thought. 

^*  I  must  introduce  you,  Laird,^  said  EfHe^ 
graciously.  ^'  I  daur  to  say,  Leddy  Harrit  will 
countenance  ye ;  for  we  have  been  acquaint  wY 
her  ever  since  the  Minister  and  me  was  courting— 
the  very  day  we  were  in  John  Baillie^s  Court.  I 
wore  my  flowered-lawn,  lang-lappet  mutch  with 
the  Hamilton  edging,  I  mind ;  when  coming  down 
the  lang  loaning  ye  spelt  opportunity,  and  slily 
put  forth  your  parable  to  me,  Gideon,  my  joe — 
ye  mind  ?^  said  Eflie,  grinning. 

Gideon^s  honest  memory  bore  no  trace  of  any 
such  date ;  but  he  had  too  much  delicacy  for  the 
sex  bluntly  to  say  so.  His  reply  was  merely  the 
humph  doubtful,  which  Monkshaugh  interpreted 
aright 

Exceedingly  indicant  at  the  patronizing  airs  of 

VOL.  Ill  N 
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Efiie,  the  Laird  even  pettishly  refused  to  9 
visiters,  which  M«. 'Haliburton,  his  old  hi 
keeper,  could,  under  any  pretext,  appropriate 
mUlioBth  part ;  and  they  vent  away  di&appoii 
The  peace  was  scarce  made  up,  when  on  the 
night,  EtKe,  finding  a  Strathoran  cart  ccw 
for  herself  and  her  bundles,  now  tenfolt 
creased  by  gifts  and  purchsises,  set  off  oi 
retim  to  the  Sourholes,  with  the  printed  aul 
ties  and  cvidents  at  her  feet.  Gideon  armed 
his  trusty  aid-de-camp,  the  knotted  holly : 
Btoiitly  followed  the  cart,  Baying  with  de«p  pi 
as  they  passed  round  below  the  CaBtlfr 
which  already  be^an  to  blacken  over-l; 
be  fashed  nae  mair  wi'  poor  Jake 
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C»ifiipct  it '»,  wkm  oamnli  al  at  iH      Sh>lMpt«r» '     hrm ! 

Dr.  Paufbt. 


Mk.  Halibceton  had  not  been  many  days  at 
hone,  wben,  cm  hu  custonury  evening  daunder 
thsoug^  the  haalet  of  Castiebuni,  he  had  the 
moTtiBcation  to  see  stuck  on  the  door-lintels  of  the 
Grahame  Arms,  a  notice  of  the  immediate  sale  oi 
the  fiirniture  of  Monkshaugb  bouse,  vitb  the 
cattle,  hones,  and,  above  all,  those  fine  old  walnut 
trees,  which  were  the  very  pride  of  their  owiwr'i 
heart.  No  int^igence  had  for  Bone  days  come 
from  Elizabeth,  aflei  whom  Gideon's  heart  yearn- 
ed with  a  bthn's  tend^ness ;  and  this  fiesh  veu- 
tkm  conpleted  his  diecomfiture.  "  No'  that  in  mine 
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own  peculiftr,''  thought  he,  "  I  would  i 
bita  o'  trinkuni-trankums,  but  the  auld  Laiid 
heart  and  ee  in  them."  A  ray  of  light  was  ds 
into  hiB  mind  as  he  went  mournfully  towards 
Sourholcs,  and,  "  Effie,"  he  cried,  rejoicinglr, ' 
have  never  forgiven  yourser  for  no"  helping 
out  with  Lady  'LJzbeth,  at  yon  pinch  ;  but, 
thinking,  1  have  fallen  on  something  will  plea 
ye  at  last,  lase."  _ 

"  Now,  Minister,  I'll  lay  my  life.  Dr.  DhJ 
"poplectic,"  cried  Effie.  "  And  if  three  moi 
or  four  at  St.  Andrew's,  would  perfite  ve, 
finish  ye  off  for  a  parish  kirk,  though  1  ibci 
borrow  it  from  twenty  piirses'         "  ■ 

"  Better  than  that,  lass, — for  ye  ken  tfaat'n 
sense.     But   set  by  tbe  wheel — ye  are  the  ti 

bee !    Better  than  that — even  how  ye  may  soli 
in  a  sma'  degree,  the  suffering  house  in  which 

eat  your  bread  in  plenty  and  peace  for  near  i 

generations  of  man's  life." 

"  If  yc  mean  my  fee  and  bountith    in  Moi 

haugh,  it  was  na  that  meikle  to  brag  o' ;  thOfl 

about  a  big  ha'-house  like  yon  a  body  finds  «■ 

kle  ihings." 

"  Weel,  that  bit  gathering  ye  used  to  consult  i 

Bnent  langsyne,  and  in  the  days  before  mta 
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how  could  we  make  better  use  o'  it,  than  buying 
back  some  of  the  bits  o'  nick-nacks,  ye  ken  them 
best,  the  Laird  prided  in ;  and,  aboon  a\  these  noble 
timiner  trees  sne  cannot  help  looking  on  and  Iot. 
ing,  when,  in  the  bud  o'  spring  and  the  brightness 
o'  nmmer,  they  put  out  their  green  leaves  and 
boughs,  drinking  the  dews,  the  sweet  air,  and  the 
sunshine,  as  if  there  were  life  and  gladness  about 
them.  To  see  an  axe  at  their  roots  would  be  even 
to  myself  like  a  limb  lopt  off ;  if  we  could  save 
diem  &om  the  spoiler,  and  ^'e  them  a'  back  to 
the  kindly  auld  man  <"" 

"Gideon  Haliburton,  are  ye  i'  the  body  looking 
in  my  &ce  !     Think  ye  am  I  made  o'  siller — sil- 
ler in  my  white  hatse-bane,  as  the  ballant  says, 
and  gowd  in  my  garters  !     I  declare  he  will  bring 
hieland  rievers  and  soniers  frae  the  braes  o'  Bal- 
I         quidder,  to  murder  me  in  my  bed  for  lucre  o"  gold. 
[         Ye  call  yourser  a  minbter — a  bonnie-like  minister! 
'  He  that  provideth  not  for  his  own,  especial  for 
|i         Uiose  of  his  household,  is  worse  than  an  infidel," 
^        how  do  ye  loup  owre  that  strong  text  P     Is't  as 
^         Bailie  Meiklejohn  *capered  owre  the  strong  factsP"^ 
Never  had  Gideon  been  so  indignant  with  his 
^         worldly-wise  help-mate.     "  Woman,  keep  the  ac- 
.         cursed  thing,   that  eats  into  your  soul  like  a  can- 
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kcr,  and  spreads  like  a  leprosy.  The  parti 
Ananias  and  Sapphira  be  it  unto  t?iee !"  Ii 
claimed,  aud  started  forth, — and  £ffie's 
quailed  within  her.  Though  Effie  might  b« 
crihed  as  the  natives  of  ber  countr}'  do 
better  dwellings,  as  a  "  self-contained"  charac 
a  woman  "  within  hersel,"  she  had  an  ■] 
euperstitioue  reverence  for  the  sanctitude  o 
M iniWer.  And  besides  that  floating  and  dispo 
capital  of  duty  and  affection,  which  a  person 
inordinately  selfish  reserves  to  lay  out  as  ini 
and  connexion  may  dictate,  was  now  all  Aw,  bet 
he  was  hen.  She  now  followed  her  angry 
humbling  henelf,  and  praying  for  mercy ; 
Gideon,  ashamed  of  his  rash  violence,  accc 
her  apology  ;  but  declared  fais  instant  resoli 
of  going  off  once  more  to  Edinburgh,  to  tt 
the  interference  of  Mr.  Dalrymple  and  the  D 
ger  Tsntallan,  in  averting  the  wanton  spoilt 
of  ihc  beautiful  domain  of  their  relation. 

Meanwhile,  sadly  had  the  days  of  Monlishi 
gone  by — now  lefl  alone  without  man-scrrta 
maid-servant,  friend,  guest,  or  rassal.  To 
Delancj,  who  had  several  times  called  upon  1 
he  was  denied,  and  he  was  rapidly  sioking  m 
most  unhappy  state  nf  mind.    His  chamber  « 
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dusted,  and  he  heeded  not ;  his  w^^  wen  ilWvrled, 
and  powdered  with  ctmne  flour,  snd  be  cued  DM ; 
and  of  the  night-cap  he  had  begun  to  net  fer  Lord 
de  Bruce,  only  a  few  ronnds  were  acoompIiBbed. 
Thoi^h  really  gratefiU  for  Gideon's  fiieadly  at- 
Icn^n,  he  appeared  peevish  and  irritable,  disposed 
to  wreck  upon  the  lealous  mceaenger  die  spleen 
pvoddced  by  his  evil  tidings.  Tbe  lawyer  was 
more  gracious ;  and  though  the  Dowager  ormld 
not  whoUy  fiTibear  a  few  characteristic  obe«r«»> 
tions,  sbe,  at  the  ajroe  time,  aA«d  with  great 
friendliness,  liberality,  and  spirit. 

"  We  cannot  do  lees,  Andrew,^  said  she,  at  tbe 
fiiinily  ecBBoltation  held  n  Monluha^^'s  lodg- 
ings, "  than  boy  in  Cousin  Robfaie^s  ae4ugged 
paeBet>£^;  as  well  as  that  precious  piece  o' ftaiUy 
planishing,  the  ebony  boot-jatk  wi'  the  nWer  hi^. 
Tho  wi§-block  is  like  the  necesaary  implemaat  of 
a  maa^s  trade — law  cannot  attach  it,  think  ye 
Robbie  ?" 

"  This  is  no  tbe  hour  for  a  leddy  and  a  khis- 
wostaa  to  clap  heneT  i'  the  ch«ir  o*  the  scofner,^ 
•tad  Gideon,  warmly. 

"  Let  her  bide,  Mr.  HaUburton,''  sKid  MotAa- 
hMigfa,  in  a  tone  that  would  have  disarmed  Xan- 
tipf*.     "  I  ken  Tm  a  poor,   hripleas,  doingieas 
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cumbeicr  o'  the  grouiul,   whoio  would  i 
Maker  s  will  to  remove  out  of  the  room  i 
of  better  folk." 

"Whisht man, Robbie! — ye  shall  not  stoopj 
*  leaty  crest'  yet,  if  a  golden  shower  can  Vet 
beeh  and  budding. — No  gentlemaa,  nor  tl 
calling  himself  a  gentleman,'"  she  continued, 
her  head  b^an  its  spasmodic  shake,  "  will  i 
give  a  bode  for,  were  it  but  s  broora-cow,  t 
saugh  wand,  on  a'  the  brace  of  Alouksfaaugh,  il 
Minister,  say,  Grizel  de  Bruce !  I.ady  Tamtal 
wishes  to  preserve  ihcm  for  her  kinfimao  1 
Grahame  of  Monkshaugh,  and  his  heir, 
Wolfe  Grah&nie.  If  any  uncourteous  carle  or 
start  mushroom  open  his  lips,  shew  them,  ma 
ye  can  be  dour  enough  when  ye  like — that  j 
Grizel's  purse  can  make  as  heavy  a  clink  o^ 
rascal  pows,  as  e'er  did  her  forebears'  baton.  l| 
ne'er  yet  throve  that  crossed  her  sair — ^far  less  i 
wranged  her." 

"  The  very  dawning  spirit  of  a  mmlevo 
power,"  thought  Gideon,  "  deceived  and  dee 
ing-"  But  tears  of  gratitude  filled  Monkshaoi 
little  winking  eyes,  and  the  lady  rose  eta 
Gideon's  opinion,  when  she  endowed  him  wit 
purse  of  two  hundred  guineas,  all  in  gold,  and  B 
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Monkshaugh  fumuh  faim  with  s  list  of  articles  to 
be  saved  i  among  which,  the  Flanders'  ffiirrof 
and  the  filigree  tea-cadie  of  his  erer-hoaouTed 
mother,  were  not  forgotten.  Far  more  delighted 
was  her  agent  to  receive  an  unlimited  order  to  pre- 
serve, at  any  price,  those  noble  trees,  which  the 
country-aide  would  almost  have  risen  to  defend.  - 
Travelling  under  such  w^ghty  charge,  Gideon, 
for  the  6rst  time  in  his  life,  felt  the  encumbrance 
of  wealth;  and  before  he  reached  Cramond  braes, 
twenty  times  had  his  hand  been  thrust  into  his 
pocket,  to  ascertain  that  no  nimble  sylph  had  ab- 
stracted his  treasures  through  the  button-hole. 

There  had  not  been  a  day  during  the  last  three 
hundred  and  sixty-five,  in  which  Gideon  would  not 
rather  have  met  Bess  Shittery,  than  tfae  present — 
yet,  in  the  little  public  house  near  Rookstown,  at 
which  he  stopped  to  refresh  himself  with  a  draught 
of  twopenny  ale,  she  now  sat  smoking  her  pipe, 
and,  as  Gideon  dreaded,  reading  a  purse  of  gold 
written  in  his  conscious  face,  as  plainly  as  if  she 
told  its  predous  contents. 

"  The  very  man  I  wanted!  Many  is  the 
half-pint  you  gave  me,  and  never  more  at  need," 
was  her  bold  salute. 

"  It  would  be  news  to  me  to  hear  that  I  had 
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ever  kiwed  the  same  cap  vr  you,  honcM 
man."  And  to  her  proposal  of  giving  him 
company  on  their  farther  rosd,  he  returnc 
point-blank,  bold  refiisal. 

"  But  what  if  I  go  with  you  whetbet 
choose  or  no'?"  said  she,  evidently  amuset 
hia  embarrassment .— — "  What  does  the  1 
fear — that  I'll  ate  him  ?  Are  you  so  delka 
morsel  for  a  lady's  stomach  in  a  momii^,  tl 
ye  ? — Or,  if  I  coveted  the  money  ye  carry,  e 
I  not  have  whittled  it  out  of  your  pocket  f 
ly  miles  off  in  the  woods  of  Banihougle  ?" 

"  Does  she  deal  with  the  de'il  ?"  thoi^ht 
deon^  but  I'll  do  battle  for  the  gold.  II 
aist— yea,  unto  the  death  This  is  not  wo 
geav,  but  a  sacred  trust  for  the  unfortunate.^ 

Mr.  Ilaliburton  rose,  threw  down  his  tvc 
ing  of  two-pence  sterling,  and  prepared  to 
part ;  and  Rouge-mantle  also  rose—'*  FoUiaw 
I  will,''  she  whispered  as  she  passed;  "for  I  I 
that  to  say,  will  make  yoiw  ears  tingte-"* 

She  made  her  way  through  an  ad|<niui^  i 
deep,  fir  plautation,  by  a  jporc  direct  pstli  < 
the  highway,  and  when  he  reached  the  emt  tA 
first  field,  again  stood  before  him. 

"  I  wait  to  take  yonr  commands  ft»T  the  K 
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dom,""  said  she,  '^  in  which,  plabe  God !  eight  dnys 
will  see  me.  Ye  take  the  Tolbooth  of  Rookstown 
on  your  way  to  Strathoran.  Maybe  you  will  find 
the  bird  on  the  wii^  ;'^  and  she  rapidly  poured 
on  the  startled  ear  of  the  Minister,  her  marrdlous 
rehition  of  the  birth  and  fortunes  of  Frisel,  gra- 
dually drawing  nearer  and  nearer  to  her  auditor, 
as  she  earnestly  requested  that  he  would  gently 
prepare  the  little  man  for  the  story  she  proposed 
to  tell  him,  in  the  course  of  the  same  day. 

The  Minister  stood  dumb,  lost  in  amaaement 
But  when  she  chucked  the  identical  purse  of 
Liady  Tamtallan  into  his  face,  and  with  a  loud 
hmglk  ranished  into  the  wood,  he  lifted  up  his 
hands,  and  exclaimed — '^  The  extraordinary  runa- 
gate—does she,  indeed,  deal  with  tbe  Enemy  ? — 
To  pack  my  pouch  before  my  very  een---and  me 
so  Aarp  too  !^ 

Tbe  wretched  appearance  of  Frisel  confirmed 
the  saying,  that  ^  a  prison  is  a  house  of  care.^ 
He  looked  yellow,  shrirelled,  and  8lmmkc»-*«liis 
dmrp  nose,  high  cheek  bones,  peaked  chin,  and 
sunken  snail  eyes,  making  his  peeulia?  physiogn^ 
my  nore  dvish  and  unworldlike  than  evei . 

A  few  friendly  mquiries  passed,  they  sat  down 
together,  and  then  Frisel  looked  for  some  minuCts 
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in  the  face  of  the  MioiBter  with  unusual  gra^ 
ere  he,  with  great  solemnity,  said,  "  Minisier, 
haveloaghada  question  to  propound  to  you  thi 
has  pressed  heavily  un  my  ain  spirit."  ■ 

"  That's  more  tlian  I  could  have  guessed,  !)■ 
cie  ;  for  a  more  prankie,  frisky,  dancing- bloode 
little  body.  ye"U  no  soon  forgather  with.  But  spea 
your  ai),  man.     Is  it  of  a  spiritual  nature  ?" 

"  In  very  truth  it  is  ail  enough,  and  spiritual 
exclaimed  Frisei,  with  a  look  of  bitter  wo.  "  Bi 
tell  me  then,  and  truly,  as  a  bred  divine,  a  plact 
Minister,  and  a  Christian  man,  speaking  betwei 
God  and  his  conscience,  what  is  your  sober,  pi 
vate  opinion  anent  fairies,  changelings,  and  bain 
stolen  away  to  Elfland  ?'' 

"  Certcs  then,  Francie,  that's  a  kittle  point 
moot,  whether  as  divine  or  scholar.  The  histoi 
of  all  countries,  and  even  our  ain  oral  tradition 
talcs,  and  ballants,  distinctly  point  at,  and  even  r 
cognise  tricksy  sprites,  half  mirthful,  half  mi 
chievous — a  spice  of  your  ain  turn — holding 
place  between  human  mortals  and  fallen  intell^ 
ces  once  of  a  higher  order ;  be  it  Pan  and  h 
nymphs,  Triton  wi'  his  horn,  the  Brownie  < 
the  Kelpie,  the  Peri  of  the  east,  the  Moigana 
Fay  of  the  old  romaimts,  or  the   blithe  tripni 
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moonlight  fairy  of  our  sin  hi)]-ride  puochines — 
not  to  mention  the  sullen  and  malicious  •prites 
that  haunt  the  vild  glens  and  misty  moors  of  the 
&r  north — a  kind  of  middle  beings  that  neither 
stood  nor  fell : — but  it's  all  a  mystery,  and  we  have 
a  more  sure  word  of  prophecy." 

**  If  I  were  of  fairy  kin  at  all,  I  would  rarely 
belong  to  the  green-kilted  trippers  of  bonnie  Oiao- 
nde,  as  I  wu  found  wiihm  a  bow-shot  of  Oran 
water,"  said  Frisel,  with  more  spirit. 

"  Though  I  never  could  precisely  say  I  had 
known  a  witch,"  continued  Gideon,  "  both  Holy 
Writ  and  human  experience  countenance  the  be- 
lief of  mortals  sore  left  to  tfaemBelves,  poasessed  by 
a  malignant,  demoniacal  spirit,  who,  for  the  gratift- 
cation  of  malevolent  passions,  are  willing  to  sell 
tfaemsdves  to  the  Enemy  of  men^s  souls,  and  to 
take  arles  of  him,  to  do  their  joint  work,  ay,  with 
greediness  I  Whether  power  be  given  him  to 
drive  such  soul-killing  bargain,  and  whether  by 
witcb-sabbaths  and  sacraments  they  ratify  the  hel- 
lish compact  at  midnight  convocations,  and  receive 
private  marka  and  seals  6:0m  their  master's  hands, 
M  brands  o'  vassalage,  is,  I  own,  doubtful  to 
■oe."" 
'    "  I  fash  na  my  thumb  about  witches  and  war- 
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lockN,"  said  Frisel  briskly,  interniptiiig  the  Spe 
ex.  "  But  ye  know  as  wee)  as  myself  that  it  I 
been  jaloimed  I  am  not  alutgether  canni/"'~-i 
he  forced  a  laugh.  "  Now  if  that  were  true,  i 
lawful  o'  mc  to  mix  and  mcll  in  the  way  of  ma 
mony  with  a  baptized  woman  like  Baby  St»n{ 
'*  Baby  Strang,  my  wee  man  !  why  Ba 
though  a  comely,  ruddy  maiden,  is  what  we 
a  Etrappin'  lase  in  point  of  stature,  and——" 
'<  O,  fiend  puU  down  her  stature  i  Were 
as  lang  as  the  gallows  of  Cries',  and  a  Jedi 
staff  aboon  it,  I  would  shew  her  or  any  quea 
wedded,  who  is  the  carle  cat  at  my  fire-aide,  sii 
though  it  might  be,"  cried  Frtsel  with  all 
wonted  briskncis.  Nor  wan  it  easy  to  say  whe 
he  took  most  pride  in  the  gigantic  height  of 
chosen,  or  in  hi^  conscious  capacit)-  of  empire 
overmastering. 

By  Nuurr'i  fint  great  tiUf  ■  mind, 

this  mass  (^  flesh,  buoe  and  muscle.  '*  I  wad 
her  trot  at  my  beck,  and  come  at  the  wag  of 
little  linger.  Fiend  a  fears  o'  that — it's  no'  ti 
but  to  )>eril  the  salvation  of  a  baptised  woman* 
draw  deeper  damnation  on  my  unhappy  se 
there's  the  rub.  Though  I'm  sure  since  I 
Fairy-land,  and  came  to  this  dowf, 
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ye  call  the  earth,  I  never  yet  saw  or  communed 
with  worse  than  myseP— l>e  out  John  Hurcheon.'*^ 

**  Ye  are  ravuig  this  morning,  Francie,^  said 
Gideon,  half  smiling.  ^^  This  dowie  dwelling  has 
turned  your  brain,  my  wee  man.  What  world 
should  ye  have  come  frae  P  This  notion,  bdieve 
me,  is  something  of  the  nature  of  fa]rpocbondria, 
or  yapouTs.  To  call  ye  imp  or  fairy,  what  is  it 
but  the  eountry-side  dash  in  respect  of  your  di- 
minutiTe  sise— I  wish  it  were  a^  good  that^s  o^  ye 
though ;  your  doubtful  origin,  and  tricky  pranks 
hdp  too ;  and  1^11  no  just  say  but  there  is  a  some- 
thing about  your  een  by  whiles^-^^'aad  as  Grideon 
gaaed  his  brow  clouded,  and  the  distress  of  Frisel, 
absurd  as  was  its  cause,  darkened  to  agony. 

**  I  would  not-^I  dare  not,  longer  conceal  nor  de- 
ny it,^  he  exclaimed.  ^^  I  mind  weel  of  dwelling 
in  Fairy -land,  and  of  dancing  in  a  ring  with  tapers, 
round  a  big  fat  man  with  a  head  like  a  buck'*s, 
a  tine  o**  ten  branches,  beneath  the  broad  auld 
trees  of  an  ancient  forest  glade ;  as  stately  aik  trees 
as  are  at  this  day  in  a'  the  parks  of  Dupfdin:— and 
mony  other  scenes  of  Elfland  come  owre  me  like 
dreams  and  shadows  since  I  have  been  laid  up 
here.  But  that  for  certain  must  have  been  Ma- 
hound  himself !     What  think  ye,  Mmister.'  for 
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I  have  more  faitli  in   you  than  in  ti 
Oh,  I'm  an  unhappy  creatttre  .'" 

"  It's  all  a  delusion,  my  wee  man.  Read  j 
Bible,  Francic,  and  pray  to  be  freed  o"  such  ( 
dreams.  A  temptation  they  are,  no  doubt- 
stay — maybe  your  diet  is  a  thought  scrimp.  H 
ye  ailler,  Francie  ? — Be  doing,  be  doing,  kpej 
wee  man.  I  saved  that  halilcrown  out  of  Ei 
kennin. — Ye  can  pay  me  when  ye  grow  ridu,  J 
ter  days  may  be  waiting  ye,  Francie,  and  yeJ| 
were  an  ungratcfu'  or  an  unkind  creature.  Md 
choly  solitude  to  a  merry  little  wight  like  yours 
and  a  thin  watery  diet,  arc  as  like  to  give  bl 
vaponrii  as  a  certain  phantom' raising  liquor  knt 
among  the  lordly,  called  champagne- 
ucing  and  dangerous  philtre, — I  rede 
o't ;  though  its  ideal  creations  are  genei 
mirthful  and  maddening  cast." 

"  It's  no  dream,"  said  Frisel,  impatiently — 
other  imaginaiy  invalids,  feeling  little  respect 
the  arguments  which  only  went  to  convince  1 
that  his  illness  was  illusory.  "Conscience!  the 
little  need  to  warn  a  man  against  champ^ne  ti 
caimot  get  sma'  drink ;  but  the  heart  knoweth 
own  sorrow — and  mine  is  bitter  enough  Til  i 
no  more  about  it,  though  if  that  would  corm 
3 


e   yeha 
merdlH 

!aendy— ^ 


CASES  OF  CONSCI£KCE.  209 

ye  I  can  sing,  to  this  blest  hour,  the  very  fairy 
rhymes  and  chorusses  we  chanted  in  our  moon- 
light rings.  Now  where  could  I  have  letoned 
them  ?  for,  unless  it  be  that  eight  lines  on  Baby 
that  I  eked  to  the  tail  o'  *  The  Lea^rigs' ^ 

*^  In  the  name  of  the  Almighty  let  us  hear 
them  !*"  interrupted  Gideon,  panting  after  fairy 
lore  and  fairy  music ;  and  half  conscious  of  the 
mixture  of  a  perhaps  sinful  curiosity  which  mingled 
with  higher  motives.  '^  I  trust  I  ask  not  amiss, 
but  the  rather  to  put  to  nought  and  confound  the 
wiles  of  him  who  is  all  a  lie,  and  the  father  of  lies, 
and  who  was  a  liar  firom  the  beginning — ^yea,  to  buf- 
fet and  gainsay  him  in  defence  of  precious  souls."^ 
And  having  thus  as  it  were  thrown  down  his  gage 
of  battel  to  the  Enemy,  Gideon  urged  the  little 
man  to  proceed. 

^^  In  Elfland  we  wore  green  silken  tunics  with 
golden  girdles,  tinsel  broidered  hems,  and  san- 
dal shoon,  and  a  kind  of  snoods  of  young  birk 
bushes.  There^s  nae  fair  daylight  there,  but  a 
kind  of  dim,  shadowy,  flichtering  starlight ;  or  the 
cauld  green  glow-worm,  and  the  gleam  of  our 
dancing  tapers.  The  music  is  not  unlike  your 
earthly  melodies — ^but  I  mind  o'  nae  basses.^ 

*'  Our  earth,  Frande  !     It^s  even  owre  true — 
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grief,  confinement,  and  watery  diet,  to  a  btdel 
Uug  pettled  in  Monkshaugh  house  by  the  L 
on  dainty  delicates,  bas  unsettled  the  brain  o' 
■  "  One  of  our  songs  went  ihuB,"  said  M 
singing  wofiiUy,  % 

'  WliBn  Uw  bto  lucb,  Hwre  iBck  I.  ^ 

In  Ibe  cumlip  bcU  I  lie  :  ^ 

^If  rrilf,  DKtrilx  atuB  ve  live  uow  ■ 

I'nd'T  ttae  bloMoBi  tbai  hang*  on  thr  boa^^ 

But  when  we  footed  it  featly  round  auld  MbIw 


Koch  hira,  anil  bnm  bioi,  uhI  turn  him  abou^ 
Till  candlH,  lad  ituUght,  «ni  mooialiiiw  k« 


ll 


— Imindweeloneofmy  fairy  names  « 

It  was  not  often  that  Mr.  Haliburton  Uw 
aloud ;  but  when  he  was  so  betrayed,  awful 
the  esploBioii.  He  now  roared  outright,  his 
overflowing  with  tears  ;  while  Frisel  stood  ef 
him  angnly  and  suspiciously,  fancying,  thatb 
the  Minister  conld  thus  mock  at  calamity  »  d 
ful  and  unusual,  he  must  himself  be  either  ta 
atrociously  malignant. 

"  I  see  it  now  !— I  see  it  now  !"  he  cried, 
posing  himself  at  last.  "  May  my  unseemly 
be  forgiven  !  Ye  have  been  in  childho(ri|| 
can  wcei  believe,  among  the  puppie-si 
who  often  haunted  this  country  with  | 
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becks,    toraedines  pLnring 
peare^s  and  other  {rfar-books.     Ti 
auld  images  back  to  me  See 
seen  throogh  tbe  dark  portal  oflbttj  wt 
a  time  when  may  be  I  was  in  FabjJaad 
Frande  C*  and  there  fdlowed  a  geatle  wf^ 
Frisel,  in  an  ecstacr  of  deli^ity  sprmig  vp, 
himsdf  on  his  knees  before  the  Miaisicr,  and , 
tears  in  his  eyes,  exclaimed, 

**  O,  the  delirerance  if  ye  indeed  bcfirve  that  ^ 

Anodier  might  have  ^;ain  laa|^hed  at  dv  imik- 
crons  i^^t  of  poor  ^*  Peascod^  bm  Gidew*0 
mirth  was  ended 

**  ni  riiew  je  the  printed  erideols :  take 
fort,  my  wee  man.  Ye  were  aye  a 
tme,  Fraftcie ;  bat  see  ye  be  a  gode 
Theresa  mony  a  baptised  infidel  I  trow ;- 
Fm  a  Hying  sinner,  tbere*s  that  iiinsgale 
and  her  errand  not  sped  ;^  and  Gideon, 
tarily  dapped  his  hand  upon  Lady  Taastalbm^s 
parse,  to  ascertain  that  Besses  glamoui  had  not 
eonjiued  it  off  a  second  tnne. 

^  Good  morning,  gudewife  f*  cried  FriadI,  afl 
his  natural  vivacity  returned.  ^  I  think  ye  onee 
ratited  amoqg  a  player  gang.  Mind  ye  of  ever  a 
wee  chap  thelength  o'yoor  leg,  ane  Pfawod, 
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them  ?  But  I  trust,  I  owe  this  visit  of  y 
more  to  friendship  for  me  than  a  strait  of  ; 
own.     Have  you  had  more  Irish  mails  ?" 

"  Perchance  ye  owe  it  to  both,  Mr.  iVlexa. 
Huicheon.  If  I  come  with  the  wiU,  I  havt 
power  to  serve  ye.     Speak  your  need." 

"  If  ye  mean  me,  what  I  miss  most  just  no 
a  father  and  a  breakfast.  As  I  have  gone  n 
a  year  without  tlie  first  blessing,  I  have  the 
missing  o't ;  but  I  was  langer  used  to  the  se 
mercy  than  John  Hurcheon  maybe  thinks. 
seems  to  think  there's  uc"cr  hunger  in  the  wi 
but  when  his  stomach  rumbles.'" 

"  And  what  if  I  bring  you  both  ?'"  s^d  Ro 
mantle,  fixing  her  coal-black  ej'es  on  the  spea 

"  Though  ye're  in  your  spacing  vein,  I  d 
I  would  give  you  scrimp  credit,"  replied 
Whiitret,  laughing.  "  Thank  ye,  howevei 
the  sore  bones  ye  gave  me  i'  the  dean  wood, 
night ;  for  Tm  as  sure  of  that  as  if  I  had  it." 

She  laughed  as  if  diverted  by  the  recoUe< 
"  The  bonny  bairu  did  not  kiss  the  birch  :— 
I  pass  from  all  that ;  your  fidelity  since  hm 
tained  your  remiss  ion." 

"  Remission  '.  and  from  you,  ye  stalwart  rai 
Make  yourself  scarce ;  or.  by  Jericho,  fi>r  «) 
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hsveblawn  in  my  lug  about  biave  Capbun  Wolfe, 
I  have  a  month's  mind  to  recommend  ye  to  the 
graces  of  the  gudeman  of  the  tolbooth  for  a  sefr- 
eon!" 

"  Mr.  Haliburton,  look  at  the  shrimp  there 
where  he  stands,  mouthing  me ;  yet  for  him  I 
have  the  feelings  which  a  woman  only  can  know 
for  the  creature  that  for  three  years,  in  love  and 
in  helplessness,  crept  into  her  bosom.  Look  at 
liim  well— poor  Anne  Pingle's  boy — the  undoubt- 
ed heir  of  Harletillum  ground." 

"  It's  a  d -d  lie !"  he  cried  starting  to  hU  feet, 

all  his  bristles  up.  "  Fm  a  foundling  no  doubt,  but 
there  is  not  a  drop  of  Hurcheon's  false  blood  in 
my  veins ;  or,  if  there  were,  my  whittle  should  let 
it  out.     Better  fairy  kin  than  that  black  breed !" 

"  Sit  down,  my  wee  man.  Sit  down  there,"  said 
Mr.  Haliburton,  pushing  him  down  on  a  seat. 

"  Better  be  of  fairy  kin  than  of  the  black  breed 
o''  Hurcheon  ;  but,  foundling  as  I  am,  Fll  ne'er 
believe  that  of  myself;  and  neither  will  my  kind 
auld  master." 

"  Yet,  true  it  is,  ye  are  John  Hurcheon's  India 
brother's  only  son — the  heir  of  Harletillum." 

"  Heir  o'  Harletillum,  and  a  Christened  man  < 
By  Jove,  111  make  Baby  Strang  a  leddy  !"  cried 
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Fruel,  making  his  jest  bear  off' hiit  eameat. 
can  I  do  for  you,  Miiiieter? — 1&  tliereouy  Bish 
post  on  my  property,  woman,  Biac«  ye're 
factor  ?  But  see  ye  put  nane  o'  your  jeers  on 
I'm  as  scrimp  o'  patience  as  o^  eUture ;  and 
sell  myEel'  to  the  black  de'il,  I'll  ha'e  amends  o'  i 

Mr.  Haliburton,  who  perceived  that  wlie 
Frieel  was  mad  or  not  before,  be  was  staning  f 
his  anchors  now,  sternly  rebuked  his  fiiUy 
commanded  his  silence,  while  Rouge-mantle  n 
circumstantially  related  the  tale  with  which 
reader  is  aljeady  acquainted,  and  placed  in 
bands  of  Gideon  those  papers  which  she  had 
tiously  with^held  trom  her  old  acquaintance  of 
Whim.  Then  promising  to  be  forthcoming  in 
time,  she  went  on  her  way. 

"  Ye  see  here  how  ye  may  stead  your 
master  and  benefactor,  Fiancie  \  and  tnayb 
much  good  in  your  generation.'^ 

"  Stead  my  auld  master,  and  make  Baliy  Sc 
a  Icddy  !  hurrah  ! — Our  auntie  Effic  will  gTt 
consent  now  ;— and  Miss  Jacky  is  our  nat^ntif 
Lord  forgi'e  a'  sinfu'  pranks  !  though  I  nervr 
ill  to  her.  But  I'm  in  a  creel.  Minister.  V 
do  ye  advised  Nae  doubt  Mias  Jenny  Janp] 
o'  the  Aiks  wad  jump  at  tu  now  like  a  c 
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groaert     She  wants  but  a  half  inch  o'  Baby's 
heigbf" 

^'  And  would  ye  be  a  faithless,  man-sworn  crea- 
ture, and  break  a  maiden's  heart,"'  said  Gideon 
earnestly,  and  shaking  his  tremendous  fist  over 
the  little  man. 

**  Fiend  scoop  if  I  would !  though  what  sort  o' 
a  leddy  Miss  Baby  will  make— fresh  frae  the  cow- 
tail?  But  EfBe  can  gi'e  her  a  quarter  o'  Rooks- 
town  boarding-sdiool  wi'  the  Miss  Jaups,  for  ac- 
eomplishments,  if  she  thinks  to  catch  a  match  like 
me.  She  may  sew  a  Tankard  and  Sigismonday 
like  yon  T  the  Aiks'  parlour.'" 

^*  The  Laird  will  counsel  best  about  what  is 
needfu'  in  warldly  decency  with  Baby's  amended 
prospects,"  replied  Gideon,  with  infinite  gravity. 

**  He'll  be  for  a  book-claith  sampler,  and  a  Dres- 
den card;  a'  diamond  lozens  o'  lace-steeks  and 
open-steeks ;  the  auld  nunnery  and  Catholic  Court 
needle-work  ^  sae  rare'  he  havers  about  ;-<'-now 
that's  clean  out  o'  date-^hat  pinglin :  change  o' 
manners  now,  Minister— -a  lang  steek  aud  a  rough 
thread,  slight  and  tight,  i^  the  law  o'  the  land. 
This  is  no  a  pinglin,  pains-taking  generation." 

<<  Weel,"  said  Gideon,  as  impatient  of  Frisel's 
analogies  as  of  his  facts,  ^'  Baby  can  read  her  Bible." 


21<> 


ADETH    OK    BKU' 


loifl 


"  Aj,  aud  mind  the  etops  ;  and  spcU  o 
out  the  kittle  namce ;  spin  mucklc  wheel  and  D 
wheel ;  milk  a  cow,  and  make  forty  §hearer*'  i 
a"  wi"  her  ain  hands ;  five  feet  nine  un  lier  bic 
ing  soles  ;  with  the  kindest  heart,  and  the  sai 
hand  aliout  n  cut  or  a  bruise, — never  had 
oervcE  in  her  life ;  and  such  a  Head  o'  hair.- 
wish  ye  but  saw  her  tramping  blankets  in  a  ni 
ing  on  Oran-side  !     There's  accomplishments  1 

"  Wecl,  wcel,  be  an  honest  man,  Frande, 
a  blessing  be  wi'  you  baith  !  But  to  the  jo|) 
hand,  lad."  U 

•'  m  try  Mr.  Andrew  Daliymple,"  saidfl 
gravely.  "  The  Laird  is  a  wee  thing  rust^ 
bis  law  I'm  judging.  But  he,  and  none  ot! 
shall  take  cha^e  of  Baby's  accomplishments, 
our  style." 

"  Ye  are  a  lang-drau^hted  loonie,  Francii 
But  keep  a'  this  in  your  ain  heart  till  we  i 
again  1  and  if  the  goodman  o*  the  tolbfmth  d 
the  night,  then  mind  the  door  o"  the  Smjrhu 
wide  open  before  ye.  But  get  ye  aoine  bieafc 
boddie,  to  put  heart  in  ye." 

"  And  no  out  o'  the  need.     Faith  I'm  DflOi 
ing  my  heritage  for  a  mess  o"  pottage — ae  f 
cauld  beef  were  worth  amaist  a'  i 
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on  my  lands.  When  I  was  a  poor  boddic  half  an 
hour  ago,  I  was  ashamed  and  concealed  my  hun- 
ger and  thirst ;  but  great  folk  may  gim : — their 
sickness  and  sorrow  aye  sets  them. — O,  but  rich  folk 
like  us,  think  poor  boddies  should  grow  fat  on 
wondrous  little  thing  r 

^*  Then  I  counsel  ye  forget  no  that ;  and  now 
eat  and  sleep,^  said  Gideon,  **  and  be  a  strong 
man,  for  we  have  a  man^s  darg  before  us  C  sxid 
he  departed. 

But  Frisel,  as  from  old  acquaintance  we  shall 
continue  to  call  Mr.  Alexander  Hutchen,  was  at  no 
time  of  a  slumberous  temperament ;  and,  in  his 
present  state  of  excitement,  to  sleep  was  impossi- 
Ue.     He  stood  at  the  grated  window  of  his  cell, 
which  commanded  a  view  of  the  very  centre  of  the 
borough,  longing  for  the  hour  which,  in  conse- 
quence of  Hutchen'*8  private  order,  was  to  set  him 
free,  rubbing  his  eyes,  and  muttering  to  himself, 
"Am  I  sleeping  or  waking  ?     Conscience !  I^m  like 
Bishop  Skinner's  wee  bit  wifikie,  wha,  coming  fou 
frae  the  fair,  aye  sang,  *  This  is  nd"  me.'* — Am  I 
the  Laird  o**  Monkshaugh's  knave,— or  John  Hur- 
cheon's  nevoy,  heir  to  the  wadset  o'  Harletillum  ? 
Yon  is  like  the  steeple  o'  Rookstown  kirk — and 
I'll  be  sworn  that's  the  weather-cock,  for  I  once 
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rode  on  it.  That's  no  uolike  Matthew  ^ 
leaning  owie  )iis  batch,  in  his  red  ni^t-cap,  vf 
apron  tied  wi'  bnxter  knitting.  And  I'll  nr 
yon  is  sa  like  our  nauntie  Jacky,  stepping  w 
the  plainstancB  to  our  uncle  John''s  Bank,  a*  liv; 
wight  can  weel  be  !^-our  family  have  a  look 
them  ! — Hilloah,  there — Miss  Jacky  !  what  mi 
ye  o"  your  sister  Annie  and  her  bairn  ?  Yi 
tricks  and  John  Hurcheon's  aie  s'  found  out  m 
my  leddy !" 

Poor  Jacohina  w»s  now  on  her  way  to 
Monkshaugli  roup;  she  had  gained  the  bn 
pavement  around  the  area  in  the  centre  of 
town  occupied  by  the  splendid  new  Bankiog  a 
blishment.  When  the  wuida  of  Frisel  lead 
her,  she  knew  not  fVom  whence,  she  clung  to 
railing,  exclaiming  with  the  sbrill  scream  wh 
pierced  the  heart  of  her  thoughtless  tonnen' 
the  dreadful  scream  of  a  maniac— and  no  eouni 
nature  is  half  bo  thrilbng  or  horrible — "  Am  I 
sister's  keeper  ? — Is  it  from  heaven  above,  or  1 
beneath,  ye  ask  her  of  me  ?  If  her  young  bi 
cries  from  the  ground  it's  no  against  me.  I 
thee  behind  me  Satan !  Godly  (rideon  will 
battle  for  ray  soul !  I'll  r^tore  the  gold — Jc 
Hurcheon's  gold— yea  restitution  sevei 
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law  of  Moses,  at  midnight,  this  same  night  by  the 
Fords  of  Oran.  May  be  then  my  brow  will  cool,  the 
ainging  will  leave  my  ears,  and  the  mirlygoes  no 
dance  before  my  een,  and  Fll  get  a  sound  sleep 
yet,  like  poor  Annie  and  her  wee  son  !^ 

The  wretched  creature,  who  was  now  worn  to  the 
bone,  haggard,  and  miserable,  sunk  on  the  pave- 
ment,  as  she  still  clung  for  support  to  the  railing 
of  the  stately  Grecian  building. 

It  was  the  market  day,  and  a  crowd  of  country 
people  gathered  round.  *^  What^s  the  dust  ?^  was 
the  cry  on  the  outskirts  of  the  crowd. 

^^  A  dust  without  a  stour,^  cried  a  town-lnred 
wag,  who  thought  to  quix  the  rustic  inquirers. 
**  A  run  on  the  new  Bank,  sirs, — ^look  to  your 
notes. — Is't  the  Leddy  Britannia  sitting  canny  on 
her  hunkers,  or  the  Castle  of  Edinburgh  standing 
on  a  rock,  ye  ha'e  in  your  pouches— -or  is^t  yon  cog- 
gUe  lass  called  Credit  i"  the  new  picture  ?^— And 
so  ticklish  a  thing  is  credit  at  some  seasons,  that 
this  idle  cry  proved  the  immediate  death-note  of 
tlvB  already  suspected  Paper  establishment ! 

^^  A  run !  a  run  !^  was  shouted  on  all  hands.  The 
veiy  children  caught  the  cry.-^^^  John  Hurcheon^s 
Bank's  broken  r  was  the  next  watch-word ;  and  the 
appalling  sounds  spread  around  like  wildfire,  and 
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carried  dismay  and  panic  through  every  s' 
lane  of  the  borough  ; — aiid  every  hustry-wife  ] 
OBlierglasses,and examined  the pictftres oahat 
OTtwo  notes;  and  either  rushed  to  join  the  cnr 
or  hu^ed  herself  on  her  escape,  and  laugher 
her  neighbours.  It  was  now  in  vain  that  the  n 
vagrant  was  carried  away,  and  the  original  cm 
of  the  alarm  explained.  All  clamoured,  and  d( 
listened ; — and  at  last  Mr.  Matthew  Steinhu 
who  had  quietly  but  anxiously  watched  the  wh 
scene,  undid  the  fastening  of  (ta^ter-knittififf  ft 
his  loins,  donned  his  wig,  like  a  knight  fasten! 
his  casque  for  mortal  combat,  and  sallying  for 
insbted  on  having  gold,  or  Sir  William''s  not 
for  all  the  Rookstown  paper  whicli  he  held. 

"  But  you,  Mr.  Steinhuse — t/<ni  are  a  eensi 
judicious  man,"  said  the  a^tated  clerk  who 
tended  to  his  orders. 

"  'Deed  I  am  sae,  I'se  ne'er  deny  it.  So  g 
me  Sir  William's  notes  or  gowd.  Gawd's  a  sena 
man^s  metal." 

Remonstrance  or  entreaty  was  alike  idle  v 
Mr.  Matthew.  He  sallied  out,  chucking  his  f 
purse  aloft  among  the  crowd ;  and,  with  a  look 
mingled  contempt  and  exultation,  turned  rou 
nnd  looked  back,  snapped  his  fingers  iq  t 
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of  the  splendid  building,  and  cried,  ^*  Brack  when 
ye  like  !^ 

In  the  first  demands  some  delicacy  had  been 
shown  to  the  credit  of  the  house,  and  the  feelings 
of  the  officials.  The  parties  taking  up  money  or 
exchanging  notes,  had  either  a  bill  to  retire  at 
the  other  banks,  or  wanted  gold  for  a  sudden 
journey  to  England  :  and  Miss  Mysie  Jaup,  the 
business-woman  of  the  late  Provost  Jaup^s  five 
unmarried  daughters,  delicately  intimated,  that, 
in  calling  up  their  depositee  they  only  thought 
of  ^^  removing  their  establishment  to  Hydrabad 
Lodge,  in  the  Rottenrow,  and  must  launch  out.'" 

The  memorable  egress  of  Matthew  Steinhuse, 
was,  however,  the  signal  for  a  general  rush;  and 
as  their  numbers  increased  the  crowd  became  more 
clamorous  and  outrageous. — The  persons  connect- 
ed with  the  establishment  were  seen  to  despatch 
messengers  on  horseback  from  the  inn,  to  the  se- 
veral partners.  The  reeking  horses  and  fiery 
riders  spurring  in  all  directions,  through  the  ham- 
lets and  villages,  spread*  the  panic  faster;  and 
country  people  came  rushing  in  by  all  the  avenues 
of  the  town— each  grasping  the  shreds  of  paper  al- 
ready of  nearly  as  little  value,  in  their  estimation, 
•8  the  rags  from  which  they  had  been  &bricated« 
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The  unfortunate  persons  ofBciating  in  (bet 

were  at  last  compelled  to  shut  the  doors  and  f 
themselves  by  flight.  They  had  summoned 
civil  power ;  hut  thi§  power  was  in  no  moot 
civility — for  l*rovoBt  M'Gie,  and  Bailie  M'T 
and  the  Dean  of  Guild  himself — all  held  toon 
less  of  the  worthless  paper.  The  Bank  was  i 
regularly  begif^d  i  and  high  was  thf  delighl 
the  Whittret,  alias  Pesscod,  alias  Alex«B 
Hutchen,  wlio  still  gazed  from  his  grated  c 
clapping  his  liands  in  ecstacy  to  cheer  the  m 
and  joining  loudly  in  their  triumphant  shout, 
the  glass  of  the  large  and  handsome  arched  « 
dows  rattled  in  shivers  on  the  pavement.  1 
"  A  glorious  sight  t  a  glorious  sight  P  HM 
war-crj'.  "  O,  gudeman  !  will  the  town-oleit' 
write  faster,  and  let  me  out  ? — It  would  do  me 
muckle  gude  to  pin  a  lozen  or  twa  wi'  my 
hand  !  O  1  if  my  auld  maarer  could  hear  t 
spring   a-playing,     and    see   this    bat/~alf-Mi 

flourishing  on  the  Hie-gate  o'  Rooksto'Wn  ! A 

there  come  the  Heuch-head  folb  roaring  do 
the  Strait-wynd  like  a  Lammas  spe*t ;— « 
there's  the  Hill-end  folk — De'il  speed  the  tt 
Most! — And  the  Pitbauchlie  colliers  wiA  d 
frteks  shouldered .' — Hurrah  !— It's 
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they  are  like  to  ha^e,  or  rixpences  either,  as  this  is 
Tuesday ;  but  the  billies  are  coming  bravely  in,  ilk, 
like  Harry  Hjmde,  for  his  ain  hand! — ^And  Effie! 
EfBe  at  their  head.— Hilloah,  Effie !  Your  pose 
will  get  a  shake,  lass  !  Our  uncle  will  let  buth 
l%ht  and  air  about  it.^ 

Like  a  sybil  under  inspiration,  her  grey  elf  locks 
floating  wild  and  wide,  unbonneted  and  uncloaked^ 
and  indeed  in  the  exact  costume,  now  much  ear- 
fyffled,  in  which  the  earthquake  had  Surprised 
ber  in  the  Manse,  in  rushed  Mrs.  Haliburton  by 
the  Watergate  of  Rookstown,  all  too  late  to  res- 
cue  her  soul^s  idol  from  destruction.  The  first 
agonies  of  her  bereaTement  and  despair  go  fitr  be^ 
yond  our  humble  powers  of  description. — *^  Ve 
hare  taken  my  gods — and  what  have  I  left  ?'** 

^*  Oh,  Francie  !^  was  hsr  frantic  exclamation, 
dutchii^  the  little  man  to  her  boeom  as  she  enter- 
ed his  cell.  *^  Oh,  Francie  Frisel !  what  should 
be  done  unto  the  deluded  and  unhapj^  wratcb 
who  has  thrown  Ttca  htmdred  tmd  e%ghty^ii90 
p&unds,  seeen  and  sei^enpenee  halfpenn^f  aYid 
the  inCerest,  to  the  cocks,  by  cheating  h&  douce 
gtideman  of  his  fitir  and  lawiu^  Juu^  MariU  f — ^ 
Gideon  Haliburton's  curse  has  kytbed  $Ad  lig^ 
ed  soon  and  sair-^the  poftioh  of  Anaakis  ind 


one 
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Sappliiral  And  you,  ye  unwarldly,  eldritd 
and  she  pushed  Frisel  back  from  her  till  he  i 
gtred — "for  it  was  you,  and  none  other,  e{ 
Die  on ;  or  would  I,  a  dutiful,  wife  adoring  Gii 
H  alihurton " 

"  But,  Effie,"  interposed  her  old  feUoi»-«eiT 
grinning,  "  did  ye  not  as  gude  as  gi"e  your  g 
Book  oath,  ye  had  not  a  plack  but  i 
pounds  in  the  world  ?"" 

"  And  if  I  did — and  if  I  did,  the  wo  i 
and  I  maun  dree  it! — Or,  was  it  no  rather  a 
tation  of  the  Enemy,  through  you  his  imp 
branded  vassal  ? — Or  when  wad  I,  a  loving  and 
matron,  adoring  Gideon  Haliburton,  have  chei 
him  irhis  Jtiiiv  Mnrili? — Oli  !  the  Jtiire  Ma 
would  have  been  Balm  in  Gilead  to  me  this  A 
— Oh,  wives  and  lasses !"  cried  she,  wringing 
hands,  and  looking  down  into  the  street  throi 
the  grates,  like  a  culprit  at  bis  last  epeec 
*'  Take  warning  by  me,  a  dying  wratch,  how 
cheat  your  gudemen  o'  their  Juice  Mariti  r 

"  But,  Effie,  think  ye  me  other  than  an  eai 
]y  creature  ?  How  did  I  look  the  morning 
found  me  on  a  pickle  hay,  at  Monkshaugbi 
chen  yett  ?"  said  Frisel. 

"  How  did  ye  look — bat  like  the  "t 
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stourie,  shangie,  shan-chinned,  Short-hoggers  elf 
that  ye  are,  permitted  to  sojourn  below  the  sun 
for  a  season,  as  a  thorn  in  the  si^  of  godly  Gide- 
on Haliburton  ?  But  1^11  ha^e  John  Hurcheon 
brunt,  and  throw  ye  in  to  beet  the  ingle.  A' 
bankrupt  dyvours  should  be  hangit ! — and  if  that^s 
no  law  it  should  be  law  ! — Now,  if  ye  daur  gim 
and  laugh  up  in  my  face,  I'^U  be  the  death  cP  ye ! 
I'^m  a  ruined  and  desperate  woman ! — Oh,  Fran- 
cie,  my  man,  how  muckle  loudaman  wad  it  take 
to  pisin  a  wratch  that  has  lost  twa  hundred  and 
eighty-seven  pounds^  seven  and  sevenpence  half^ 
penny y  wi*"  the  interest,  by  cheating  her  gudeman, 
and  wha  is  no  worthy  to  live  ?" 

*^  If  ye  cross  the  braid  causey,  and  tell  Dr.  Ep- 
som, ye^re  an  auld  maiden  o^  Monkshaugh^s,he  may 
gi'^e  ye  as  muckle  as  will  do  the  job  for  a  groat;  that 
18  o^  the  coarse  kind — ^what  they  use  for  killing  rats 
and  moles ;  or,  I^U  birle  my  bodle,  Effie,  to  help 
you  out  for  auld  langsyne.""  And  he  again  grin- 
ned up  in  her  face. 

^^  A  groat !  where  ha^e  I  a  groat,  or  a  plack  f 
or,  where  am  I  to  get  a  groat  ? — wha  wad  ware  a 
groat  on  a  sinfu^  ruined  wratch  like  me  ?^^  And 
she  wrung  her  hands  in  despair. 

"  Then,  Effie,  what  if  I  treat  you— either  to 
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the  laudautiin,  or  a  laas  o''  brandy  ?—'. 
choice,  lass. — Heads  or  tails  ? — Here's 
crown." 

"  Send  for  the  bran^,  Francie-  My  hei 
swoonding  and  sinking.  Fm  no  juet  prepaic 
a  better  state  the  day — and  how  could  I  fiw 
and  leave  desolate,  Gideon  Haliburtwn  ! — Vi 
it  not  be  required  o"  me,—'  With  whom  Id 
that  lamb  i'  the  wildemeas  f' — tlarletillum  is 
with  draining  and  liming,  good  land ;  and  tl 
Sandic  Hurcheon's  fortune,  and  the  Raatl 
estate.  We  may  gel  a'  something  in  the  pot 
And  on  these  united  conGiderations,  pious, 
cuniary,  and  conjugal,  Effie  became  B<»Qe 
more  composed,  and  sat  down  with  the  Wit 
on  his  cast-iron  bed-frame ;  and  here,  not 
standing  the  propriety  of  strict  silence,  an 
promise  to  the  Minister,  the  vaunting  h«r,  t 
ingly  told  his  whole  history. 

Mrs,  HaUburton,  leit  what  she  received  h 
cars  should  escape  by  the  mouth,  sat  boU  up 
her  lips  skevered  up  and  twisted,  as  if  by  • 
ding-pin. 

"  Then,  Francic  Frisel.  and  if  it  bo  sac,*' 
she,  as  he  ended  his  marvellous  legend,  *' 
do  ye  ove  me  for  the  safer  fenlvagej  o"  ye? 
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ye  get  the  lands  o"  Huletillum  by  the  wadset  your 
daft  auntie  Jacky  has  found,  (and  ye  ha'e  a  great 
look  0^  ber,  now  I  think  on\)  hare  I  no'  a  right 
to  cry,  Half  mine! — ifnot'Haill!  a' mine  ain — 
nane  o'  my  neighboun — ^nae  halvers  nor  quarters !' 
whilk  ftom  ancient  times  has  been  aye  the  Scottish 
ftshion  o'  entering  h«r  to  tint  gear.  I  find  the 
bairn,  and  the  bum  finds  the  ground ! — I  declare, 
this  is  like  the  dealing  o'  a  just  Providence,  to 
make  up  my  heavy  loss  through  you.  And  I 
finind  ye  my  lee-lane ;  for  it  might  be  like  a  half 
minute  ere  your  vowing  brought  out  the  Laird, 
who  thought  ye  was  a  kittlen  at  the  back  yett. 
Ye  owe  me  mair  amends,  besides,  for  damage 
and  detriment  brought  on  my  gude  name,  as  if 
ye  were  sibber  to  me  and  the  Laird,  than  ony 
boim  should  be  to  a  single  maiden  lass,  and  a 
bachelor  gentleman,  her  master." 

Laughing  in  her  face,  Frisel  said,  "  And  what 
more  do  I  owe  ye  for  counselling  Monksbaugh  to 
throw  me  on  the  parish  fat  feedbg — the  saft  hands 
of  Johnnie  Jew  the  beadle  ? — Mying,  too,  '  If  it 
had  Iteen  a  kittlen,  it  might  have  catched  mice.'-~ 
I  am  owre  ftuld  a  cat  now,  lasa — though  a  singet 
sne— to  have  straes  drawn  before  my  nose.  But, 
for  a'  that,  ye  are  poor  Baby's  auntie " 

"  And  if  ye  erei  wad  marry  her  wi'  my  bless. 
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ing,  or  expect  to  enjoy  Church  priril*^  i 
Soiirholeti,  ye'U  Brst  make  private  restitutioD  k 
fold  of  your  uncle's  ^ud  done  ou  me  in  re^ 
the  just  and  lawfu"  Juice  Afariti,  belongin] 
right  o"  mc  «9  his  wedded  wife,  to  tlie  Berc 
Gideon  lialiburton." 

Frisel  perceived  that  since  Effie  iras  M 
resume  Iicr  favourite  legal  style,  her  despiic 
softening ;  and  without  attending  much  tn  he 
veral  counts  of  claims  on  his  prospective  prop 
or  even  to  her  threats  of  excommunication,  he  f 
whistled  for  the  brandy  ;  and  agreed  to  keep 
whole  affair  secret  from  the  Minister,  for  whoi 
had  a  high  esteem  and  warm  affection,  and  i 
he  rightly  concluded,  would  take  little  pleasui 
the  private  history  of  Effie's  pecuniary  losses. 

Frisel's  discharge,  now  expedited  by  the  U 
clerk,  was  brought,  together  with  the  stou 
brandy  charged  double  price  for  risk  ;  as  ai 
press  order  from  Provost  SI'Gie  prohibited 
sale  of  ardent  spirits  in  the  jail;  and  £ffie,  the 
the  most  abstemious  of  women  in  regard  to 
Manse  fitorcs,  after  all  her  exertions  and  a 
tions,  swallowed  r.  goodly  portion,  more  from 
difficulty  of  reliniiuisliing  n  valuable  commo 
placed  cost-free  in  her  power,  than  from  a 
sitive  affection  for  this  fascinating  fluid. 


I  fr^miM 
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Frisel  paid  hie  prison  dues  as  far  as  he  could, 
obtained  credit  for  the  remainder,  and  attended 
Mrs.  Maliburton  into  the  main  street  of  the  bo- 
rough, now  paraded  by  special  constables  hastily 
arrayed  to  preserve  the  peace,  and  protect  the  pro- 
perty of  the  Bank  from  the  infuriated  populace. 
Jacobina's  dutiful  nephew  failed  not  now  to  in- 
quire for  her,  but  she  had  wandered  no  one  knew 
whither ;  and  his  remorse  was  appeased  by  follow- 
ing her  customary  route,  especially  as  it  led  to 
Strathoran  and  Baby  Strang,  whose  high  destiny 
he  longed  to  communicate  in  person. 

In  consideration  of  his  future  prospects,  her  own 
hopes,  and  partly,  perhaps,  from  the  effects  of  the 
brandy  on  her  sober  brain,  Mrs.  EfHe  deigned  to 
recline  on  the  arm  of  her  elfin  squire  ;  and,  in  this 
order,  they  sallied  out  about  twilight  into  the  open 
country  by  the  Rottenrow  of  Rookstown— >a  name 
bestowed,  antiquarians  allege,  from  the  route  or 
routine  of  religious  processions  having  anciently 
issued  in  this  way  towards  the  Chapel  of  St.  Ser- 
yanus ;  but  as  the  inhabitants  of  the  "  West  end" 
affirm,  from  the  mouldering  nature  of  the  wooden 
tenements  jutting  over  on  each  side  into  the  nar- 
row crooked  tunnel  miscalled  a  street ;  if  not  from 
this  quarter  of  the  ancient  borough  being  now 
fairly  given  up  to  the  rats. 


^230  Kt.lZAUKTII     1(1'':     IIRUCK.  H 

CHAPTER   X.  I 

THK  I.YKK-WAKE,  ^| 

VrngHMCr  !  vngiwicc  !  »ou  and  mil, 

Oa  Ibc  huuat  d'  CowdeukDinvs,  ow  uiH  mt  mir. 


Save  ua  iwhI  hnrciii !   FidliU  hav 

Tbr  liieLeis  UncmHit,  ud  keep  stn 

The  glut]-  Dtba  mil  in  tbdr  marblnl  mmIms; 

Bon;  fingtn.  tride  ontftrdched,  do  dBTkling  gi 

Awl  Cwitcli.  vilh  mb-aiiDHl  grasp,  i-lutdiing  itjl 


n  |]»  liol 


Call  fbrlb  in  Fhanwl  cc 


Jcau  ! 


.ehSta 


And  with  (uOatic  writbinp  farm  thcnurlie 
Id  moekeiy  of  lughter ;  whjk  aulpbur 

Suimt  fbrtb  ID  fiendkli  hoirling* 

Anunt,  foal  tfriu  I — I  riga  tin  binwd  CroB 
This,  and  defy  thn ! 

TTie  /.#«».'> 

The  various  rural  groups  whom  Mrs.  1 
burton  and  faer  squire  overtook  on  tbeii  h 
ward  way,  were  all  engaged  in  the  same  discus 
and,  for  once,  were  all  of  nearly  the  same  n 
all  heaping  execration  upon  the  bani 
vowing  vengeance  against  him. 


n   the   banbn^pL 

lim.  J 
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A  little  ascent  which  they  reached  commanded 
a  view  of  the  elegant  modern  mansion,  its  gardens, 
hothouses,  offices,  ornamented  grounds,  and  young 
plantations ;  and  here  the  crowd,  which  gathered 
like  a  snow-ball,  halted  to  whet  their  appetite  for 
revenge  on  these  exterior  signs  of  opulence,  place, 
and  distinction,  so  insolently  contrasting  with  their 
misery  and  destitution. 

**  There^s  five  bairns  greeting  at  hame,  round  a 
woful  mother  and  a  cauld  hearth, — will  that  rag 
of  paper  get  them  either  meat,  clothes^  or  eldin  ?^ 
said  one  man  with  bitterness. 

^*  The  Banker's  siller  is  like  the  coin  in  which 
the  de'il  paid  the  witches  langsyne,^  said  another. 
*^  It  glitters  like  the  red  beaten  gold,  but  turns  to 
sdate-stanes  when  sairest  needed.*" 

^^  See  ye  that,  friends  9"^  said  a  third,  spreading 
out  a  five  pound  note.  '^  My  toil,  my  sweat,  my 
life  is  in  that  rag  of  paper!  It  was  hoarded  to  do 
the  last  duty  to  a  mother  whose  remains  yet  lie 
unburied !     Is  there  no  amends  for  this  ?'" 

^^  They  say  the  extravagant  viUain  has  three 
siller  tea-pots  in  his  house — no  less,""  said  Mrs. 
Haliburton,  in  whose  frugal  eyes  this  very  circum- 
stance seemed  Hutchen's  capital  enormity. 
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"  He  would  have  ordered  icii  dozen  pair  o' 
liootii,  and  a  gross  o'  dress  pumps,  Irae  Lof 
nnd  Edinburgh  at  once,"  said  Lotrrie  Lin^Ie. 

"  Na,  for  certain,  he  had  gold-dust  sprioklcs 
his  bread  and  butter  ilka  niomiug  for  marmai 
cried  Peascod,  who  now  strongly  felt  *'  that  bl 
is  warmer  tlian  water  ;"  "  and  ne'er  swallo 
an  aloe  piii  lill  it  was  gill  wi"  the  samen." 

"The  extravi^ant  villain  !"  burst  from  twt 
throats. 

"  There  was  waur  e'en  yet,  my  brethren,"  i 
■folia  Trann,  one  o(  the  Sourlioles*  elders,  sole 
ly,  and  dropping  his  puckered  eyelids  ;  '*  ani 
has  kythed  this  same  morning:  namely,  a  bi 
ing,  and  'fuming  wi'  aloes,  myrrh,  and  fra 
inahensc,  in  vcshels  o'  gold  and  veshels  o'  eD' 
in  what  is  called  the  withdrawing-room;  us  i 
had  been  an  Idol  temple  of  old,  or  a  Popish  m; 
house." 

"  Pooh,  John  .'  that's  hut  a  way  amang  the  g 
ties  to  keep  down  ill  smells,"  replied  another. 

"  Set  him  up — and  shoot  him  foret !  and  I  w 
der  what  cheese  his  nose  is  made  o',"  cried 
wife  of  the  well-known  Creeihie  Charlie,  < 
candle-maker  in  C'astlebum,  "  that  he  could 


it, 
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Stand  the  natural  sauvour  o**  his  fellow  creatures 
like  other  folk !" 

^^  It  may  be  easier  to  bide  than  the  reek  o'  the 
lowing  brimstone,  I^m  jalousing,^  grinned  Master 
Trann,  who  had  more  Rookstown  dishonoured  pa- 
per in  his  pocket  than  Christian  charity  in  his 
heart  this  evening. 

Hout  now,  John,^  rejoined  the  lastfair  speaker; 

that^s  gaun  owre  far.  I  would  like  he  got  a 
gude  shake  owre  the  mouth  o**  the  pit, — but  forbid 
he  drap  in."" 

And  so  the  conversation  prospered ;  the  chief 
topic  among  the  sober  and  monied  part  of  the  as- 
sembly being  Hutchen^s  extravagance.  And  it  was 
clearly  made  out,  as  we  think  is  the  case  with  most 
bankrupts,  that  he  had  lavished  three  times  more 
than,  by  any  possibility,  he  ever  could  have  had. 
To  another  class,  his  severity  in  enforcing  the  al- 
ready too  severe  game  laws,  and  harshness  as  a 
magistrate,  were  deeper  offence.  A  few  adverted 
to  Lord  de  Bruce  and  his  daughter:  and  the  '^poor 
auld  Laird  o"*  Monkshaugh,  now  under  hiding,^ 
became  quite  the  hero  of  their  sympathies. 

Brilliant  lights  at  the  same  instant  sprung  up 
in  the  splendid  mansion.      It  wanted  but  this. 

We'll  gi'e  him  light  enough,  and  heat  baith,"" 


i« 
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wan  shouted  by  one  man ;  and  the  whole  In 
yea  even  Uamc  Effie,  joined  the  wild  uc 
The  hasty  pro^wsal  of  tiling  ofT  to  bum  the  1 
and  wreak  vengeance  on  the  owner,  was  earn 
ihe  same  way. 

"  If  I  could  gel  like  a  down-bed,  or  a  cU 
o'  a  silver  tea-pot,"  thought  Mrs.  Haltbv 
whose  sensible  mind  ran  more  on  plunder 
fire. — "  To  be  sure,  the  pickle  goose  and  ti 
feathers  I  gathered,  mony's  the  weary  da 
Monkehaugh — and  they  were  never  missed- 
thc  auld  leddy's  bed  that  I'm  keeping  in  m 
and  use  for  Captain  Wolfe,  if  he  thinks  it ' 
his  while,  leaves  the  Mnnsf  no  just  desti' 
but,  if  we  get  the  Laird  on  a  board  wage 
there's  naething  to  he  called  a  full-mounted  d 
bed  in  the  house  !" 

Though  somewhat  ashamed  of  the  assodi 
these  secret  motives  induced  Mrs.  Effie  to  f 
the  multitude, — not  mediuting  any  persona 
lenoe,  but  quite  prepared  to  take  advantaj 
events  as  they  arose,  to  win  back,  even  b; 
strong  hand,  her  '*  ain  honest  gear." 

Is  there,  indeed,  some  mysterious  sympatl 
kindred  blood,  which,  in  moments  of  danger 
distress,  has  power  to  subdue  prejudice,  hnbif 
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principle,  as  well  as  all  the  ordinary  motives  of  dis- 
like and  aversion  ? 

"What  i'  the  field's  name,  is  my  business  with 
the  scoundrel  ?^  thought  Frisel,  trying  to  shake 
his  mind  free  from  feelings  of  this  kind  which  were 
stealing  over  him,  as  he  listened  to  the  wild  de- 
nunciations of  the  ruined  people  around  him,  and 
became  terrified  at  the  idea  of  the  mad  excesses 
into  which  the  desire  of  vengeance  might  hurry 
them.  A  man  who  came  up  informed  the  people 
that  a  party  of  dragoons  had  been  sent  for  to 
guard  the  Whinhy  and  another  as  a  guard  of  cere- 
mony to  the  less  obnoxious  noble  partner.  Lord 
Rantletree.  This,  which  seemed  like  braving 
them,  stimulated  the  courage  of  the  assailants,  as 
a  few  drops  of  water  will  quicken  the  blaze  which 
a  greater  quantity  would  extinguish. 

"1^11  run  round  before  ye,  lads  and  lasses,  to  see 
the  shellie-coated  lobsters  dinna  take  the  Sherra^s 
road,  and  get  the  wind  o**  us.  I'm  laigh,  and  can 
scoug ;  and  will  run  back  to  lead  ye  or  warn  ye.^ 
This  plan  was  unanimously  approved ;  for  the 
utmost  reliance  was  placed  in  the  scout. 

"YourseF,  Francie,  and  your  master's  man, 
would  deserve  to  carry  the  burning  whisp  should 
smeek  the  drone's  bike,''   said  an  oracle  of  the 


*'  so  I'll  hing  out  false  t 
wife  o'  the  Sourholes  un 
Effie.  If  discovered  i 
visit ;  for  she  hits  had 
and  commuoings  of  late 
aye  a  friendly  man  to  b 
penny-fee  r  • 

"  O,  Frande  !  doesll 
no  howels,  that  ye  wa 
woman  ?  Wo !  wo,  ant 
black  hour  I  ever ~ 

"  ^\'eel,  weel,  come 
was  there  for  haste ;  for 
ten  minutes  gone,  the  i 
the  caprice  that  rules  a  i 
after  him. 

Like  the  messenger  o 
far  overshooting  his  fair 
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in  writing,  or  giving  way  to  paroxysmij  of  the 
blackest  despair.  The  family  and  servants,  a- 
Unned  by  the  tumult  and  by  private  warnings, 
had  fled  to  the  Wilderness  for  concealment,  after 
kindling  the  lights  intended  to  scare  back  the 
rioters. 

The  loud  continuous  knocking  of  Frisel  obtain- 
ed no  attention ;  and  be  nimbly  climbed  by  some 
wall-trees  to  the  window  of  the  library.  The  view 
of  the  interior  of  that  apartment  was  sufficiently 
striking.  Hutchen,  his  features  hi^ard  and  dis- 
torted, his  eyes  blood-shot,  yet  with  somediing  of 
the  wild-fire  brilliance,  and  rapid  unsteady  glance 
of  incipient  madness,  stalked  about  the  floor  with 
clenched  hands ;  and  before  him,  drawn  up  to  her 
full  height,  and  her  arm  outstretched,  stood  Houge- 
muitle,  facing  and  contironting  him  which  way  so- 
ever be  moved,  at  times  stamping  with  her  feet 
among  the  creaking  heaps  of  paper  which  littered 
the  floor,  and  at  others  talking  in  a  tone  of  great 
vehemence  and  earnestness.  At  one  point  of  her 
speech  she  caught,  and  hastily  pointed  out  to  her 
companion  the  elvish  visage  which  peered  through 
the  casement.  He  started  back,  but  thie  was  a 
transient  emotion  ; — rushing  forward,  he  dashed 
his   hand   through    the  glass,  and  would  have 
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hurled  the  spy  to  ilie  earth  had  his  arm  n 
arrested  by  the  virago. 

"  Mr.  Johu  Hutcheu,  I  come  not  as  an  enen 
said  Frisel,  still  clinging  to  his  podtiAD,  «i 
cause  of  feud  as  I  have  with  jou  since  andq 
the  hour  of  my  birth.  I  come  to  warn  ye  W 
for  bare  life.  Those  are  at  your  gates  whom 
will  ill  parry-  Hear  ye  their  shout  ?  Tben 
still  chance  of  escape  by  the  back  way.  I 
saddle  your  horse." 

"  Yc  stir  not,"  said  Bess,  "  though  their  ha 
grappled  your  throat,  till  ye  sign  and  seal  idt 
quittance  for  every  coin  I  ever  bore  to  you  fi 
her,  "ho,  with  the  blood  of  her  own  bosom,  wo 
have  fed  the  young  hfe  for  which  no  one  i 
cared;  but  which  only  fed  your  bloated  greatsM 

Hutchen,  even  in  this  perilous  moment,  felt 
necessity  of  compliance.  A  bunch  of  papen  ■ 
hastily  thrust  into  the  hands  of  Rouge-man 
even  while  the  first  shower  of  nussilee  rattled 
the  front  wuidows,  and  sticks  and  stones  ban| 
on  the  hall  door,  which  Frisel  flew  lo  secure. 

"  Still  you  may  escape,"  cried  Frisel.  "  1 1 
saddle  your  horse. ""  And  running  to  the  nab 
Frisel  hastily  saddled  Wolfe  Grahame's  Arab 
mare,  fleet  as  the  winds  of  her  native  d 
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his  haste  and  agitation  this  service  was  perchance 
ill  performed :  the  consequences  were  at  least  as 
fatal  as  unforeseen. 

^*  Is  my  household  vanished  ?^  exclaimed  Hut- 
chen,  who  had  rung  and  stamped  on  the  floor  ; — 
and  he  looked  round  to  his  new-found  nephew 
and  his  old  confederate — ^^  Then  ^tis  time  that  I 
too  were  gone  r — He  rushed  through  the  hall 
where  Mrs.  Haliburton  seized  his  skirts,  loudly 
urging  her  claims.  Tearing  himself  from  Efiie, 
who  with  the  jerk  fell  flat  on  her  nose,  he  rushed 
through  the  shrubbery  as  the  shout  of  the  mob  rose 
wildly  in  front  of  the  house. 

"  Mr.  John  Hutchen,  whither  do  ye  go — ^for  I 
must  follow  you?^  said  Frisel. 

^^  To  hell  !^  cried  the  distracted  man. 

"  Gro  your  lang  journey  your  lane !""  cried 
Frisel,  indignantly  tossing  away  the  stirrup  which 
he  had  kindly  held  ;  and  Hutchen  sprung  into  the 
saddle — pricked  his  horse  till  it  bolted  like  a  bird 
taking  flight — and  he  was  gone  like  lightning. 

^^  Escaped !  escaped !  the  villain  has  escaped  r 
was  now  the  cry. 

^'  He  cannot  escape — ^he's  within — the  house  is 
lunting  in  twenty  places — and  waste-paper  in 
plenty  to  beet  the  bale-fire !""  was  the  reply. 
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The  family  of  the  farmer  who  lived  n 
Fords  of  Oran,  were  again  on  this  night  aU 
by  the  same  furious,  thick,  and  quick  cUtteri 
horse  lioofs  down  the  steep  whic]i  thev  had  1 
on  the  two  previous  nights.  They  rushed  t> 
hallan ;  but  only  saw  in  the  darkness  the 
sparks  struck  by  the  horse's  heels  Irom  the  i 
path.  The  old  gudeman  looked  to  the  dock 
clicked  heavily  behind  tlie  oaken  setde,  andi 
his  grey  head  its  he  noted  that  the  hour  4^ 
minute  had  on  each  night  been  the  same. 

"  That  same  eldritch  clatter  again  '. T 

will  be  news  of  that  mad  gallop  •"  said  the  we 
lower  down  by  the  Fords ;  and  he  also  ni 
out.  Hut  he  saw  only  the  waters  of  Ort 
the  ripple  still  on  their  surfBce  thrown  up  bj 
fiery  steed  and  the  inmible  rider,  who  alr«sd' 
if  demon-driven  on  the  dreadful  joumev  he 
mentioned,  was  pressing  up  the  path  leading  a 
the  ledge  of  the  ravine  to  the  Tower  of  Ei 
craig. 

But  fast  as  was  his  speed,  the  flames  of  his  & 
ing  travelled  faster.  The  struggling  radiance 
dually  emerged  from  the  brighiening  smoke, 
thered  and  plowed  inio  a  bright  star — a  brill 

beacon-Iight^-«wide-waving  canopy  of  livini 
2 


THE  LYKE-WAKE.  241 


« 


Is  na  yon  the  brave  bale-fire,  John,  for  our 
nevoy  coming  of  age,  and  brooking  his  father^s 
gear?^  cried  Jacobina,  from  the  way-side  thicket 
where  she  sat. — ^^  Bess  Slattery  tells  me  Annie^s 
bairn  was  decently  kirsened  after  a^ ;  c^en  though 
she  stood  god-mother.  Now  I  lang  feared  me  ye 
werebaith  of  the  Nanny-Baptist  persuasion, — ^and 
had  dipped  deep  in  Oran  water.*" 

It  was  not  to  listen  to  the  raving  of  the  distract- 
ed vagrant  that  Hutchen  reined  in  his  horse,  and 
turned  round  his  head,  catching  his  breath  quick 
as  he  gazed  on  the  dwelling  of  his  pride,  so  soon 
to  be  a  heap  of  blackness  and  ashes. 

**  The  red-cock  craws  fiill  crousely  yonder-away, 
John,  this  same  night.  Thrice,  ye  mind,  it  craw- 
ed  to  warn  fiery  Peter.  But  Peter  would  not  be 
warned  till  the  Lord  looked  on  him ; — ^and  he  re- 
membered the  word  of  the  Lord,  and  went  out, 
and  wept  bitterly  V  ^ 

"  And  I  could  weep  r  thought  the  person  thus 
madly  addressed ;  and  his  head  sunk  till  it  was  all 
but  buried  in  the  flowing  mane  of  his  horse. 

"  Poor  wretch,  I  could  almost  envy  her  r  was 
his  humbled  thought ;  and  in  a  faltering  voice  ho 
ssVed — ^^  Jacky,  is  there  anything  could  be  dona 
for  your 
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"  Look  up  '.  look  Up  at  the  brave  illoBni 
Naething  like  yon  since  the  Windi/  Wiidei 
ye  may  see  to  lift  a  piin  i'  the  Pechs'  Path 
that's  aye  the  gate  when  the  Destroying 
vhiils  abroad  liis  kindling  torch  to  see  vhei 
rhoofc.  his  dead .'" 

The  strong  blaie  in  the  distant  mour,  wh 
ornamented  grounds  of  the  Whim  rose  like  i 
in  the  desert,  now  illuminated  the  whole 
tain  outline  of  de  Bnice's  hill-Bide  barony 
the  far-off  heights  about  tho  source  of 
gliinmeied  out  faintly  and  white  at  int 
like  the  shadows  of  mountains.  Cope 
cliff,  dingle  and  tower,  the  low.plaeed  ai 
solatc  dwelling  of  Monkshaugh,  and  the  i 
tops  of  its  guardian  trees,  all  caught  the  I 
radiance :  as  if  the  Angel  of  Destruction  hi 
deed,  wliirled  abroad  his  torch  to  light  up 
the  wretched  gazer,  the  scene  of  long  triam; 
but  now  baffled  villany. 

At  this  still  hour  Hutchcn  could  hear  the 
of  the  groups  assembled  at  every  Iiamle 
farm-town  around  him:  all  watching  the  conl 
tion  and  exulting  in  its  progress,  as  the}'  eh 
to  each  other  across  the  mountain  ravines 
from  the  opposite  banks  of  the  river  "  De^  c 
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unto  deep^  of  his  wretchedness.  His  thoughts  were 
miserable  enough,  as  slowly  and  mournfully  he 
turned  his  horse^s  head  towards  the  Tower  of 
£mescraig,  the  only  place  of  shelter  he  could  now 
hope  to  find  in  this  vicinity. 

And  this  man  was  not  altogether  the  sordid 
wretch,  or  case-hardened,  vulgar  ruffian,  who  feels 
but  his  own  animal  needs,  and  fears  but  for  his 
own  personal  safety.  He  was,  on  the  contrary,  a 
man  of  talent,  enterprise,  and  activity,  though  of 
the  most  determined  ambition.  But  the  rising 
genius  of  his  age  was  rapacumsy  because  it  was 
becoming  profuse;  and  of  the  then  but  dawning 
age  of  Rapacity  and  Profusiariy  he  was  a  master- 
ipint. 

Slowly,  we  have  said,  he  turned  his  horse^s  head 
to  the  hiU,  now  checking  its  fiery  spirit  as  much 
•s  he  had  lately  urged  its  speed ;  but  he  remem- 
bered poor  Jacobina,  and  again  called  to  her  in  the 
same  subdued  voice : — ^^  Is  there  any  good  I  could 
do  you  ?    Here  is  money — I  have  money  yet        ^ 

"  Keep  your  gold — ^keep  the  accursed  thing  !^ 
screamed  the  vagrant,  bursting  from  her  place  in 
phrensied  haste.  The  scared  horse  sprang  in 
air ;  the  girths  gave  way,  and  there  was  an  instant, 
rapid,  and   tremendous   crash   of  branches  and 


old  Trooper  in  th 
Mr,  Francis  F 
ton  were  descendi 
Oran,  when  a  hor 
girths  broken  an 
past  them,  fire-s] 
some  demon  of  sp 
"  God,  what  is 
i]ie  lang  joirnie)'," 
"  O,  the  unhan{ 
without  first  satisf; 
and  interest,  me  hi 
he  think  Iie'lt  gang 
every  dyvour  loon, 
what  it  would  brinj 
Tfif^iie.  Afary  A' 
may  his  bones  will 
know  Christian  bu 


THE  LYKE-WAKE.  245 

did^  so  wild  and  excited  had  she  become  from  dis- 
tress of  mind  and  fatigue  of  body.  And  so  con- 
sciouswas  she  of  great  impending  iUness,  even  that 
death  was  dealing  with  her,  that  as  she  crossed  the 
Fords  of  Oran,  her  secret  thought  was,  **  A"  maun 
gang  to  Baby  Strang  ^  and  still  as  she  staggered 
on  the  foot-path,  her  heavy  moans  fashioned  them- 
selves to  the  same  sounds  of — 

A*  nuuin  gang  to  Baby  Strang." 

By  the  time  that  Frisel  reached  the  hamlet  the 
alarmed  villagers  had  kindled  torches  and  lighted 
lanterns ;  and  while  one  party  took  the  way  to  the 
Pechs^  Path  in  search  of  the  unfortunate  rider, 
another  led  by  Frisel  plunged  into  the  ravine,  on 
the  same  melancholy  errand. 

The  mangled  and  disfigured  corpse  was  soon 
found.  It  lay  where  it  had  fallen,  very  near  Fu- 
gal'^s  hut  now  evacuated  by  the  trooper;  who,  with 
the  martial  glow  of  returned  youth,  had  obeyed 
Elizabeth^s  summons,  and  gone  off  to  her  appoint- 
ed rendezvous  at  the  Crossgates  of  Caberax,  once 
more  to  engage  in  active  "  sarvice^  under  Lord 
de  Bruce. 

^^  ''Tis  just  the  man,^^  said  Frisel,  holding  the 
lantern  he  carried  over  the  corpse.  "  He  wore 
that  same  green  frock  with  the  button  of  the 
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County  Hunt,  and  those  buckskins,  thisevi 
soiled  as  they  now  are." 

Vet  the  corpse  could  not  easily  hftve  be 
<M)gniseil.  It  lay  aa  it  were  huddled  to  ■ 
Buirounded  and  partly  covered  by  earthy  fr»g 
of  atone,  torn  branches  and  bushes,  sod  the 
debris  forced  down  in  tlie  tremendous  fmll. 
cut  under-lip  was  fearfully  swollen, — the  fe 
were  distorted,  and  the  colour  of  the  face 
streaky,  livid-green  and  dark-piuple. 

There  waa  somewhat  of  contempt  in  the 
cold  indifference  with  which  Rougo-mantl 
this  night  a  dcniaen  of  Fugal's  hut,)  lifto 
limber  arm,  and  again  let  it  drop  on  the  I 
body,  saying  aloud,  "  He  flew  from  the  de 
swoop  into  Iiis  jaws !  He  might  have  stood 
own  door-cheek  and  died  game  any  how," 

The  latter  training  of  Frisel  in  Klonkshi 
household,  and  under  Gideon''9  misbtry,  hi 
been  nearly  so  liberal  as  his  elementary  edui 
under  Mistress  Slattery.  Id  truth,  he  kne« 
little  of  "  a  town  life,"  well  as  he  relished  •' 
supper ;"  and  he  ga/ed  on  ihe  dead  face  for 
minutes  with  sad  and  overawing  feelings,  1 
he  could  propose  that  the  mangled  body  sbm 
borne  into  Fugal's  ceil. 
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Thoee  feelings  which  in  every  Christian  land,  and 
in  every  land  which  has  made  but  that  one  grand 
Btep  in  the  march  of  humanity  which  tells — that 
man  shall  again  live,  were  not  silent  even  here.-» 
The  remains  of  the  unhappy  man — the  remains^ 
how  sad  and  how  emphatic  a  word ! — ^were  laid  on 
Fugal^s  couch  ;  and  over  them  as  a  pall  Rouge- 
mantle  flung  her  ample  red  cloak. 

These  arrangements  were  scarcely  concluded, 
when  the  other  party,  which  had  taken  the  upper 
path,  entered  the  hut,  bearing  in  poor  Jacobina, 
whom  they  had  found  in  a  fit  as  they  searched  for 
the  unfortunate  horseman.  It  is  probable  that  she 
had  received  a  kick  from  the  impetuous  animal  she 
had  scared ;  for  her  brow  was  streaked,  and  her 
garments  dabbled  with  blood. 

This  was  no  time  nor  place  for  ceremony.  The 
hut  afibrded  but  one  couch ;  and  on  it  Jacobina 
was  laid  by  the  side  of  the  corpse. 

The  best  stored  binn  belonging  to  Monkshaugh 
at  this  time,  was  a  fox-earth  in  the  dean;  and  from 
thence  Jacobina'^s  dutifrd  nephew  brought  wine, 
which  Rouge-mantle  poured  profrisely  over  the 
throat  of  the  invalid. — ^^  She  is  a  dying  woman — 
let  her  drink  her  fill,""  said  the  virago,  who  presided 
over  the  sad  hospitalities  of  the  veteran'^s  dwelling. 
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In  u  few  luiiiutes  Jiicoltina  recuven-d,  and 
uiiderfitoucl  her  horrid  neighbourhood.  Witt 
ail  of  a  maniac's  sagacity,  she  heg^a  to  direc 
necegsary  ammgcmcntB  for  such  an  occasion. 
"  Did  ye  stop  the  clock,  neighbours,  when 
breath  gacd  out  f"  she  said.  "  That's  the 
thing.  There's  nacthiog  to  do,  ye  ken,  wi'  d 
ured  time  in  the  house  o"  death;  where  a  thou 
c  day .'     The  watch — a  pert  thii 


years  a 

ticks  fast  i  and  the  clock  clicks  lazy  ; — ^but  t 
point  to  the  same  hour,  John  !"  And  she  bi 
herself  in  arranging  the  draperj-  over  the  bod 
"  But  bring  the  trencher  wi'  the  salt,  Bes» 
we'll  may  be  need  two ;  one  on  the  breast  and 
at  the  feet,  to  keep  off  the  worriecows  on  this  g 
occasion.  And  lie's  no  half  strcekit  I  I'll  n 
the  shroud  mysel' ;  but  streek  him  fairer,  I 
He  was  a  dour  thrawart  man  living ;  ye  may 
nage  him  i'  the  dead-thraw;  but  let  the  limbs : 
get  a  twenty  minutes'  set,  and  ten  merits  strei 
winna  straight  John  Hurcheon." 

Frisel  entreated,  and  Bess  Slattery  sternly  c 

manded  her  to  be  silent ;    and  agwi  she  gi 

fiteadfastly^n  the  dead  for  some  seconds  be 

breaking  out  afresh. 

"Ay,  Johnnie  Hurchcon>  wha  wad  have  thou, 
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or  wha  durst  have  said,  that  wryour  gorgeous  scar- 
let madam,  and  dink  dochter,  daft  Jacky  Pingle 
would  ha''e  gotten  your  eye-lids  to  close  ?  And 
they'll  no  bide  down,  sirs ! — D'ye  ken  this  is  awful  !*" 

"  O,  stay,  forbear  !*"  cried  Frisel,  drawing  back 
her  fingers,  which  groped  and  twitched  about  the 
face  of  the  corpse. 

"  Have  ye  never  a  sixpence  about  ye,  Francie  ? 
It^s  weel  kenned  coined  money  alone  will  bear 
down  the  lids  over  the  staring  een  of  an  uncanny 
oorp.  Here's  poor  Annie's  silver  thimble  may 
keep  down  the  left  ane." 

At  the  horrible  fantasy  of  her  arrangement  Fri- 
sel burst  from  the  hut;  and  in  her  madness,  or  from 
some  superstitious  feeling,  the  unhappy  creature 
fimcied  she  saw  the  corpse  turn  round  as  if  to  em- 
brace her.  The  high  wild  laugh  of  insanity,  was 
followed  by  a  thrilling  shriek  which  pierced  even 
the  heart  of  the  presiding  virago. — ^^  Are  we 
wedded  and  bedded  too  ?"  she  screamed,  ^^  the  liv- 
ing and  the  dead  together ! — the  redeemed  and  ' 
the  damned  hand-fasted!  — Back  !  back  I  John 
Hurcheon  ! — Get  ye  back !"  And  with  the  wild 
spasmodic  throes  of  convulsion,  and  horrid  ges- 
tures, with  hands  and  feet  she  pushed  the  corpse 
close  up  against  the  wall ;  and  in  the  act,  and  be^ 
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fore  the  bystanders  could  overmaster  her  hi 
her  limbs  became  rigid. — and  poor  Jacobina 
ceased  to  breathe  or  to  STjfier ! 

There  is  a  painful  form  of  superstition  kno' 
thatpartofthecouiitry,ofwhicliwehiive  but  a 
early  recollection  which  we  have  now  no  mea 
refresli.  It  was  called  "  Crying  bai^k^^-ci 
back  a  spirit  just  departed:  and  it  ensues  on 
the  indecent,  vociferous,  or  frantic  grief  of  a  t 
vor ;  or  ftora  want  of  proper  refiignstion  t» 
dispensationB  of  that  Will  which  commands  tl 
sues  of  lite.  The  dead  body,  animated  «&« 
some  horrid  principle  of  vitality,  will,  it  is 
then  start  up,  and,  with  dreadful  contortioni 
menacing  gestures,  utter  horrible  imprecati 
and  make  awful  disclosures  of  the  new  state 
which  the  spirit  has  passed.  These  curs« 
hurled  against  the  person  whose  noisy,  im| 
clamour,  or  obstreperous  sorrow,  has  draggei 
spirit  back  within  the  bounds  of  mortality 
which  it  had  just  escaped.  Whatever  may  b< 
foundation  of  the  popular  belief,  it  is  more  tc 
purpose  to  tell,  that  among  the  dismal  tales  v 
make  the  listeners  cower  round  a  winter's  het 
in  Strathoran,  is  this — that  locked  up  logetlii 
that  lonely  hut  in  the  wood,  the  spirit  of  J 
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fortunate  man,  was  on  this  night  ^^  cried  back^  by 
the  mad-woman ;  and  that  his  curses  were  heard 
mingling  with  the  tempest,  which  rose  sudden 
and  wild,  bore  away  the  roof  of  John  Trann'^s  b}rre, 
uprooted  the  Justice-tree  on  the  Pechs^  Mount, 
and  rattled  down  a  dozen  slates  from  the  Grahame 
Arms,  even  while  Francie  Frisel,  with  a  nume- 
rous party,  was  merrily  and  jovially  being  entered 
heir,  Rouge-mantle  acting  as  foreman  of  the  jury. 
There  have  been  few  blither  lyke-wakes  in 
Scotland,  than  that  celebrated  at  the  Grahame 
Arms  on  this  occasion.  The  expense  of  the  revel 
was  generously  undertaken  by  the  heir,  on  con- 
dition that  John  Baillie  gave  credit  and  the  long 
day;  and  many  a  carouse  was  pledged  to  the  ^^ lusty 
young  inheritor,^  who,  elevated  on  a  buffet^tool 
placed  at  the  head  of  the  board,  dispensed  future 
fiivours  with  inimitable  ease,  and  made  gracious 
promises  of  all  kinds,  to  clients  and  fellow-com- 
potators  of  both  sexes.  Gamekeepers^  butler8\ 
and  grooms'*  placesy — and  cook-maids^  chamber- 
maids\  and  niursery-maids^  situations^  were  all 
rapidly  filled,  and  doubly  fiUed.  John  Baillie, 
at  his  own  proper  risk,  ordered  in  a  fresh  stoup 
of  brandy,  and  applied  for  the  factorage.  But 
this  was  civilly  refused  as  there  were  already 
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several  opptising  candidates;  and  be  put  op  n 
with  the  place  of  grouud-ofBcer — Kouge-tnai 
to  whom  it  was  first  tendered  in  behalf  of  Fi 
having  declined  it  in  name  of  that  ^dacious  I 
poral. 

"  Since  Christy  Grahame  took  that  incoOK 
his  shackle-bane,  after  the  fight  wj'  the  Hci 
head  folk,  he's  no  fit  to  handle  a  coal-pick,"  w 
ed  Mrs.  Christy,  whose  various  talents  bad  1 
in  full  play  from  the  commencement  of  the  i 
*'  If  you,  Harletillum,  would  make  htm  a  dom 
like — as  he's  no  &t  to  be  a  tailor — it's  an  e 
genteel  post.  I  might  eke  a  trifie  till't  by  lean 
the  lassies  washing  and  dressing,  and  sewing 
manners ;  whilk  would  aye  be  a  help  in  hna\ 
up  thac  sweet  lambs  that  Leddy  'Lizbelh  wi 
ha'e  ta'en  frac  their  mother's  bosom  and  pL 
in  an  orphaut  hospital.     I  took  it  no*  weel  of  I 

"  Sit  down,  Meg  !  It  shall  be  done,"  rcf 
the  great  man  coolly, — who,  tipsy  as  he  was  - 
brandy  and  prosperity,  still  had  a  son  of  w 
comic  enjoyment  of  the  scene- — "  ^Vc  have  1 
observed,  Meg,  that  those  who  run  through  a' « 
good,  still  make  capital  dominies :  it  is  veri! 
profession  of  refuge.  The  I'itbauchlie  Acad< 
for  young  hidies  and  gentlemen ;  for  schools 
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have  nothing  to  do  with  boys  and  girls  now. — It 
shall  be  done,  Meg. — Sit  down.*" 

"  'Od  he^s  a  ''cute  body,^  grinned  John  Trann, 
dodging  the  elbow  of  his  neighbour,  and  delighted 
with  his  own  intelligent  perception  of  a  great  mane's 
good  sayings. 

"  Now,  John,  for  your  job,  touching  a  renewal 
of  the  tack  of  Clapperton  Mill.  There^s  such  a 
thing  as  a  grassum  ?  How  do  you  come  down  ? 
Will  ye  bleed  freely  .?^ 

Like  other  unthinking  heirs,  Harletillum,  the 
second  of  the  name  of  our  acquaintance,  being 
grievously  in  want  of  cash,  quietly  pocketed  John^s 
five  guineas,  righteous,  but  overtaken  John,  se- 
cretly delighted  with  his  bargain  ;  as  Harletil- 
lum the  first  had  refused  ten  times  this  fine. 
It  is  true  that  before  eating  his  porridge  next 
morning,  John  went  to  the  ^^  Manse*^  to  reclaim  his 
money,  and  relinquish  all  advantage ;  but  to  the 
heir  that  was  neither  here  nor  there,  as  he,  by  that 
time,  was  far  on  his  way  to  Edinburgh. 

"  We^ll  be  rookit  by  Jews  before  coming  into 
possession,^  said  the  heir,  rising  at  last.  ^^  So 
we  adjourn  the  sederunt  for  this  night,  friends. — 
Ladies  and  gentlemen,  I  drink  this  bumper  to  all 
your  very  good  healths.*" 
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''It's  the  very  litBt  dribble  T  the  stoup,"  inil 
Christy  ;  but  John  Trann,  even  in  the  gaunt 
of  this  famine  of  thirst,  rose  and  cried,  "  C 
luck  to  ye,  HarletiUum  !  soon  may  ye  brook 
wn;  and  lang  may  ye  live  to  enjoy  it!"  an 
present  shouted,  "  Hurrah  !  hurrah  ! — hui 
r-rah  !" — "  Nine  times  nine .'"  cried  John  Ti 
"  He'll  be  wanting  his  siller  bark  the  mor 
a'  this  though,"  thought  the  heir.  And  whet 
court  broiic  up,  quite  sensible  that  he  was  far 
being  a  sound  man,  Francie  darted  down  tfar 
a  haicl  copse,  the  favourite  resort  of  ibe  i 
cock.  He  swam  Uke  a  frog  or  a  Byron  ;  ti 
this  lovely  dawn,  the  tempest  having  sunk  tx 
lull,  he  re&cshed  himself  with  a  cool  dip  in  « 
of  silver  Oran ;  and  then  waded  down  the  ai 
ken  stream  towards  the  Sourholes,  made  his  i 
under  the  sauglis,  and  in  live  minutes  stood  b 
Manse  a  new  man. 
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CHAPTER  XI. 

MANCEUVERING. 

Lord  William  ■ought  Bard  Annie't  hawnf, 

And  titled  at  the  nlver  pin ; 
And  Me  ready,  ready,  stood  Burd  Annie, 

To  let  Lord  William  in. 

"  My  gentle  lore !  my  Bard  Amiie :'* 

And  her  Idia  on  hia  red  lip  hung 
Aa  fweetaa  the  dew  on  the  lommer'a  rose, 

Aa  fweet,  ay,  and  aa  long. 

OldBalkuL 

But  no  damsel  stood  so  ^^  ready,  ready ,^  to  open 
at  the  tirl  of  Francie  on  the  four-paned  casement 
of  Mr.  Haliburton^s  study;  which,  along  with  its 
other  treasures,  contained,  as  he  presumed,  the 
sleeping  goddess  of  his  affections— the  fresh  and 
ruddy  Baby  Strang. 

Had  the  philosopher  in  the  tale  of  Zadig  stood 
in  FriseFs  stead,  his  sagacity  would  hare  discoyer- 
ed  that  all  was  not  well  with  the  frugal  mistresa 


in  gaining  tat  lanu 
Oie  turf.      And 
lie  sung : — 

Wakctodjr 

ii  toll  wii 
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IT  flmhing  into  1 
Tbe  Wk  lem  on 

Thr  IJurk-ooek  w 

Tbe  beUing  d>er  f 

l.ifr  buitu  o'er  it 

O !  viken,  vj 


The  dewi  Uc  fio* 

Up  Udy  1  liK*  ihy 


But  here  our  gall 
agreeably  intemipted 
opened,  not  exact 
have  Biuted  a  sim 


MAN<BUVBIN6.  207 

discomposed  in  costume— in  short,  more  like  ft 
beauty  quitting  a  ball-room  iif  day-light  at  six  in 
the  morning,  than  one  entering  it  by  wax-light  at 
eleyen  at  night. 

^£h,  Losh,  puir  Francie !  but  sing  nane  o^  your 
nonsense  sangs  here,  for  poor  auntie  is  just  dying ; 
the  Minister  and  me  have  sat  up  wi''  her  a^  the 
night,  and  a  wild  night  it  was ;  and,  the  Lord  be 
about  us  1  she  has  never  derailed  crying  firae 
the  turn  o^  the  night,  ^  Maun  a"  gang  to  Baby 
Strang  f  " 

We  record  this  variation  on  the  rhyme  of  deli- 
rium for  the  judgment  of  grammarians  and  philo- 
logists ;  for,  whereas  EiBe^s  original  cry  had  been 
^  A^  maun  gang  to  Baby  Strang,^  firom  what  Baby 
called  ^^  the  turn  o^  the  night^  it  took  this  interro- 
gative form.  Could  it  be  from  the  hour  in  which 
the  patient  had  that  mysterious  presentiment, 
those  inexplicable  intimations  of  approaching  dis- 
solution, which  often  visit  a  death-bed  ? 

'^  She  has  given  her  inside' a  rack  wi^  the  lift 
she  took  of  yon  monstrous  feather-bed  the  day,^ 
said  Francie,  who  had  great  faith  in  the  tenacity 
€t  Effie^s  thread  of  life.  ^^  Shell  come  roimd, 
ne^er  fear.     She^s  the  gear  that  will  no  traik ;  lang 
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or  the  De'il  die  by  ibe  dyke-side.  Bo^K 
the  Sanctuary,  and  our  auld  master;  so  gi'e 
kiss,  and  one  o"  the  MimBter's  clean  gravats. 
keep  up  your  heart,  Dae  fear  of  auntie  ES 
must  be  back  in  two  days  to  see  the  mools  d 

ly  aboon  auntie    Jacky'a  head  though. ' 

brings  care,'  it's  truly  said." 

"  Your  moan  is  soon  made  for  poor  au 
sighed  Baby ;  who,  as  yet  ignorant  of  bit 
bom  grandeur,  would  have  been  delighted 
for  a  few  minutes  in  the  arms  of  her  wee  lore 
also  to  have  set  duwn  to  the  account  of  eorrow 
might  have  been  half  claimed  by  a  softer  em 
But  her  lover's  complexion  va&  more  kU 
smiles  than  tears ;  so  he  cut  short  all  those  I 
demonstrations  by  a  sally  of  kisses,  the  d 
which  had  scarcely  dried  on  his  lips  when  be 
into  Monkshaugh''s  parlour,  and  knelt  befiir 
who,  like  a  dethroned  monarch  deserted ' 
courtiers,  now  sat  lonely  on  the  lioD-footed  4 

"  A  homi  I  a  boon .'  my  gradotia  liege,"" 
claimed  in  the  words  of  an  old  ballad. 

"  I^rancic  Frisel,  my  poor  knave !"  crie 
Laird,  a  smile  revisiting  his  face,  "  like 
ghost  the  glimpses  of  the  moon." — "  Wbe 
ye  from.^ — Have  you  broken  the  tolboothgr= 
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worn  to  skin  and  gristle— and  a^  for  hate  o'  me  the 
yillam  has  persecute  ye — but  get  up— — ^ 

<<  I^U  never  stu*  till  the  boon  is  granted.*^ 

<^  It  is,  man,  to  the  half  of  my  kingdom,^  cried 
the  Laird,  delighted  at  having  regained  one  liege- 
man, and  that  a  prime  favourite.  *^  Fule  boddie 
ye  have  the  boon — but  what  is  it  P'' 

**  To  intermarry  wi**  Baby  Strang,  your  li^  dai- 
ry-woman,— ^to  seise  the  lands  and  assume  the  arms 
of  Harletillum: — Supporters,  two  fTortoc/F*  Pro- 
per— motto  ^  Fast  and  Loos^ — Make  Latin  o''t 
at  your  leismre. — ^The  name  I'^m  not  so  particular 
about — as  Fnsel,  though  not  the  sweetest  of  silver 
sounds,  is  a  thought  genteeler  in  respect  of  the  il- 
lustrious houses  of  Lovat  and  Philorth.-^I 
have  kenned  noble  shearers  of  both  houses.^ 

Now  the  Laird,  a  lowland  gentleman  of  ancient 
fimily  and  name,  enjoyed  a  hit  at  the  proud  clans 
dearly ;  and,  altogether,  a  better  mode  of  communi- 
cating this  strange  and  unwelcome  intelligence 
could  not  have  been  devised.  Still  he  looked  pe- 
trified and  shocked,  and  exclaimed — ^^  A  Hur- 
dieon  !  A  Hurcheon  about  my  fire-side — my  very 
person,  for  twenty  years  !" 

<*  Master !  master !  I'm  fainting — I'm  dying  ^P 
cried  Peascod,  who  had  not  wholly  forgot  his  ori« 
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fcirer  practitioner. 

"  Francic !  Frandi 
Ye  could  not  help  ii 
noured  grandmother^^ 

*■  Now  I  trust,"  thi 
limber  as  a  corpse,  "  i 
something  o'  the  natur 
was  a  comfortable  woi 
country-side," 

"  Arc  ye  coming  n 
anxious  Laird,  supporl 
"  Your  colour's  no'  thai 

"  A-a— a— y !"  gasped 

"  Take  pardon  and 

Tm  a  man  of  liberal  id< 

hear  anotbeT  word  of  yo 

I  can  help  it,"  J 

I'pon  this  gracioiH 
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"  Lean  on  the  settee  beside  myseF,  Francie ; — 
and  now  for  Strathoran  news. — Is  the  roup  owre  ? 
Who  got  the  Flanders'  Mirror  ? — No  John  Hur- 
dbeon,  I  hope  ?" 

**  John  Hurcheon  has  looked  into  the  dark 
glass  which  to  mortals  shews  eternity  !^  said  Frisel, 
very  earnestly  ;  "  where  we  must  a'  look.  The 
sale  was  stopt.  Death  came  in  thirdsman  between 
him  and  you.  He  lies  stiff  and  stark  in  the  dean 
of  Emescraig  !^  and  he  related  the  manner  of  Hut- 
cfaen'^s  death. 

^  O,  that  was  sudden  !  May  we  be  all  prepar- 
ed!— ^but  he  was  called  to  a  hasty  accoimt.  Peace 
be  wT  him  be  it  God's  will.  Death,  Francie, 
should  end  a'  feud.''  There  was  a  pause  ere 
Monkshaugh  more  naturally  resumed : — ^^  And 
Mistress  EfBe,  how  is  she,  with  her  grand  airs  of 
introducing  me,  forsooth!  to  ladies  of  quality! 
*And  worthy  Gideon,  how  fares  the  honest  man 
after  his  kind  journey  ?" 

**  Between  the  twar— as  Davie  danced,"  said  the 
Whittret.  **  He  too  has  met  wi'a  bit  dispensation." 

**  Providence  be  about  us,  Francie! — Of  mercy 
or  of  judgment  is  it  .^" 

Oh,  just  as  it's  ta'en,"  replied  Frisel.    "  Pre- 


it 
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ceetely  as  it's  taken.  In  such  like  dispensat 
dependa  on  the  state  of  the  mind.  To  so 
like  a  knock  on  the  noop  of  the  elbow — shi 
soon  owrc ;  others,  men  of  decency  and  cons 
and  sober  Ufe,  may,  between  stretching  and 
ing,  make  their  grief  compass  the  neat  legal 

of  year-and-day.     Some  again ^ 

"  But  what  is't,  Francie  ?" 
"  His  wife  was  sugliing  away  when  I  li 
Sourholes ;  but  we  may  be  in  time  for  the 
al." — Now  Frisel,  though  his  information  « 
too  correct,  had  no  serious  fears  of  Mra,  Ht 
ton's  state;  but  he  was  of  that  temperamez 
cannot  resist  creating  a  sensation — the  faili 
his  order.  In  fact,  the  love  of  exaggeration 
of  the  most  poetical  elements  of  low  life, 

"  My  housekeeper,  Euphanc  Fechnie 
claimed  Monkshaugh,  dread^Uy  shocked. 
was  five  year  and  two  month  younger  than 
Cut  down  like  a  flower !" — He  sank  on  the  i 
"  All  flesh  is  grass;  ye  would  do  weel  to  oa 
your  latter  end,  Francie.  Baby  will  be  ha 
and  the  Laird  raised  himself, — "  but  Mr.  Gi 
in  right  of  his  Jtts  marili,  will  enjoy  the  cm 
o'  her  gear.  I  wonder  how  much  it's  thoua^t  li 
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''  Oh,  the  weary  befa'  it,  for  it's  broken  Effie'i 
heart  T  And  the  history  of  the  smash  of  the 
Bank,  and  the  burning  of  the  Whim,  followed. 

*^  But  Fm  vexed,  Francie,  though,  to  all  the 
holes  of  my  heart  for  my  Lord  Rantletree.  He'll 
be  half  ruined,  poor  man,''  said  Monkshaugh. 

Now,  Frisel  being  rather  of  the  sect  of  Roche- 
fbucault,  replied,  ^^  Indeed  ye  look  like  it.  Laird. 
And  ye'll  see  that  I'm  deeply  grieved  myself 
I  question  when  we'll  baith  get  the  better  o't. — 
But  when  do  we  start  for  home  ?  Who  dare  say 
boh  to  our  banner  now  ?  And  ye'll  be  looked 
for  at  Effie's  interment." 

^^  Ay,  poor  Effie  !  She  has  not  left  a  woman 
behind  her  in  Strathoran  can  dress  a  capon — ^  the 
canonical  capon' — as  Dr.  Rubrick  wont  to  call  it 
The  art  only  survived  in  her.  It's  clean  lost  in 
Scotland! — ^But  what  care  I  for  going  home, 
knave,  to  toom  walls,  where  there's  neither  poor 
Xisbeth's  smile,  nor  Wolfe  Grahame's  rough 
shake  of  the  hand  to  welcome  me  ?  I'm  sure  I 
plague  myself  about  ilka  body's  business,  little 
thinking  what  poor  'Lizbeth  is  doing  without  me. 
And  there  again,  I  vow,  is  that  low  boddie  Deacon 
Daigh  !"— -and  Monkshaugh  dashed  close  the 
broken  blind. — ^^  There  are,  I  know,  some  score 
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or  two  of  coarse  household  bricks 
■ticks  for  thirty  year.  I  dare  say  it's  prescri 
And  to  be  bothering  an  esiated  gentleman 
wish  I  had  change  to  pay  the  shabby  boddii 
Deny  me  knave." 

"  Here  is  your  five  purse-penuies,  Laird," 
Fiisel ;  iind  he  with  alacrity  as  hearty  as  thai 
which  they  were  taken,  drew  forth  John  Tr 
grtusnm,  or  Jitie  on  entry.  "  Shall  I  pay  hii 
or  trip  up  his  heels  and  gi'e  him  a  faeisic  owr 
bannisters  ?  Say  iJie  word — ^pitch  or  pay 
a'  ane  to  your  humble  Bervant-" 

"  ni  pay  him  off,  and  never  buy  were  il 
B  soutcr's  clod  o'  his  baking  t  The  ill-bred 
die,  he  has  lost  the  countenance  of  the  hou 
Monksbaugli." 

The  Deacon  came  forward  with  many 
found  congees — the  Laird,  meanwhile,  strui 
about — a  perfect  picture  of  turkey-cock  dignii 

"  My  servant,  Francis  Frisel,  will  settle 
you,  friend,"  said  he,  in  a  high  English  ace 
ever  s  sign  of  his  highest  displeasure. 

"  Settle  with  me,  Monksbsugh  !  I'm  no 
in  such  a  pinched  circumstance  as  to  need  d 
gentleman  till  his  ain  time  come.  This  wil 
Borne  of  the  BurUne'  news,  now.     Would  ; 


»w.     Woul^w 
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lieve  it,  Monksbaugh — Mrs.  Burlin,  my  dochter, 
had  the  unnaturality  to  say  to  my  face,  last  night 

no  farther  gone. — What  think  ye  she  said  ? ^ 

The  Deacon  made  an  emphatic  pause  and  looked 
very  knowing.  Now  the  Laird  dearly  loved  a  bit 
of  gossip— and,  above  all,  to  know  what  all  the 
Mrs.  Burlins  said — so  seriously  did  he  his  ear  in- 
cline,— **  Why,  that  love- dotard  was  sillier  than 
calf-love,  and  ten  times  dafter-like  !^ — And  again 
the  Deacon  paused,  and  looked  to  gather  the  ef- 
fect of  his  information  before  adding — ^^  But  I^m 
no  seeing  the  bonnie  young  leddy  this  morning — 
and  a  lang  dance  she^s  led  me  these  five  mornings 
wi^  the  Calender-wife  dogging  my  heels.  But 
they  ken  wha  winds  them  a  pirn.  I  have  led  her 
through  as  mony  crooked  roundabout  ways  as  the 
walls  o^  Troy  on  a  school-laddie^s  sclate.^ 

"  Ay,  ye'*re  up  to  trap  !^  said  Frisel,  much  di- 
verted, though  the  Laird  was  again  just  between 
the  losing  and  winning. 

^^  Am  I  not  f"^  said  the  Deacon,  complacently 
smiling.  '^  If  Holyrood  be  his  private  mark— • 
then  look  for  David  Daigh  about  the  Main-point, 
or  the  Guse-dubs — Hope  Park  as  ye  call  it.  Then 
I  mak^  a  wheel  and  back  to  Geordie  Boyd^s  brig, 
whilk  folk  now  call  the  Earthen   Mound,  and 
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down  by  the  Auld  Botanic  and  the  Triiii^^ 
here  stand  I.  The  calender- wife,  whea  I  c 
tcnge4  her,  pretended  she  was  not  fuUowing 
but  gaun  to  Quaker  Miller's  Abbey  garden  to 
kaih — Let  hei  cliew  the  castock  !"*  and  he  i 
his  eye  and  shook  his  bead  knowingly. 

Monkshaugh,  not  a  little  ofFended  at  this  I 
dom,  chiefly  because  the  Deacon  had  not  ent 
on  the  merits  as  to  what  Mrs.  Burlin  bad  said, 
replied — "  The  Lady  Elisabeth  de  Bruce  it  j 
to  Ireland  with  her  noble  father — though  it's 
every  carle's  busmess  where  a  lady  of  fis 
goes;  but  if  she  has  ordered  any  whigs,  coo! 
plait-rows,  petticoat-iaila,  short-bread,  or  E 
Gordons  from  you,  I  shall  order  my  servai 

settle  for  her  to  the  amount  of "     The  L 

looked  at  the  Whittret,  and  boldly  added — "  ] 
guineas !" 

"  To  Ireland !  and  without  her  bit  docuine 
said  the  Deacon,  sbpping  off  bis  wig.  From 
he  took  a  pocket-handkerchief;  from  this  a  bi 
paper  parcel ;  from  that  a  blue  one — and  the 
den  core  of  his  mystery  appeared  in  the  j^uise 
packet  1  the  seal  still  entire,  but  the  outer  envc 
much  soiled  and  fretted. 

"  I  thought,  for  safety,''  whispered  the  ec 
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dier,  **  to  bake  it  in  a  bun  or  a  tart, — as  I  was 
once  paid  to  do  in  my  young  day  -wY  a  billy-dough 
by  a  certain  gallant — we  name  no  names, — ^but  I 
could  not  get  as  lang  o^  the  bake-house  to  myself 
without  the  Burlins.*" 

The  outer  envelope  was  addressed  to  Elizabeth 
by  her  maiden  style ;  but  another  was  peering 
through  the  frayed  paper.  The  Laird  took  up 
his  gold-rimmed  spectacles,  and  the  Whittret  in 
rain  attempted  to  pass  the  trick  he  had  formerly 
as  vainly  essayed  luider  the  gleg  grey  eye  of 
Euphane  Fechnie. 

"  The  Honourable  Mrs.  Wolfe— Mrs.  Wolfe 
Grahame  !^  read  the  Laird,  turning  the  packet 
round. 

"  Weel  it's  fairly  out  of  my  hands ;  and  I  could 
na  have  handled  it  mair  tenderly  an  it  had  been 
flam-paste  for  the  Ha'  table  of  Castle  Goifdon, — 
for  I'm  a  Moray  man  ;  but  indeed  ye  may  guess 
that  by  my  rash  tongue — ^but  Lord's  sake  let  na  my 
word  be  heard,  Francie. — I  see  the  Laird's  en- 
gaged."   And  the  Deacon  bowed  and  retired. 

**  It  must  be  known  some  time,"  thought  Frisel, 
who  had  great  confidence  in  his  own  resources, 
and  in  his  knowledge  of  his  master's  trim. — "  Ay, 
ye  read  very  right,  I^aird — '  The  Honourable  Mrs. 
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Wolfe  Grahame,  Monkshaugli  House, 
oran,  by  Rookstown,  X.  B.' — right  as  a  gk 
Your  eyes  are  not  a  bit  failed ;  but  it's  not 
unplain  hand,  though  a  leddy's  I  thiDb.  1 
Captain  and  Lcddy  'Lizbeth's  juat  married — i 
what  about  it  ?  I'm  sure  it's  but  natural, 
thinking  o'  marrj-ing  myser." 

"  Married !  without  my  knowledge,  priv 
and  coneeut !"  cried  INtoukshaugh,  looldng  agh 

"  Certainly  without  your  knowledge ;  but 
fi«in  being  without  your  consent.  I'll  prove  ( 
to  your  aatififaction  in  a  jiftie ;  but  I  doubt 
owre  true  what  Captam  Wolfe  suspected — "  J 
Frisel  sighed  and  looked  grave. 

"  Suspected  what  ?  The  young  v-illain  f 
wheedle  poor  'Lizbeth  to  marry  him  without 
knowledge;  for  it's  a'  his  fault;  or  would 
whom  I  have  carefully  bred  and  brought  up ;  , 
^ven — yc  bought  it  yourself,  and  it  was  a 
edition — Gregory's  Legacy,  when  she  was 
above  nine  blessed  years,  to  put  her  on  her  gu 
against  the  wiles  o'  men : — would  she  have  pi 
ed  me  such  a  supple  trick  but  for  him  the  oed 
ing  villun  P  But  I  vow  111  marry  a  leddy  i 
diranherit  him !" 

"Yehadbett«Tdothat!  Weel  would  it  set  7 
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"  Hold  your  peace,  Frisel— or  Hurcheon— or 
whatever  they  call  ye  !^  he  cried,  as  he  stamped 
about ;  but  no  sooner  was  the  hasty  word  of  ap- 
probrium  uttered  than  repented. 

"  Oh,  master  !*"  groaned  Frisel. 

<<  Weel,  do  not  faint  again.  I'm  sorry,  Fran- 
cie ;  but  why  should  ye  provoke  me  by  defending 
that  young  scape-grace  ?" 

*^  Sit  your  ways  down,  and  take  a  few  o^  the 
auld  leddy's  composing  drops;  and  I''ll  make  it  all 
as  plain  to  a  gentleman  of  your  good  sense  as  a 
pike-staff.^ — Monkshaugh  sat  down  and  looked  in 
his  liegeman's  face, — as  a  traveller  bewildered  in 
a  forest  or  a  misty  wild,  may  look  on  his  pocket- 
compass. 

^^  Ye'U  allow,  Monkshaugh,  that  there  are  se- 
crets in  all  families  ?"*" 

"  Surely !  And  what  of  that  ?  There  is  a 
secret  in  oiur  family.'' 

**  Can  a  gentleman  of  your  penetration  and 
judgment  make  no  bit  guess,  slantwise,  why  Cap- 
tain Wolfe  stole  a  march  on  ye  ?^ 

^^  I  guess  nothing  but  that  he  is  an  undutiful, 
rebellious  rascal,  who  has  wheedled  poor  'Lizbeth 
to  her  ruin  !  She  who  might  have  looked  so  far 
aboon  him." 
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"Ye  bit  i'  the  bull's 


eye!  tbcTeryn 


I  knew  je  vould  hit  it." 

"  That  lang,    ill-sweeled    Irish 
not  my  nevoy,  Wolfe  Grahsrae,  in  birth  in^ 

if  not  in  fortune,  aa  good  or  better ?" 

"  Pooh  I  Never  a  DeUneyr  inierrupwd 
"  It  was  all  settled  long-  before  we  heard 
name.— Come  here,  Laird,  aod  TU  maj- 
shew  ye."  And  he  led  the  wondering  and 
what  ttrdy  gentleman  to  a  large  chimney  i 
which  reflected  his  petit  figure  at  full  lengl 
his  little  prim  face,  wig  and  all,  at  more  thi 
breadth.  After  a  short  pause  for  a  genera]  s 
Frisel  drew  back,  and,  with  excellent  gr 
waving  his  hand  to  the  shadow,  said  «1 
"  There's  where  she  or  any  young  leddy 
have  looked ;  ay,  and  if  a'  tales   be  trne 

have  sighed   and   looked   in    vain  .' and  i 

where  Captain  Wolfe  Grahame,  pining  ii 
himself,  feared  she  had  looked  ;  and  if  a  c 
gentleman  (nodding  to  the  shadow)  gave 
look  for  look,  all  was  up  wiih  hinj,  poor  ( 
Jealousy,  I.aird,  Jealousy ! — the  very  rai 
devil  among  the  passions — that  would  set  fc 
against  brother.  I  ken  that  by  myser  ^ 
Ush  Tom  wanted  to  draw  up  wi'  Baby." 
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The  change,  which  wonder,  vanity,  and  self- 
complacence,  gradually  wrought  on  the  reflected 
fiice,  was  so  irresistibly  ludicrous  that  the  spectator 
had  some  difficulty  in  commanding  himself. 

But  what  the  face  confessed  the  voice  modestly 
disclaimed : — **  Ye  are  under  a  great  mistake, 
Francie ;  however  it  might  have  been  some  forty 
years  ago. — ^How  could  Wolfe  Grahame  be  jeal- 
ous of  me  and  poor  Xizbeth  ?  He  had  no  just 
cause.''^ 

*^  Cause  or  no  cause,  Laird,  lies  between  you 
and  your  ain  conscience.  I^m  no  pressing  ye  hard — 
and  I^m.far  from  suspecting  you  of  involving  the 
name  of  any  young  leddy — ^whatever  your  private 
knowledge  or  opinion  may  be.  As  a  faithful  ser- 
vant I  give  you  a  hint — ^take  it  well  or  iU.  The 
peace  of  your  house  lies  in  your  hands.  If  ye 
shew  yourself  rebunctious  now,  see  what  Captain 
Wolfe  will  think.  He^ll  no^  be  slow  to  guess  your 
reasons,  though  I  hope  he^ll  never  wreck  his  jeal- 
ous anger  on  his  poor  leddy .^ 

^*  Heaven  forbid !  Francie — though  I^m  sure 
ye  are  mistaVn — that  I  were  the  cause  of  dis- 
peace  where  most  I  would,  and  do  wish  to  promote 
imion  and  affection.  My  dear  brother^s  only  son 
— the  daughter  of  my  noble  kinsman,  my  poor 
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'Lizbcth — Lord  forbid  !      But   how  is  | 

rascal  to  face  me  after  his  undutiftihieM  ?- 
he  has  no  sense  ;  for  if  I  had  been  acknowl 
how  could  I  liave  refiised  my  consent,  un 
had  come  boldly  forward  and  offered  lo  : 
'Liibeth  myself,  which  I  never  raade  up  my 
to,  Poor 'Lizbeth !  to  be  sure  maidens 
marry ;  for  auld  lasses  are  lightlv  looked 
They  '  wither  on  the  virgin  thorn'  Shaksp 
plays  say,  Francie, — But  what  will  Leddy  ' 
tallan  say  ?  for  that  is  more  cogent  than 
and  Shakspeare  to  boot.  Her  strtiqg  tniod- 
"  That's  another  part  of  speech.  Laird ; 
I'll  tell  ye  what  ye'll  do" — said  Frisel,  wiili 
air  of  one  who  has  hit  on  a  happy  thought- 
maintain  your  prerogative,  and  shew  Ledd)- '. 
tallan  and  Mr.  Dalrymple  you  are  master  at  fa 
Ye'll  ne'er  let  on  o'  this ;  and  yc'U  write  ( 
with  to  Captain  Wolfe  Grahame,  oomman 
him,  on  peril  of  your  marrying  a  leddy  and 
ing  heirs-mnle  of  your  own,  to  wed  'Lixbeti 
Bruce,  spinster — no  questions  asked,  but  su( 
your  pleasure.      I'll   carry  your    mandate   mj 

alang  wi'  the  Deacon's  document,  which I 

der  where  it  came  frae  ?" 

"  Ve  surely  are  a  fairy  boddie  after  «',  Fm 
2  " 
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And  I  wiU  do  it,  were  it  only  to  punish  the  young 
rogue'^s  undutifulness ;  and  write  Leddy  Tamtal- 
Ian — when  I  get  home;  for  I  have  no  embossed 
paper  here,  and  her  Ladyship  is  apt  to  be  particu- 
lar ;  for  she  is  a  woman  of  an  uncommon  strong 
mind : — I  wish  that  were  over.  A  fine  job  I'll  have 
to  put  Monkshaugh  House  in  order  for  the  young 
truckers.  But  I  must  order  a  new  bed,  wardrobe, 
and  toilette-glass,  for  the  Honourable  Mrs.  Wolfe 
Grahame's  ch aimer,  Francie,  come  the  siller  firom 
where  it  will ;  and  I'll  need  a  new  suit  to  receive 
the  bride.  This  has  been  a  day  among  the  Dog- 
gers 1^ — Births y  DeathSy  and  Marriages  T 

Three  days  afterwards,  there  were  also  Funer- 
alsy  three  in  the  same  day,  and  almost  at  the 
same  hour,  in  the  little  mossy,  shaded  churchyard 
of  St.  Serf.  A  hearse  with  a  few  careless  attend- 
ants, bore  the  remains  of  the  late  owner  of  the 
Whim  to  the  last  home.  A  few  decent  stragglers 
followed  Mr.  Francis  Frisel,  who  bore  the  head  of 
a  cofiin  ;  and  the  dust  of  Misa»Jacky  Fingle  wa« 
laid  very  near  that  of  Mr.  Hutchen.  *'  Devout 
men*"  bore  Mrs.  Euphane  Fechnie  to  her  "burial,'' 
her  afflicted  husband  being  quite  unfit  to  attend. 
Had  she  been  able  to  speak,  Effie  would,  no  doubt, 
have  remonstrated  loudly  against  "  a 'sponsible  wo- 
man, a  Minister's  wife,  being  laid  cheekie  for  chowic 

VOL.  III.  s 


by  the  hedges  with  theii 
ces^oDS  pass ;  "  but  oh,  £ 
shiny  day  for  an  intennei 
a*,  lies  in  the  Hurcheon^g 
Francie!"  ^ 

A  xhort  time  after  tm 
Mr.  Delancy  had  he«i 
from  Monkshaugh's  Aaar. 
ger  TamtalUn,  with  wh 
previously  sligrhtly  acquai 

"  She  never  was  beaul 
proved  her  very  much  thi 
her  ladyship  in  a  quotat 
as  they  entered  the  loft; 
room,  where  Lady  Taml 
law  papers ;  her  dame  of  1 
ly  accused  by  Mi«-  Burii 
Inr,  busied  about  some  pie 
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taking  its  most  rapid  spasmodic  movement.  ^^  I 
was  lately  visited  by  Hutchen,  who  seems  a  man  of 
infonnation.  Whoever  the  girl  may  be,  I  have  here 
damning  proofs  of  what  he  is  !^  and  she  struck  the 
fMpecs  in  her  hands — ^^  Here  is  a  letter  of  yes- 
terday, in  which  she  whom  ye  all  name  by  the 
name  of  my  noble  mother,  Elisabeth  de  Bruce, 
says  she  has  gone  off  to  Ireland  with  my  nephew 
John, — ^would  that  the  bark  had  foundered  which 
first  hofre  him  to  its  coasts  !-— Young  gentleman, 
wJbat  know  you  of  the  daughter  of  O'Connor  ?— 
was  ever  the  woman  now  known  as  Lady  Mont- 
egle>  the  wife  of  the  de  Bruce  f^ 

^^  My  lady,  she  never  was  so  honoured.'" 

*^  Then  she  is  the  unwedded  mother  of  his 
daughter.^ 

*^  If  any  man  durst,  in  my  presence,  so  name 
Xiady  Mmntegle,  I  would  say  he  lied  like  a  vil- 
lain,^ returned  Delancy,  his  eyes  flashing  with 
lage : — ^^  if  any  lady,  that  she  spoke  what  was 
falae  and  slanderous.'*' 

Th9  Dowager's  head  steadied ;  all  the  Uaek  and 
iNUeUood  in  h&t  vnas  mounted  to  her  face,  whieli 
became  swarthy  red,-«-her  eyes  emitted  flashes  of 
lurid  lif^t;  but  conquering  this  emotinA  by  a 
•trong  efiwrt  of  self-control,  a  grim  smile  relaxed 
hfir  Mvesci  6itore»-^^^  Young  gendeman,''  she 
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said,  *'  leaving  this  point  of  championship  op 
must  now  question  you. — What  do  men  ol 
world  most  value — ^fortune,  fame,  or  love?" 

"  There  is  yet  another  possession,  my  1 
which  some  men  hold  of  greater  value  than  a 
three — ^honour !" 

"  Ay — are  you  of  that  mind  ?  Hark  ye,  tl 
and  she  wliinpered  in  the  young  msD''s  ear,  1 
donie  smile  stealing  over  her  features.  H 
l)ack  8  step  or  two — became  pale  and  then  cri 
red,  and  fixed  his  eyes  on  the  malignant  spe> 

"  I  Bin  one  too  many  here,"  said  Lady  H&n 

"  No,  Lady  Haniette,  'tis  a  mere  trifle 
seems  those  prospects  of  fortune  in  which  1 
idly  bred,  and  which  I  have  too  wantonly  in 
ed,  are  false  and  hollow. — It  may  be  true- 
what  then  ?" 

"  That  depends  on  yourself,  young  gentlen 
said  the  Dowager.  "  It  would  be  liard  that  a  I 
tish  marriage  stood  between  you  and  your  ui 
estates.  You  are  a  man  with  a  beard  on  your  I 
you  surely  know  how  to  help  yourself?  An 
assured  the  l)ouse  of  de  Bruce  covets  no  sue 
liance, — were  the  mines  of  Mexico  her  dowry 

"  Perchance,  madam."  said  the  yotmg 
proudly,  "  my  family,  were  all  circtunsta 
known,  might   be  quite  as  little  ambitions  of 
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alliance  of  your  noble  house.  Unluckily  such 
affairs  depend  on  individual  affections  as  well  as 
family  interests.  This  marriage  was  certainly 
contracted  with  the  full  consent  of  the  party  most 
interested."" 

"  The  consent  of  a  lassie  !  Did  ye  ever  know 
one  of  them  yet  who  for  six  hours  together  knew 
her  own  mind  ?  or  who  would  not  as  readily  con- 
sent to  her  marriage  being  set  aside  as  contracted, 
if  she  had  that  in  her  power  ? — ^but  this  was  no 
marriage — ^never  was — shall  be  none  !*" 

^^  Pardon  me,  madam,  that  I  dread  depends 
neither  on  you  nor  me. — Lady  Harriette,  may  I 
now  attend  you.  I  must  go  to  Ireland.  It  is  not 
necessary  that  I  should  remain  the  heir  of  Lord 
Montegle ;  but  very  necessary  that  I  act  as  be- 
comes an  honest  man."" 

Within  the  hour  Delancy  was  on  his  way  to 
Ireland,  far  outstripping  in  speed  Elizabeth  and 
her  fellow  traveller. 


Whro  EnnfirN  t 

Cod  blcncd  the  g 
Tht  f nwnld  of  E 
Li  the  rii^  a£  ihc 


It  wm  ill  ihe  jirii 
EUzabeth  and  her  ft 
journey  or  Eight  to  I 
and  the  early  pait  ot 
when  night  looks  lik 
Those  early  misfoiti 
vaye,  made  i^vil  be 
beth's  companion,  h; 
night ;  and  the  heat 
bis  habits,  and  misai 
don,  made  them  ofl 
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Their  route,  chosen  to  avoid  notice,  Uy  through 
some  of  the  fairest,  though  the  most  sequestered 
landscapes  in  the  lowlands  of  Scotland ;  it  was 
Elisabeth^s  first  long  journey,  and  her  heart  was 
all  alive,  her  fancy  in  a  perpetual  dance  all  day, 
and  her  slumbers  as  gay  as  were  her  fimcies. 

Though  the  general  demeanour  of  Lord  de 
Bruce  was  always  grave,  even  to  melancholy,  he 
was  ever  gentle  to  all  who  approached  him,  and 
to  Elisabeth  even  kind.  He  sat  silent  for  hours 
together-^— but  then  he  held  her  hand ;  and  by  m 
single  expressive  word  or  look  he  would  point  out 
some  object  that  was  likely  to  please  or  interest 
her ;  and  then  his  eyes  would  reflect  the  expression 
of  hers,  true  as  the  echo  to  the  voice,  however 
distant  and  faint  the  repetition.  And  thus  advan- 
cing in  intimacy  by  such  delicate  and  imperceptible 
degrees,  they  passed  the  first  days  of  their  leisure- 
ly journey,  Elizabeth  delighted  to  perceive  that 
though  seldom  inquired  for,  she  was  always  missed; 
that  though  never  solicited  to  return,  she  was  ever 
sOently  welcomed  back  ;  and  that  her  heart- 
prompted,  womanly  offices  of  kindness  to  the  m-' 
valid,  were  gently  claimed,  and  already  tacitly 
expected. 

She  had  said  ^^  that  she  would  find  many  ways 


1 

^^Hi                          of  any  kind,  mtn^ 
^^^Hl                            and  boundless  confi< 
^^H'                            thy  of  those  in  yea 

^^^Hi                          HB  they  srose,  beni 
^^H                          love,  or  fear,  a  pom 
^^^H                            to  be  infijeed  into  tl 
^^HT                         panion,  and  to  reani 
^^11                         And  to  him  her  ch 
^H|                         study.     With  aUirij 
^^^B                         sex, — and  from  hm 
^^H                         little  of  its  artificiRl  i 
^^^H                         natural,  .tensitivc  the 
^^Hl                            ouB,  hopeful,    lively 
^^H|                         fate's  despite,  with  a 
^^H|                           with   a  whisper  or 
^^^^^^^^^^^H     ftnd   tratchful  tende 
^^^^^^^^^B    heart  than  her  teas 
i^^^^H^I^K^bnrc^  and  to  HmwiJ 
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more — ^woman  in  woman's  brightest  excess  !^ 
was  the  thought  of  Elizabeth's  silent  companion ; 
and  he  said  aloud — ^^  Elizabeth,  with  all  your 
other  feminme  propensities,  have  you  not  the  al- 
1^^  one  of  curiosity  ?*" 

*^In  an  infinite  degree,  my  Lord,  on  some  points; 
though  another  word  should  be  found  to  express 
my  feelings.  My  head  is  seldom  curious, — ""tia  a 
want  of  the  heart  with  me  :  seldomer  felt  of  course 
but  much  more  importunate ; — ^besides,  I  can  long 
to  know  what  I  must  not  dare  to  inquire.'" 

^^  And  I  could  wish  to  tell  what  I  cannot  bear 
to  speak.  We  must  find  an  interpreter— old  Mo- 
nica Doran,  perhaps.  But  if  I  held  a  magician^s 
glass,  tell  me  what  sight  I  should  be  asked  to  pre- 
sent to  you — Wolfe  Grahame?  In  what  scene  or 
shape  would  you  like  to  see  him  P'" 

*^  1  have  a  little  fairy-glass  of  my  own  which 
presents  him  to  me  in  as  many  attitude^  as  possi- 
ble,*" said  she  smiling.     "  I  would  rather ^ 

^^  Which  you  wear  in  your  bosom  all  day,  and 
place  at  night  beneath  your  pillow  to  woo  dreams,*" 
interposed  her  companion,  also  smiling. — ^^  But 
what  would  Elizabeth  rather  ?*" 

"  Nothing,  my  Lord.  Besides,  it  is  now  your 
mid-day  hour  of  sleep."" 


■Thi 
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iMi  smg  to  me,  Eliabeili, 


terd.,.  I  begio  lo  b<,  „  Imuii™,,,^ 
.toi  Suit™.-  Aad  now.  if  oye,„„,  I 
Ungout,  Md  oshauntion  ke  imnt  Ian 
11  was  on  Elizsbcth's  .houldcr  be  noM 
lo.;  .nd  then  her  „„g  feu  g™|„,J^ 
chu™  .»,  ..  (ii„,  .„d  „^  „  ,j^  5^^ 
B.  which  the  bashful  Hedgeling  trie,  itan 
Bilmig  music  of  bird.,  to  ih„„  ,ho  rain 
td  muiUniy  more  th.n  feathered  „.„rt«, 
tkes.i.Me.t  lay  thM  birds  crer  ring-one, 
lUinefafiret  notes  against  tile  whole  woodU 
••  My  sweet  and  |»ti™t  page  i-  suJ 
Brace,  waiting  ftom  ,be  «„,  ^j^ 
her  which  he  had  known  fi,,  „,„  j.^ 
I  shall  tire  you,  Elijnbelh.—How  stnmge 
ours  !  This  brui»rf  heart—this  bligble* 
Dower!  ikes  it  yet  livt^-tbro,  fort»S 
drils  .till  ?  Doe.  fancy  still  scatter  4m 
vagrant  wiagctl  seeds  ?  And  they  wfll  t« 
ftom  me— eren  this  Wolfe  Grahame?" 

"  Ah,  no  r  said  tniiaheth.  •'  He  win 
dm  person  of  your  happy  hotuehuld—and 
be  second  in  i»]ace  and  in  power,  but  lini 
father's  lowe — in  right  < 
my  poor  mother " 


"2 


THJC  RH£BALD  18LK.  283 

Her  rashness  was  instantly  repented  as  she  saw 
the  sudden  and  dreadful  change  that  came  over 
his  features,  and  thfe  diiy«riiigs  that  pasaed  like 
an  ague-fit  over  his  frame;  and  apprehended  an  ac- 
cess of  his  melancholy  distemperature.   Her  agony 
of  distress  and  alarm — her  stifled  cries,  and  flood 
of  tears,  and  frantic  caresses,  roused  the  feelings 
of  the  invalid  to  combat  with  his  inaidious  enemy. 
**  Be  calm,  Elisabeth — and  for  your  sake  I  will 
strive  to  be  well,**^  he  whispered.     *^  If  my  strange 
noalady  should  fi^hten  and  alienate  you!«— I  have 
now  a  motive  as  strong  to  over-master  this  demon- 
trouble,  as  ever  my  broken  heart  and  perverted 
mind  fostered  for  its  indulgence.*" 

It  was  on  their  farther  drive  on  this  night  that 
Elixabeth  grieved  to  percrive  that  the  mind  of  de 
Bruce,  i£  not  warped,  was  still  wavering  and  flighty 
-—that  ^^  the  sweet  bells  jangled.^  He  talked  a 
graatdeal— indeed  incessantly— choosing  his  themes 
from  the  star-light  sky,  the  veering  clouds,  the 
Bight-winds,  and  the  ocean— whispering  mysteri- 
puffly  of  departed  spirits,  and  of  their  visible  and 
invisibb  intercouipo  with  the  lower  world ;  of  su- 
pernatu^l  influences,  dreams,  and  mystic  reminia- 
ceases,  and  presentimenta ;  and  of  that  blind  and 
ralj^iUlesr  j^Mitiny  whicb  enchaina  moftal  beinga  to 
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a  fate  from  which  there  is  no  escape — a  p 
vhich,  in  his  perverted  and  unhappy  mind,  us 
ed  the  place  of  that  guardian  Providence  in  w 
Elbabeth  had  been  taught  to  confide,  and  to 
peace  and  joy  in  her  confidence,  "  1  have 
better  taught,"  wag  her  thought  ;  and,  with  i 
humility  and  perchance  justice,  she  nientall3 
ded — "  and  oh  more  happily  placed  t  less  se' 
ly  tried,  thougli  better  prepared  for  trial  by  tha 
mour  which  is  not  mine  own  strength." 

And  though  Elizabeth,  who  had  too  much 
gination  to  be  free  of  some  tinge  of  superstii 
crept  closer  to  tlie  side  of  the  visionary  spea 
and  drew  her  breath  more  tardily,  a  few  min 
re-assured  her,  and  even  gave  lier  confidenc 
whisper  her  own  better  trust  and  noljler  b( 
and,  with  the  warm  realities  of  happy  life,  to 
place  those  wild  idealities;  or  at  least  win  her  i 
tor  to  patient  attention  to  the  promptings  of 
spirit  of  a  sound  mind. 

At  twilight,  on  the  fourth  day,  tlie  dim  coai 
Ireland  was  pointed  out  to  Elizabeth  by  her  fe 
traveller,  who  sunk  into  melancholy  reverie, 
exulting  burst  of  delight  was  speedily  oven 
"  If  Ac  should  be  ill .'"  was  lier  thought ;  and 
wildering  discourscB  to  which  she  Usteoed^x 
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ed,  and  struck  a  damp  on  her  heart :  **  Was  this  pre- 
sentiment ?*"  And  every  hour  now  appeared  an 
age,  which  kept  her  back  from  the  first  object  of 
her  journey. 

So  slowly  had  they  hitherto  travelled,  that 
Elizabeth  was  enabled  to  discover  the  Crossgates 
of  Caberax  by  the  living  sign-post  of  the  old 
Trooper,  who,  with  a  towel  thrown  over  his  arm  as 
proudly  as  a  banner  flag,  and  with  as  much  flour 
battered  into  his  silvery  hair  as  might  have  made 
him  a  comfortable  dumpling,  had  for  ten  long 
hours  made  a  leg  at  the  Widow  Bonalie^s  portal, 
waiting  to  receive  "  Coronet  Lord  de  Bruce.*" 

In  this  guise,  and  drawn  up  as  stiffly  as  if  his 
jacket  had  been  stuffed  with  ramrods,  the  ''dacious 
Corporal  took  his  place  behind  his  former  master'^s 
chair,  and  entered  on  his  ftinctions  as  solemnly  as 
if  life  and  death  had  depended  on  the  handmg  of 
a  platter.  The  first  sparkle  of  genuine  mirth  which 
Elizabeth  had  seen  glance  firom  the  eye  of  the 
Lord  de  Bruce,  was  struck  forth  by  the  grand 
bearing  of  the  Corporal,  who,  on  this  occasion, 
stood  firm  in  the  infantry  attitude  of  ^^  present 
arms,^  speaking  not  one  word ;  though  they 
soon  overheard  that  he  made  himself  some  small 
amends  on  the  gentle  ears  of  the  Widow  Bonalie^ 
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whom  he  crammed  quite  as  full  as  she  bad  ' 
those  spring  chickens,  for  which  sliv  formally 
Icnged  Elizabeth's  approbatioa. 

"  Lord  be  about  us,  Corporal,  for  ye  are  a 
feet  bloody  J  ack-the-Giant- Killer.  Thirty  i 
pies  in  a  morning  wi'  your  ain  band  !" 

"  As  ye  would  spii  plovers,  Mrs.  Bonali 
was  sly  with  them — three  at  a  lime  '—only  i 
at  a  time  I  What  is  a  handful  of  rebel  carri< 
hua,  jintlenien  of  the  Grcy-ho'se  r" 

"  Well,  I  was  sure ;  and  I  telled  Balqn 
that  Captain  Wolfe  Graliamc,  when  he  1^ 
house,  would  soon  gi"e  the  nation  i»eace  o"  t 
He  ne'er  passed  my  door.  And  sorrow  ill  v 
ever  hear  o'  his  name ;  let  the  Bupervisor  say 
he  likes  about  the  dumb  wife,  I'm  a  living  wii 
thruugli  thick  and  thin  for  the  Captain.'" 

From  Carrickfetgus  Elizabeth  wrote  once  ] 
to  the  head-^iuarters  of  Wolfe's  regiment, 
they  advanced  farther  into  the  country,  her  i 
puiiou  became  more  silent  and  moody  than  he 
yet  been,  and  her  spirits  sunk  apace.  <*  W 
Grahamc  perliape  disapprove  of  her  joume 
improper — unwomanly  ? — of  the  rashness  of 
communications  to  her  father  ?"— Her  judgi 
told  her  he  ought  not ;  but  how  could  UhIl 
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lain  her  devoted  heart  against  the  chill  and  misery 
of  even  the  unjust  displeasure  of  him  whom  she 
so  fondly  loved.  At  every  poet-town  through 
which  they  passed,  her  disappointment  was  re- 
newed; and  her  mind  again  vibrated  between 
the  miserable  alternative  of  violent  personal  in- 
disposition, or  of  changed  affections. 

Again  Elizabeth  lived  the  life  of  a  lover,  with 
all  its  distressing  anxieties,  fears,  doubts,  and  ap- 
prehensions. 

On  the  morning  that  our  travellers  reached  that 
market-town,  which  in  those  days  contained  thewell- 
known  Irish  caravansary  called  St  Peter^s  Keys, 
there  was  an  incessant  fidl  of  soaking,  still  rain. 
Elizabeth  fancied  that  her  companion  looked  paler 
and  more  exhausted  than  ever ;  nor  could  he  help 
noticing  that  the  colour  was  fading  from  her 
cheek,  and  the  lustre  dimming  in  her  eyes.  Re- 
pose was  necessary  alike  to  both ;  and  it  was 
agreed  to  spend  the  chill  and  comfortless  rainy 
morning  in  quiet,  and  to  despatch  the  Corporal  as 
an  avani  courier  to  the  head-quarters  of  Captain 
Grahame^s  regiment,  which  was  only  one  stage 
fiffther  on. 

On  inquiring  for  a  quiet  boiise  of  entertain- 
ment where  this  interval  m%fat  be  passed,  the 
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Corporal  was  directed  by  the  post-boy  t 
snug-looking  inn,  kept  by  a  decent  widow,  m 
entrance  of  the  town,  situated  on  the  Btreai 
which  the  town  is  washed,  and  directly  o{^Kin 
the  prison.  It  had  become  one  of  the  inn 
habits  of  indulgence,  to  have  his  young  nur 
read  to  hitn,  to  ulk  or  listen,  or  sit  in  total  dl 
by  hia  side,  as  he  leaned  on  a  couch,  aftei 
f&tigue  wltich  even  the  shortest  journey  or 
smallest  exertion  brought  upon  liim. 

In  this  manner  they  were  spending  the  ■ 
noOn,  Elizalteth  reading  Dun  (Quixote,  btit 
very  wandering  attention,  till  her  patient,  in  i 
pathy  with  her  disturbed  feelings,  compIuM 
drowsiness,  and  requested  her  to  leave  Iilm. 

She  aeated  herself  at  the  window  of  her  s 
dormitory,  vacantly  gazing  on  the  rain-dro[ 
they  pattered  on  the  glass,  and  with  listless  ol 
vatiou  of  what  was  passing  below,  mentally  ca 
lating  the  progress  of  her  messenger,  and  ma 
on  the  probability  that  Wolfe  might  percbi 
hasten  to  her  even  on  this  night ;  and  rcsoh 
to  watch  the  probability  of  his  arrival. 

While  thus  occupied,  her  attention  was  enga 
by  a  woman  who,  scantily  clothed,  etnacii 
in  person,  and  with  a  look  of  settled  wo  wl 
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even  exceeded  those  external  signs  of  misery,  sat 
on  a  stone  opposite  the  jail,  indifferent  or  insensi- 
ble to  the  thick,  soaking  rain,  which  made  every 
other  creature  hurry  on  in  search  of  shelter.  Her 
eyes,  with  an  expression  of  intense  sorrow  and  self- 
abandonment,  were  fixed  on  the  grated  loop-hole  of 
a  cell  of  the  prison,  as  if  they  would  have  grown 
into  the  dimgeon  wall. 

Elizabeth  thought  she  had  seen  this  drenched 
mendicant  when  she  entered  the  town  ;  and 
there,  though  six  hours  had  elapsed,  the  unhappy 
creature  still  sat,  with  somewhat  of  the  mild  dig- 
nity which  ever  attends  undeserved  and  patient 
suffering.  The  compassionate  spectator  was  now 
convinced  that  this  was  no  common  beggar,  and 
her  pity  and  curiosity  being  interested,  she  sum- 
moned the  landlady  to  learn  in  what  manner  the 
misfortunes  of  the  helpless  being  could  be  as- 
suaged. 

"  Know  her,  do  I  ? — know  Chaunette  ? — Its 
myself  that  does  but  too  well,  the  creature,^  re- 
plied our  old  acquaintance.  Madam  Mulroonie. 
**  But  plaise  sit  down,  my  lady ; — and  I  hope  the 
ham  and  chickens  give  satisfaction.  I  have  a  bot- 
tle of  the  ould  claret  yet,  for  my  friends,  though 
if  your  ladyship  had  passed  the  way  four  months 
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^H^^^^H                          Vou  find  me  in  s  amal 
^^^^^H                                            Kays.    Mr^ 
^^^^^^^H                          led  them  to  restore  tlis| 
^^^^H                          shewed  The  FlaU  wUc 
^^^^^^^H                             Isie  to  give  joy  or  pace  t 
^^^^^^1                          Mick.     Chaunette  wa^ 
^^^^^^K                          a  ^rl  about  Iier 
^^^^^^V                          kay                  now 
^^^^^^^1                              weather  and  fab,  day  a 
^^^^^^^H                           glance  of  a  big  rogue. 
^^^^^^^H                              Been  a  creature  like  her 
^^^^^^^H                           sure  Bome  rogue  of 
^^^^^H                            the  bottom              Plaii 
^^^^^^^B                            her  of  Dennis  in  a  few  d 
^^^^^H                            her,  Chaunette  was  a  m^ 
^^^^^^^1                                "  And  ia  this  poor  p: 
^^^^^^^^^H                   "  Bad  enough,  tfan 
^^^^^^^H               would  be  she  would  kJ 
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As  the  hostess  still  discoursed  in  this  fashion, 
some  movement,  understood  by  the  imhappy  sub- 
ject of  the  conversation,  took  place  within  the  jail 
She  rushed  forward  to  the  grated  window  of  a 
stone  gallery  level  with  the  street,  where  the 
prisoners  were  sometimes  permitted  to  breath  for 
a  few  minutes  a  freer  air  than  their  cells  afforded. 
A  group  of  men  advanced,  one  of  whom,  a  squalid 
and  wretchedJooking  being,  pushed  his  fettered 
hands  through  the  grates  to  Chaimette, — and  to 
these  fettered  hands  the  miserable  creature  wildly 
dung,  pressing  them  to  her  lips  and  her  bosom 
agun  and  again,  and  exclaiming,  while  a  gleam  of 
transport  lighted  her  wasted  features,  *^  Och! 
Dennis  dear  !^ 

A  pause  of  a  few  moments  was  allowed  for  the 
indulgence  of  her  feelings ;  and  the  jailers  who 
attended  the  culprit  from  the  hall,  where  he  had 
been  hearing  prayers,  hurried  him  forward. 

Her  eyes  were  for  some  time  earnestly  fixed  on 
the  spot  where  they  had  disappeared.  She  then 
drew  backwards  to  her  stone — gathered  the  old 
cloak  up  around  her — and  again  commenced  her 
miserable  watch. 

^^  Chaunette,  ye  would  provoke  the  blessed 
Saints,^  cried  Mistress  Mulroonie,  drawing  up  her 
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window.  "  Come  forward  and  epeak  witl 
lady,  who  wishes  to  do  somethiDg  kind  for 

The  girl  louked  languidly  round  and  1 
her  head  as  she  saw  Elizabeth.  "  The  h 
very  good,  but  I  do  not  need  any  thing." 

"  Come  into  the  hall,  will  ye,  out  of  thi 
Sorrow  on  the  girl  for  a  wilful  one." 

"  You  are  a  kiud  woman, — and  och,  d( 
me  alone!'"  said  Chaunette;  and  to  the  f 
expostulations  of  her  former  mistress  she  i 
not  one  word. 

The  shades  of  evening  fell,  ftud  still  the 
able  and  desolate  creature  kept  her  seat ; 
fain  would  Elizabeth  hare  stolen  forth  to  o 
her,  had  she  not  felt  that  Chaunette's  grie£ 
too  deep  and  sacred  for  a  stranger's  pity. 
rain  had  abated  when  twilight  was  falliiu 
Elizabeth  at  last  went  out — took  the  hi 
the  girl — pressed  on  her  shoulder — kindly  g 
ed  up  the  old  cloak  about  her,  and  ova 
threw  a  travelling  mantle  belonging  to  herse 

It  was  only  by  a  broken  Bob  the  wretched 
ture  discovered  her  sense  of  this  kindness 
as  the  lady  still  hung  over  her  she  found  vc 
say — "  Then  indeed,  and  indeed,  my  lady, 
Dennis  is  not  so  bad  a>  the  Misthresa  t 
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**  I  can  well  believe  it,^  said  Eliiabeth. 

^*  Bless  you  for  that  same  word,^  said  the  poor 
•creature,  and  now  her  sobs  rose  fireely. 

*^  It  is  false  that  he  ever  hurt  a  hair  of  the 
iiade  of  that  gentleman, — ^he  never — ^he  never  ! 
Well  does  his  grandmother  know  that ;  and  who 
dare  doubt  the  word  of  so  good  a  woman  as  the 
Widow  Monica  Doran.'^ 

*^  And  where  is  Monica — where  the  gentleman — 
where  to  be  found  ?^  cried  Elizabeth  anxiously. 

^*  The  Misthress  will  tell  you,^  said  the  girl,  in 
a  tone  which  made  the  questioner  feel  the  cruelty 
of  pressing  on  a  being  so  heart-struck. 

"  God  help  you,  poor  Chaunette  r  she  whisper- 
ed, and  returned  into  the  house  to  interrogate  the 
hostess. 

^*  Since  the  death  of  Felix  Doran,  the  old  wo- 
man and  my  lady  have  kept  the  Black  Castley 
tar  the  convenience  of  the  chapel  for  their  Popish 
masses. — My  Mhaister  Mick  and  myself  went  to 
Church  when  we  had  time  to  go  any  where. — It 
was  the  lady  sent  both  the  boys  to  aid  in  the  es- 
cape of  O^Connor.  He  escaped — and  they  died  for 
it— both  the  young  brothers ;  and  my  lady  in  her 
grief  says  their  blood  is  on  her.  'Tis  thought 
she  lately  helped  to  conceal  Dennb,  the  rogue, 
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••  Tl>e  mother  rf"^-'^"™" 
l-ady,    she  sairf       t 

""i- rf  the  w««^  ..""■"  '*'y'»<'8« 

ger,  b„,..i,„7^y^^"  »".»«. ™, 

""  coafoH.     Hare  jou  ,  .""  =  '°  ?"  1^ 

»P'».r  guidance  .„,CXf°°"^»a 

"  If  .!.«„  dwell,  u,el.fl"';^"*« 

'■  And  thi«  nobU  Lord  =- 

"The  Lord  de  Brae  .eco„„     . 
»»<«M.tep;   o„,ft«jf°°"'"^^« 
"oni^u,  hope  .he  ..„"   '""-«'"'  ' 
hjAoieeofmne-  ""'■»''<■"  to  I 
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*^  Ye  know  not  what  ye  say  ;  but  to  me  that 
matters  little.  If  my  guidance  is  accepted  meet 
me  in  an  hour  where  the  thicket  of  wild  plum 
trees  marks  the  path  leading  down  to  yonder  mill. 
— Now  I  must  see  my  boy."" 

She  passed  out,  and  Elizabeth  kneeling  beside 
the  couch  on  which  de  Bruce  still  leaned,  hid  her 
eyes,  while  she  whispered  this  arrangement.  To 
her  the  early  story  of  de  Bruce  and  this  unknown 
lady  was  as  mysterious  as  ever — ^painful,  inexpli- 
cable. And  when  she  felt  the  hand  she  held 
tremble  as  a  cold  dew  burst  over  it,  she  hastily 
exclaimed — ^^  Pardon  my  request— coimsel,  guide, 
command  me  to  go  or  to  stay.   Am  I  not  yours  ?^ 

*^  Elizabeth,^  he  replied  with  firmness  unlike 
his  usual  listless  and  languid  manner,  ^*  I  will  be 
your  guide  to  the  Black  Castle.     Let  us  set  forth.^ 

It  was  with  grateful  alacrity  that  Elizabeth 
obeyed.  But  before  the  chaise  of  the  Widow 
Mulroonie  could  be  manoeuvred  through  all  the 
forms  of  delay  then  peculiar  to  Irish  posting,  or 
the  gar^oon  properly  rigged  out  in  driving  cos- 
tume, there  came  an  alarm  that  the  prisoner  Slat- 
tery  had  escaped,  in  the  guise  of  his  exemplary 
parent,  who  remained  in  his  cell  in  his  stead. 


! 


tkad!L""  "-""'*« Off,™, 

Ariel,    "'t""*""'"""" '-«- 

■'■"■I.    Md^"*^  "■•"<*»»•. 

«'■•"•  in  the  '™''»ess;    a. 

Iifi"«tl,ei,d     "'■'^"'■•'<"«^.ri. 


—in  ^  astie.  h»-  .1. 

"nc  of  f„„,  „i,^ .  ^  "■"■  »«  „„,  .h, 

Bnice,leai,bg„„)4,v      "''^  ""•"" 
"PPeared  ,„  f„„„  n,,°^»  '"''  •P'"'" 

""fcyh.dr.«Wd„'^^ '*"«"'» 
'""li.g.he.p<„.t     '""""'"f'iUpl 

""Pprf  forward  a  talj    „    *'  '"''"Klme, 

CiauMte.     If  j„  |,c„     ,   "  "'''  "■"'"li 

-1'™  •ppri.ed  of  s,,„^    V        """"nl  ri 

•itft  double  ,i„|e„„  „„  ■'  "  ""1*.   i"  Ui: 

'  "'«  »•.  ilie  , 


THE  EMERALD  ISLE.  297 

•on  of  Monica  Doran — the  husband  of  poor  Chau- 
nette — the  son  of  one  who  appeared  to  enjoy  the 
confidence  of  those  whom  Elizabeth  loved. 

**  If  the  life  of  Captain  Grahame  be  dear  to  you, 
permit  me  to  attend  you  to  the  Black  Castle, — 
his  fate  hangs  on  mine  T  said  this  person. 

Elizabeth  whispered  earnestly  to  her  companion, 
and  replied  aloud — *^  His  fate  is  in  the  hands  of 
his  Grod  and  of  his  native  courage.  But  we  know 
your  strait ;  follow  us,  and  if  we  can,  we  will  pro- 
tect you.'' 

They  here  struck  off  into  the  hill  path,  and 
after  winding  through  a  straggling  plantation,  ob- 
tained a  view  of  the  regular  road  which  wound 
round  the  base  of  the  mountain,  and  heard  the 
whip  and  halloo  of  the  gar9oon  who  vainly  panted 
after  them.  He  verified  the  adage  of  ^^  The  more 
baste  the  worse  speed ;'"  for  while  he  mid-way  stuck 
fast  in  a  rut  they  had  descended  the  hiU  to  the 
phore,  and  in  deep  twilight  stoodon  the  ridge  or 
causeway  of  rocks  which  bore  aloft,  and  out  into 
the  ocean,  the  old  walls  of  the  Black  Castle. 

The  full  tide  was  gently  lapping  its  base ;  and 
in  the  zone  of  waters,  smooth  as  glass,  was  reflect- 
ed the  cool  clear  heavens  of  a  midsummer  evening, 
save  where  the  brightness  was  chequered  by  the 
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diBtorted  «ud  brukea  bhaduws  of  t 
wark  which  darkly  quivered  on  this  lucid  minoT 
A  single  twinkling  lamp  was  seen  in  fliBUnt  pa 
upective,  in  k  spot  wliich  de  Bruce  whispered  wn 
the  chapel ;  and  high  in  sir,  through  a  btoka 
door-way  ot  dismatitled  window  forming  a  Sua 
arch,  was  seen  a  partiul  glimpse  of  the  opa]-tini«< 
sky,  interlaced  with  wall-lJowers,  boughs,  an 
etresmcrB  of  ivy  finely  relieved  a^inat  thii  glow 
iog  back-ground. 

"'Tis  a  broken  portion  of  Brian's  Tower,"  wt 
de  Bruce.    "  An  open  terrace  leads  around  it" 

As  the)'  gased  on  tliis  fair  and  soothing  pictuie 
their  follower  being  engaged  in  looking  for  Ai 
chaloupc  to  ferry  them  over,  a  slender  figure  crow 
ed,  and  intercepted  the  light  streaming  throu^ 
this  arch,  and  Eliiatieth  felt  her  companion  tnnt- 
ble  from  head  to  foot  as  if  a  spirit  had  crossed  hb 
path. 

<■  What  stays  us  ?"  she  called  aloud  to  the  mu 
below. 

"  Death !"  exclaimed  he ;  '*  the  tide  has  flowed 
up.  The  chaloupe  is  upon  the  other  side  the 
causeway." 

"  Then  save  yourself,"  said  Elizabeth.  And 
while  she  yet  spoke  a  female  was  seen  to 
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to  the  Other  landing  place,  which  was  connected 
with  a  long  vaulted  entrance  leading  into  the  cas- 
tle ;  and  a  sharp  interrogative  voice,  with  that  ac- 
cent which  may  be  called  *^  London  particular," 
gave  the  salute  of  the  evening  to  ^^  Mr.  Justice 
OToole." 

'^  My  lady  and  the  ousehold  are  safe  in  the 
chapel  for  four  good  hours,"^  said  Mrs.  Honour. 
^^  But  thof  she  makes  a  veiled  nim  of  herself,  an 
English  person  bom  is  not  to  follow  her  example; 
but  if  you  intend  to  hexplore  the  waults  to-night ; 
I  must  insist  to  accompany  you,^I  also  loves 
adventures,  and  so  dotes  upon  hantiquities  !  So 
over,  you  gallant  squire,  if  you  donH  fear  this  our 
hisland  of  Calypsor." 

*^  But  the  tide  is  up,  honey  sweet ;  and  the 
chaloupe  on  your  side,"  replied  Slattery,  with  an 
excellent  imitation  of  the  voice  of  O'^Toole. 

^^  O,  Cnmini,  and  so  it  is !  Here,  squire,  were 
we  lovers,  are  you  situated  for  all  the  world  like 
Lehander  when  he  nightly  swimmed  the  Elles- 
pond  to  visit  the  lovely  'Ero. — Will  you  pardon 
the  classical  hillusion,  squire ;  for  what  are 
lovers  of  our  d^nherate  days  to  them  of  the 
pure  hantique." 

"  Thry  them,  Mrs.  Honour,  jewel  ?"  responded 
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the  mftD;  iiD<I  Klixftbeth  heard  his  hcsdlong  plui 
into  the  tide. 

**  O  la !  you  daring  gentleman,  this  is  canyi 
the  hillusion  too  far.  I  avc  great  dubiety  ab< 
the  strict  propriety  of  your  costume,  and  mi 
ri'tire." 

"Never  a  foot  theii  jewel; — here's  *  thri 
of  a  red  petticoat  or  two — a  new  custom  m  Irelai 
but  quite  classical  and  Scottish, — and  very  o 
and  clever," 

"  Oh,  you  rider  of  the  dark  wave '.  ms  Mal«ic 
says.  Indeed,  my  dear  Mr.  O'TooIe,  this  haqc 
uc  adventure — such  spirit. — Oh— h— h— h  !"  ood  t 
lady  dwell  as  long  on  the  scream  as  a  first-rate- 
nay,  as  a  second-rate  singer  on  some  unfVirtuni 
syllable — *'  The  monster  Slattery  !* 

"  Not  a  word  now,  my  beauty.  You  Bee  it 
only  your  dear  Dennis  Slattery  ;  who  if  you  tu 
your  sweet  pipe  another  inch  will  shew  you  Ix 
cleverly  a  dhrop  of  salt  water,  and  a  night  of  t! 
voutes,  will  damp  a  lady's  music. — Shove  ofl'  t] 
chaloupe  here.  And  tell  Mistress  Doran  I  brit 
visiters  to  your  lady-" 

In  less  than  two  minutes  the  hoM  oav^U 
conducted  Lord  de  Bruce  to  his  httlc  vessel ;  ai 
in  twice  that  space  he  ushered  the  travellera  in 
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a  low  vaulted  room  of  Brian'^s  Tower,  now  the 
most  entire  part  of  the  castled  edifice. 

The  ftumiture,  rich,  modem,  and  elegant,  and 
adapted  to  the  domestic  accommodation  of  a  per- 
son of  refined  habits  and  varied  pursviits,  made 
strange  contrast  with  the  rude  structure  of  the  a- 
partment  Couches,  book-shelves,  flower-stands, 
were  profusely  scattered  about ;  rich  carpets,  and 
hangings  of  glowing  hues,  imparted  comfort  and 
even  splendour  to  the  room,  like  the  gay  ornaments 
of  a  swart  princess.  One  end  of  the  apartment 
was  occupied  by  an  organ  of  larger  dimensions 
than  is  usually  foimd  in  private  dwellings.  The 
open  music  lying  all  about  was  of  a  style  so  solemn 
and  antique  that,  except  some  of  the  composi- 
tions of  Pergolesei,  Elizabeth  had  never  even 
seen  it.  It  was,  in  fact,  the  old  chaimts  of  the 
Romish  Church.  Round  the  walls,  against  scar- 
let hangings,  were  ranged  several  veiled  pictures. 

All  this  Elizabeth  saw  in  an  instant,  pre-occu- 
pied  as  her  thoughts  were ;  and  before  she  had 
completed  her  rapid  survey  of  a  place  which  her 
heart  told  her  breathed  of  her  mother,  Monica 
appeared. 

*^  Elizabeth,  dear,  dear  girl — and  thus  accom- 
panied !     Alas,  my  Lord  !*" — and  Monica  gazed 
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respccrtiitly  on  EUiabeth's  rompanion— 
ploughs  deep  furrows ; — but  I  know  yon  weU- 
and  that  this,  the  home  of  your  young,  early,  u 
dear  friends,  is  no  resting-place  for  you  !" 

"  Monica,  may  I  not  repair  to  the  chapel : — eve 
in  devotion  may  out  sighs  not  minglef  It  musl 
for  the  last  time  in  this  mortal  life  ! — May  I  tK 
myself  restore  to  Ailecn  the  child  she  gave  me 
Monica,  tell  this  dear  girl  of  her  mother.  I  o 
find  ray  way  to  the  top  of  Brian's  Tower  ye 
Let  no  one  follow  me." 

And  twice  he  kissed  Elizabeth's  brow,  with 
solemnity  of  tenderness  which  she  felt  at  bt 
heart ; — and  the  hand  which  she  clasped,  and  o 
which  she  bent  her  face,  was  wet  with  her  texr. 
When  he  withdrew  they  fell  in  passionate  showei 
on  the  bosom  of  her  first-remembered  and  em 
indulgent  friend. 

"  Ob,  Monica,  where  have  you  all  been  ? — an 
why  to  me  so  strange  and  cruel  ?  At  every  ste] 
since  I  have  touched  on  Irish  ground,  I  though 
he  must  appear.  He  is  not  here — and  now  on 
word  were  to  me  better  than  a  thousand.  Speal 
it — hid  me  live  or  i^e !" 

"  Do  you  remember  this  ?""  said  the  old  woman 
and  she  took  up  a  small  book. 
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"Do  I ?  Oh,  yes,  yes !""  and  while  Elizabeth 
pressed  her  lips  to  a  date  inscribed  on  the  margin, 
her  eyes  flashed  round  the  apartment,  as  if  she  ex- 
pected the  walls  to  open  and  give  up  to  her  cm- 
brace  the  form  she  so  passionately  longed  to 
behold. 

"  He  is  not  here,^  said  Monica,  smiling  calmly 
as  Elizabeth^s  questioning  eyes  turned  upon  her. 
They  fell  once  more  on  the  written  words — a  date 
of  only  three  days  back — an  anniversary  in  the 
story  of  their  united  hearts  !  It  was  remembered 
still — and  she  was  not  forgotten  !  and  to  Eliza- 
beth life  at  this  minute  contained  no  evil. 

"  You  think  me  foolish,  Monica ;  and  another 
good  old  friend  thinks  sinful  this  wild  excess  o£ 
attachment ;  but  I  assure  you  I  intend  to  cure 
myself  thoroughly.  If  I  meet  Wolfe  quite  well, 
after  the  strange  way  in  which  he  has  broken  my 
heart  by  his  silence,  I  shall  be  as  revengeful  as 
possible : — not  speak  for  a  half  hour,  and  chide  for 
a  whole  one.*" 

Again  her  eyes  glanced  around  in  search,  blithe- 
ly and  brightly. 

Monica  shook  her  head  as  she  said,  "  Those 
old  walls  have  no  ears,  Elizabeth ;  and  I  could 
wish  they  had.    How  long  is  it  since  the  echoes  of 
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O'Connor's  dwelling  have  replied  lo  the  u 
of  a  light  and  loving  heart  ?  Elizabeth, 
you  have  not  received  your  mother's  [tacket 
any  message  of  hers — ^yel  of  you  we  have 
heard.  But  it  is  not  to-ni^fat  I  should  teL 
of  those  who  loved  as  well  as  you, — thougl 
alas  so  happily '." 

Elizabeth,  at  once  subdued  into  solemn  fee 
in  a  low  voice  whispered  what  she  had  air 
teamed  of  her  mothers  storj' — that  moth^n 
image  often  visited  her  in  dreams,  and  dwelt  u 
musing  thoughts^  pale,  visionary,  sorrowing 
much  apart  from  every  other  human  idea,  i 
her  mortal  existence  had  terminated  before 
of  Ehzabeth  had  begun. 

It  was,  however,  many  weeks  afterwards  ba 
she  learned  from  the  packet,  so  mystified  tn 
diplomatic  Deacon,  in  addition  to  Monica's 
rative,  all  the  particulars  detailed  rn  the 
chapter. 
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CHAPTER  XIIl. 

THE    BETROTHED. 

Will  Heaven  divorce  us  ere  die  priest  b«i 

Made  our  nuurria^  perfect  ?    — .    ^    .^ 

Though  our  bridal  chamber 

Be  not  adorned  with  roaesi  'twill  be  green  : 

We  shall  have  virgin  laurel,  cypress,  yew, 

To  make  us  garlands.     Though  no  pine  do  bum 

Our  nuptials  shall  have  torches,  and  our  chamber 

Shall  be  cut  out  of  marble,  where  we'll  sleep 

Free  from  all  care  for  ever. 

OUPlay. 

The  penal  statutes  which  were  imposed  upon 
the  Catholics  of  Ireland,  by  the  exigencies  of  the 
times,  and  the  alarm  and  timidity  of  a  government 
too  feeble  to  enter  at  once  upon  a  liberal  course 
of  policy,  continued  to  be  severely  felt  down  to 
the  middle  of  the  last  century.  About  that  time 
the  more  oppressive  of  those  enactments  were 
swept  from  the  statute-book.  The  galling  effect 
of  some  of  those  legal  restrictions  and  penalties  on 
a  nation,  the  bulk  of  which  was  Catholic,  is  foreign 
to  our  purpose.  It  is  enough  for  us  that  some  of 
those  intolerant  enactments  held  out  to  renegadoet 
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descents  have  emanated.  In  early  periods  the 
wealth  of  the  family  of  "  O'Connor  of  the  West,'' 
was  suitable  to  its  importance  and  hereditary  dig* 
nity ;  Imt  repeated  rebellions,  forfeitures,  fines,  and 
legalized  and  arbitrary  spoliation,  together  with 
that  disregard  to  expenditure  which  seems  native 
to  Milesian  blood,  had  circumscribed  its  revenues 
even  more  than  the  change  of  times  had  narrowed 
its  local  influence. 

The  last  representative  of  this  house  had  devot- 
ed his  military  services  to  the  Empress  Maria  The- 
resa. But  in  his  fiftieth  year,  declining  health, 
or  probably  that  chill  which  is  so  apt  to  fall  upon 
foreigners  who  stand  alone  in  the  saloons  of  prin- 
ces resting  only  on  the  merit  of  past  services, 
induced  this  gentleman  to  crave  his  dismissal; 
and  Count  O'Connor  returned  to  Ireland,  with  a 
barren  title  and  a  few  military  orders,  which,  half 
despising,  he  still  wore  on  rural  galas,  in  honour 
of  his  illustrious  patroness,  and  in  memory  of  his 
brilliant  military  career. 

Whilst  O'Connor  was  abroad  his  father  had 
died;  and  his  only  sister  had  married  Air.  Fitzmau- 
rice,  a  near  relation,  next  heir  to  the  family  estate. 
Both  on  their  marriage  abjured  the  Catholic 
faith,  and  thus  obtained,  by  legalized  injustice. 
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the  ^ater  pari  of  the  remaioing  family  pro] 

O'Connor  never  again  saw  his   sieter — 

once  breathed  the  name  of  the  maa  who  fa« 
poverished  him  by  what  he  conceived  an  i 
the  blackest  and  basest  perlidv-  Ireland  ail 
carae  an  uacotnfortahle  residence  for  Fitana 
and  his  lady,  after  this  signal  treachery ;  and 
nettled  in  England. 

Shortly  after  his  return,  "  O'Connor  of 
West"  married  a  Protestant  lady  of  his 
province,  and  became  the  father  of  seven  s 
and,  after  an  interval  of  some  years,  of  s  dauff 
whose  birth  the  mother  never  recovered. 

This  increase  of  family  had  involved  O'Coi 
in  considerable  pecuniary  difficulty,  when  an 
gentleman  of  large  fortune,  and  of  the  same  m 
distantly  connected  with  the  family  of  O'Coi 
of  the  West,  died,  and  left  the  Count  his  sole! 
on  the  whimHical  condition  of  the  estates  beii^l 
only  while  an  old  family  hold  called  Brian's  Tc 
stood  entire.  The  requisitions  of  the  old  genllei 
were  complied  with,  and  the  family,  again  raisei 
pecuniary  consequence,  hved  the  Irish  life  in  al 
hilarity  and  fi-eedom,  dividing  their  time  betw 
the  wreck  of  their  original  propertj'  in  Connaui 
and  their  newly  acquired  possessions  in  Muitsti 
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To  the  sons  of  0'*Connor  there  was  scanty  choice 
-of  profession.  The  eldest  was  the  heir,  the  two 
younger  were  devoted  to  the  church,  the  others 
must,  in  foreign  service,  win  with  their  swords 
that  bread  which  their  father  had  found  so  bitter. 

At  Vienna,  Arthur,  the  third  son,  met  the  Lord 
de  Bruce,  then  a  very  young  man  on  his  travels. 
Friendship  is  of  rapid  growth  in  early  youth. 
Trifling  circvunstances  soon  made  the  young  men 
£rom  common  acquaintances  sworn  brothers ;  and 
OTonnor  talked  to  his  friend  of  young  Aileen, 
liis  matchless  sister  Aileen,  with  the  frankness  and 
wannth  of  his  country ,^-of  Aileen,  the  darling  of 
her  family,  in  whom  every  heart  centred — ^till  the 
mild  and  imaginative  de  Bruce  was  half  in  love  with 
the  creature  of  his  own  dreamy  fancy — wholly  in 
love,  once  and  for  ever,  with  all  the  strength,  and 
all  the  weakness  too,  of  his  sensitive  nature,  before 
he  had  passed  many  months  under  the  same  roof 
with  the  secluded  beauty. 

At  this  period  CConnor'^s  sister,  the  wife  of 
his  treacherous  kinsman  Fitzmaurice,  came  from 
England,  unexpected  and  unwelcomed,  on  a  visit 
to  her  brother.  The  lady  was  attended  by  her 
only  son,  a  young  gentleman  of  good  person  and 
polished  manners,  plausible,  well  educated,  posr 
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he  had  sued  with  humility  which  rankled  his 
proud  mind— but  for  the  bold  spirit  and  fiendish 
promptings  of  his  mother ;  who  vowed,  that  if  her 
son  could  not  gain  a  bride,  her  revenge  should 
find  a  victim. 

The  mother  and  son  left  O'Connor^s  castle 
abruptly,  on  the  refusal ;  and  the  circumstance 
Iiastened  the  formal  declaration  of  Lord  de  Bruce, 
to  whom  Aileen  O'Connor  was  betrothed  soon 
afterwards,  with  all  the  state  and  solemnity  of  an- 
cient observance,  all  the  warmth  of  Irish  hospitality. 

^  Heaven  and  earth  rejoiced  over  them,^  said 
Monica,  addressing  Elizabeth.  ^^  And  God  knows 
whether  poor  Aileen^s  love  or  her  pride  was  the 
greater.  Your  mother  is  not  like  you,  Eliza^ 
beth.  You  are  taller,  your  brows  and  your  hair 
are  darker,  your  air  is  more  serious;  but  you  have 
her  own  eyes,  so  softly  bright — ^her  own  smile 
brightening  and  blushing  over  every  feature-— 
mouth,  and  eyes,  and  cheeks,  all  kindling  up  and 
smiling  together.  She  could  be  very  wayward 
too,  dear  soul ;  but  God  wrought  change  on  her — 
di,  what  sad  change  !"" 

Monica  went  on  to  relate  that  the  day  for  the 
marriage  of  the  lovers  was  fixed.  *^  There  was, 
you  may  be  sure,""  said  she,  *^  high  banqueting, 
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altar,  gathered  into  her  chamber ;  and  in  inno- 
cent maidenly  mirth  the  hour  was  passed;  she 
distributing  among  them  little  tokens  of  regard — 
bridal  gifts,  and  such  like^-and  they  admiring 
her  ornaments,  and  fitting  them  on  her  beautiful 
arms  and  neck,  and  jesting  of  whose  turn  was  to 
come  next ;  the  happy  girl  sitting  on  a  pile  of 
velvet  cushions,  like  a  young  queen  in  the  midst 
of  her  court, — ^my  little  maiden,  my  daughter's 
daughter,  kneeling,  combing  out  the  long  silken 
tresses,  which,  hanging  over  the  child's  arm,  yet 
swept  the  floor;  the  hair  of  which  she  was  so  vain, 
young  soul :  yes,  they  said  Aileen  was  vain ; 
but  who  ever  looked  on  her  surpassing  loveliness 
without  feeling  more  vain  of  her  beauty  than  she 
ever  did  herself?"" 

The  old  woman  went  on  fondly  picturing  the 
'  scene ;   and  the  wild  happiness  of  a  bashftd,  vain, 
and  delighted  girl,  bewildered,  and  half  recoiling 
from  her  own  felicity. 

"  For  a  long  time  the  girls  laughed  and  chat- 
ted— my  little  maiden,  Aileen's  own  name  daugh- 
ter, braiding  and  twining  those  fair  tresses  from 
mere  delight  in  her  fond  task — ^"twas  like  wreath- 
ing roses  for  a  banquet, — and  Aileen,  herself  but 
a  child,  liked  better  to  have  that  fondling  little 
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thing  abuut  her  tbsa  the  clever  ] 
gentlewoman  sent  by  tier  aunt — for  erit  se 
But  I  tire  you  with  old  stories,  EUxabethr 
"  Ah,  no,  no  :  go  on — teil  me  all."" 
"  Well,  ould  O'Connor,  the  Cotmt,  i 
vent  to  bed  sooner  than  the  buys,  you  may  { 
and.  8s  he  passed  our  door,  he  tapped,  an 
admitted  where  younger  men  would  aot  ban 
received.  He  bowed  Uke  a  ]>nnee,  lu  be  « 
all  the  girls ;  but  his  eye  was  for  his  own  A 
He  bowed  like  a  prince — but  spoke  Uke  as 
gentlemftn— blithe  and  irank.  '  Jlest  ye  u 
prls ;' — and  joked  with  one  Bridget  Hart,  i 
bachelor  at  the  time  was  said  to  be  a  boy  o 
omi. — My  boy  would  ne'er  have  looked  i 
she  sal. — O'Connor  sat  down  where  hia  A 
placed  him ;  and  she,  poor  thing,  hung  i 
him,  and  the  girlK  atood  apart  from  the  fatbe 
bis  child.  Vou  may  guess  what  was  passii 
the  ould  father's  heart  then,  and  in  the  mai 
too.  Poor  Aileen  felt  then  as  if  she  bai 
hearts — one  for  her  bridegroom,  &nd  the  oclti 
tlie  ould  O'Connor.  And  had  he  said,  '  Tum 
your  lover,  and  stay  with  me,  my  own  Ai 
ebe  would  have  vowed  it  then,  though  the 
hour  had  seen  her  in  the  i 


ns  of  d«Bn 


THE  BETROTHED.  315 

Elixabeth,  you  are  not  like  your  own  mother. 
She  was  a  creature  formed  for  love  and  bappi^ 
ness — not  for  trial ;  but  it  pleased  God  to  send 
her  trial  severe  enough  to  fit  her  for  better 
happiness.  But  O'^Connor — ^for  she  was  the  light 
of  his  eyes — ^had  not  come  into  her  chamber  to 
damp  her  joy ;  it  was  the  quick  sting  of  her  own 
feeling  heart  which  made  her  throw  herself  on  her 
knees  at  his  feet,  and  bury  the  small  head  in  his 
broad  hand,  sobbing  out,  ^  My  father  ! — my  fa- 
ther ! — ^love  and  pardon  your  own  Aileen  !** — Tor 
by  times  the  quick  temper  of  the  spoiled  girl  had 
grieved  the  ould  0'*Connor ;  and  she  knew  that 
she  had  sometimes  made  him  feel,  how  bitter  it  is 
to  be  wroth  with  what  is  dearest  to  us. 

**  All  was  forgotten  now.  O'Connor  kissed  her 
brow ;  and,  to  lighten  her  innocent  remorse,  joked 
about  coming  over  to  Emescraig-— your  own 
Emescraig,  Elizabeth — to  visit  her,  and  shoot  the 
black-cock — joked  to  hide  what  was  passing  deeper 
in  his  heart :  for  he  was  a  proud  £Either,  and  a  sor- 
rowful father.  So  he  went  away,  and  after  a  time 
Aileen  became  merrier  than  before.  They  said 
Aileen  was  wild  and  giddy :  Alas !  she  was  a 
mere  child*— a  child  and  a  woman  too  !-^But  I 
dally  in  my  tale.     All  at  once,  when  the  mirth  of 
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AaeM,  .bo  looted 
my  in  Aemaama 
•poke  tbe  fiiw-     '  1 
the  ^\'e8l,  w«nung 
■ustain,  girls;*  and 
added,  '  Rett  in   p 
maidens  of  Coaaor^ 
beloved  gnide!' 

'-  Elizabeth,  I  bU 
her  speech.     But  1 
was  upon  her — ay,  i 
often  anervards  £a 
remind   me  of  this  1 
needed  no  such  remen 

"  Scarcely  had  v* 
another  wild,  loud  nhr 
spots  of  blood  like  thi 
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Aileen,  again  the  first  to  speak,  though  she 
was  a  great  coward  too;  yet  extreme  in  every  thing 
her  light  heart  ever  rose  as  quickly  as  it  fell. 

^^  O^Connor^s  daughter  loved  the  antique  cus- 
toms of  her  native  land.  She  had  been  bom  and 
bred  among  us,  Elizabeth,  and  to-morrow  she  was 
to  leave  us  all.  Kneeling,  half  in  play,  my  little 
maiden  offered  her  the  cup  of  spiced  wine,  which 
she  put  to  her  lip,  having  first,  in  Irish,  drank  to  the 
health  of  every  young  girl  there  by  her  christened 
name,  as  they  all  stood  linked  arm  in  arm,  form- 
ing a  bright  circlet  around  her.  Each  returned 
the  pledge,  fond  tears  mingling  in  the  cup.  It 
looked,  Elizabeth,  like  some  holy  rite !  There 
were  gentle  sighs,  and  soft  whispers  for  long,  long 
life-— and  dear,  dear  happiness  ;—but  it  did  not 
please  God  r 

The  old  woman  paused  with  these  emphatic 
words,  and  prepared  herself  for  the  conclusion  of 
her  narrative. 

*^  Ai]een  bade  each  of  the  girls  a  kind  ^good 
night.''  Her  gaiety  was  flagging  again ;  she  de- 
tained me  alone,  whispering,  ^  Monica^  if  I  had  a 
mother  I  could  weep  to-night — ^weep  on  her  bo- 
som.*"  She  shed  a  few  tears  on  mine  as  I  assisted 
her  to  undress,  but  more  in  maiden  tenderness  than 
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^^^^^^H                          between 
^^^^^^H                          sure  I  heard  her  dra« 
^^^^^^H                             ber,  wLeace  to  us  ehe 
^^^^^^^^H                                  "  Accursed  he 
^^^^^^H                          love  he  bore   the   dt 
^^^^^^^^H                          this  Fitzmaurice  was  5 
^^^^^^H                                                  I  left  ii 
^^^^^H                                 her  flush        hop 
^^^^^^^^H                          creature  that  same 
^^^^^^H                                           Her  cup  wa 
^^^^^^H                                  When  weelcs  and 
^^^^^H                          her  again.' 
^^^^^H                          name  of  O'Connor 
^^^^^^H                          blameless  ^1  as         1 
^^^^^^H                                                    the 
^^^^^H                             ed  to  thint  of  the 
mum                                                               thcD 
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ed  girl  had  not  possessed  her  senses,  wheir,  in  the 
presence  of  her  aunt  and  other  persons  deluded 
if  not  inhuman,  she  was  imited  to  her  base  relative 
in  a  mockery  of  marriage.  It  was  a  subject  on 
which  she  could  never  bear  questioning.  The  old 
O^Connor  never  again  left  his  bed.  Parting  his 
darling  was  hard  enough — ^but  to  lose  her  thus ! 
Her  brothers  were  fiercer  than  demons ;  but  for 
the  young  de  Bruce  my  heart  bled  deeper. 

**  Some  weeks  of  misery  elapsed.  De  Bruce  left 
us  for  Scotland,  in  wretched  health  of  mind  and 
body  ;  and  my  heart  was  yearning  after  Aileen  aa 
if  she  had  been  mine  own  and  only  one,  when  Ro- 
derick, the  eldest  0'*Connor,  one  day  came  to  me 
exclaiming  in  his  terrible  wrath, 

**  *  Yes,  Monica,  she  is  the  wife — ^wretched 
girl-^he  wife  of  the  infernal  villain !  Yes,  his 
wedded  wife,  by  her  own  base  ackuowledgmentf 
He  stamped  in  his  fury.  ^Yes,  Monica^— else 
bad  the  English  laws,  unjust  and  partial  as  they 
are,  sent  him  to  the  hell  which  yawns  for  him  !^ — 
It  is  now  for  me,  the  guardian  of  the  name  of 
0''Connor,  to  do  her  the  right  from  which  her  own 
base  spirit  shrinks.  She  cannot,  she  says,  destroy 
the  father  of  her  unborn  child.  His  wife  she 
shall  not  live  r 
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"  EliiEshelh,  these  were  terrible  ■ 
rible  vas  the  deep  uath  which  cnntimied  tfaei 
and  I  knew  thst  Roderick  had  the  red  unbapU; 
hand  that  never  yet  shrank  from  the  purpose 
his  strong  heart.  The  O'Connors  of  the  W 
were  ever  a  bold  and  a  daring  race.  Their  nai 
their  spirit,  and  their  wrongs,  had  gained  th 
many  adherents  among  the  lower  sorts ;  and 
was  by  violence  that  Roderick,  and  Arthur  i 
friend  of  de  Bnice,  assisted  by  a  band  of  Uwl 
men,  obtained  possesEion  of  their  unhappy  sisi 
I,  alsgl  was  loo  happy  to  follow  whitfaersoe 
she  was  carried.  We  embarked  at  Sligo,  i 
suled  all  round  that  wild  north-west  of  Scotlai 
Elizabeth,  they  were  cruel  to  her — almost  unnu 
ly.  She,  so  lute  the  pride  of  their  hearts,  was  1 
come  loathsome  to  their  eyes.  The  burning  thj 
of  vengeance  had  dried  up  in  their  hearts  i 
sweet  fountain  of  kindred  blood  which  till  now  i 
welled  up  so  freely.  How  she  survived  all  t 
the  God  who  in  wisdom  afflicted  her  alone  knon 
During  that  long  and  stormy  voyage  she  nei 
once  opened  her  lips,  scarcely  unclosed  her  eyes, 
seldom  all  day  unloosed  her  grasp  from  the  man 
which  shrouded  the  altered  and  enlarged  figu 
on  which  her  eyes  never  fell  but  there  followed 
convulsive  shudder. 
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"  I  do  not  understand,  Elizabeth,  how  it  was  fear- 
ed the  laws  against  our  religion  would  have  taken 
their  lands  from  the  O'Connors  on  the  birth  of 
the  child  of  their  sister  Aileen, — ^but  so  it  was 
said.  Yet  I  do  not  think  they  would  have  harm- 
ed you,  an  innocent  creature ;  for  they  were  men 
— fierce  men  as  they  were ; — ^yet  for  what  lawful 
purpose  had  they  brought  us  in  mystery  and  se- 
crecy to  the  deserted  mansion  of  de  Bruce  ? — ^for 
what  purpose  trafficked  with  the  midwife  to  free 
them  forever  of  your  presence? 

"The  guilt  which  they  meditated  it  pleased 
God  to  avert,  whether  it  related  to  their  unhappy 
sister,  or  to  the  blood  of  the  innocent  babe  which 
came  to  us  in  deep  wo,  and  in  midnight  solitude: 
The  hour  of  your  birth  I  had  often  feared  might 
prove  the  death-warrant  of  your  unhappy  mother : 
but  it  was  not  so ;  and  nature  was  stirred  again 
in  its  sweetest  and  deepest  sources  in  the  frozen 
bosom  of  the  poor  Aileen.  Yet  ours  was  a  sad 
gossipping,  Elizabeth.  When  I  entreated  your' 
young  mother  to  look  upon  you — to  kiss  and  to 
bless  her  living  child— even  then  she  turned  sullen* 
ly  from  me,  an^  hid  her  face  on  the  pillow  ;  but  I 
believe  she  wept,  then — wept  and  prayed !  I  laid 
you  down  beside  her.     Aileen  never  could  be  ua- 
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Btake!   What  a  niA 

And  how  I  prayed  tJ 

Virgin  Mother,  to  g» 

but  mo6t  of  all  my    i 

guUt  which  I  feared 

"  Ere  poor  Aileen 

rested  on  her  Iwsom. 

nega  with  a  sudden 

asserted  her  sway  in 

man  s— ay,  ever  in 

fond  errors.     With  i 

tears  you  were  dasp 

ever- 

"'They  will  slay 
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»nd  Arthur  onO( 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 

THE  ADOPTION. 

And  thoa  wilt  breik  my  chuns ; 
And  tbon  wilt  take  me  totiiy  anttt  again ! 
How  if  it  thorn  doat  not  ahnddar  at  my  tight  ? 
And  knowett  thou  whom  thoa  art  delivering? 

Fmuhu, 

Fear  not !  for  all  the  stars,  and  all  the  power 
Which  iways  thtm ;  I  wooU  not  aeeeil  yon  iafiut 
With  ruder  greeting  than  a  father's  kiss. 

Bmoy. 

^^  ^  Do  not  abandon  us  !^  were  almost  the  first 
words  I  had  heard  Aileen  utter,^  said  Monica, 
when  entreated  to  proceed  in  her  melancholy  nar- 
ratiye,-— ^^  her  first  words  firom  the  hour  when 
I  had  left  her  the  proud  Bride  of  de  Bruce.—- 
Upon  that  unhappy  lover  her  mind  turned  even 
now,  in  the  energy  of  its  despair,  as  her  last 
and  dearest  hope.  It  required  a  strong  heart, 
and  the  conscious  capacity  of  a  boimdless  love  in 
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her  ovn  bosom,  to  imagine  so  wild  s  plan  fo 
safety  of  her  infant ; — ^but  her  heart  was  cvei 
as  strong  and  as  weak  too  as  a  passionate 
could  mske  it ;  and  tliis  plan  was  hers.  '  1 1 
love  the  child  of  dc  Bruce,'  she  whispered  ti 
'  Oh,  how  dearlj-  love  it ! — had  it  sprang 
villany  even  deeper,  more  infaraous  than 
Will  he  not  love  mine  ?' — The  poor  thing  i 
sunk  on  her  pillow ;  but  I  saw  whithei 
thoughts  tended,  and  it  seemed  a  ray  of  fa^ 
lightening  our  darkness.  Elizabeth,  we  cone 
your  existence  from  your  cruel  uncles,  and  I 
trived  to  apprize  de  Bruce  of  Ailccn's  wish  I 
him — to  see  him  once  again — alone — at  midi 
"  Aileen  had  never  once  lefl  her  chamber 
scarcely  her  bed,  in  all  the  weary  days  we  bad 
ed  in  Cambuskenneth  Lodge,  so  that  there 
no  obstacles  to  our  purpose  of  concealing 
birth.  Most  of  the  day  you  slumbered  in  i 
tant  chamber,  communicating  with  our  apartn 
by  a  private  staircase;  and  every  night  you 
tied  in  the  bosom  of  your  young  mother  liki 
returning  spirit  of  her  peace.  In  those  houn 
much  of  sweet  affection  was  lavished  on  you, 
Elizabeth !  If  to  pass  lightly  from  innocent 
row  to  peace,  shows   a  light 
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think  it  shows  a  blessed  one — poor  Aileen  was 
as  giddy  as  they  said ;  but  you  had  brought  her 
something  to  love ;  and  with  any  thing  to  love 
Aileen  could  soon  have  been  happy  in  the  wild 
desert.  Led  by  some  fond  delusion,  she  often  ap- 
peared to  forget  her  wrongs,  and  to  cease  brooding 
on  her  fate.  Gradually  her  despair  was  assuming 
a  softer  character ;  though  still  a  word,  a  look,  a 
tone,  would  drag  her  back  to  that  gulf  into  which 
the  human  fiends  had  plunged  her.  The  vivacity 
of  her  grief  was  then  dreadftil.  She  was  first 
taught  self-command  through  her  maternal  feel- 
ings. 

"  Often  would  she  bathe  your  little  face  in  floods 
of  tears,  and  ^Aileen  a-roon,^said  I  to  her  one  even- 
ing, trying  to  smile  on  her,  ^  our  country  people 
hold  that  it  is  not  lucky  for  the  damp  of  human 
tears  to  fall  on  an  infantas  face  before  the  blessed 
and  purifying  waters  of  baptism  have  washed  it.*" 
She  never  shed  another  tear  over  your  face ;  on  her 
own  there  still  fell  abundance, — ^yet  was  her  spirit 
lightened.  But  days  passed — I  gained  no  tidings 
of  the  de  Bruce — and  became  more  miserably 
anxious  than  even  Aileen  ;  for  though  her  confi- 
dence in  the  extent  of  his  affection  fluctuated,  it 
never  faU^,  and  her  heart  was  more  and  moro 
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filled  with  her  new  and  lively  feeUngs. 
the  tirother^,  on  their  stem  watch,  became  n 
impatient  foi  its  tcnnination.  What  a  life!  i 
)i  duty  for  men — and  for  men  like  them  .' — 
when  they  came  daily  to  the  chamber-door  of  t 
sister,  at  a  stated  hour,  and  learned  that  she 
Btill  alive,  they  gave  no  external  sign  of  ii 
ticnce  whatever  were  their  feelings. 

"  It  was  on  the  twelfth  night  after  your  b 
that  Aileen  having  risen  at  midnight,  we 
whispering  together  by  her  chamber  fire,  the 
of  both  resting  upon  you,  You  were  s  sweet 
lovely  infant,  Elizabeth,  had  the  devil  bent ; 
«ire ; — but  I  get  wild  in  my  speech. 

"  '  I  will  name  her  Elizabcih,  like  the  mc 
of  de  Bruce,'  whispered  Aileen.  '  She  roust 
bear  the  name  of  the  mother  of  Roderick 
Arthur — though  that  dear  mother  was  also  m 
—my  little  Elizabeth  de  Bruce.'' — She  Id 
you  with  her  tenderest  smile :  and  then  an. 
her  voice  to  the  lowest  pitch,  her  face  cov 
with  flitting  blushes,  she  whispered,  '  Mouic 
she  like  fiim  ? — I  have  cpften  heard  you  tell  in ; 
old  stories,  (hat  the  dear  images  which  hauni 
fancj-  of  a  mother  will  sMmp  a  beloved  re* 
blsnee  on  her  child-' 
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^^  I  durst  not  flatter  her  fond  folly,  Elizabeth ; 
and  I  could  not  break  her  heart.  I  remained 
silent,  and  the  poor  girl,  with  a  little  fit  of  her 
natural  petulance-— for  she  was  still  a  child,  and  a 
spoiled  one  too— reddened  in  haughty  displeasure, 
and  cried  out,  ^  Your  eyes  get  old,  Monica/  And 
she  threw  her  mantle  over  you  in  haste,  as  if  I 
were  unworthy  of  beholding  the  beloved  resem- 
blance which  she  fancied  to  exist.  At  length  I  said, 
'  Alas !  Aileen,  is  it  for  me  to  find  the  likeness  of 
de  Bruce  in  the  child  of  the  wife  of  Fitzmaurice?^ 

"  She  shrieked  m  passionate  rage,  and  held  up 
her  little  clenched  hand,  as  if  she  could  have 
struck  me  to  the  earth.  ^  I  gave  the  felon  wretch 
a  forfeited  life  when  he  crawled  at  my  feet  sup- 
plicating the  mercy  of  the  creature  he  had  de- 
stroyed,^ she  exclaimed ;  and  more  softly  added, 
^  I  am,  alas !  Monica,  more  a  woman  than  an 
O^Connor— Hnade  to  love  and  to  pity — ^not  to  hate, 
even  if  I  would,  those  who  wrong  me ; — ^but  I 
have  not  forgot  that  I  was  the  bride  of  de  Bruce ; 
and  accursed  be  the  tongue  that  names  me  the 
wife  of  Fitzmaurice, — ^though  true  it  is  I  am  that 
most  wretched  thing  !** — and  she  burst  into  tears. 

^^  Wayward  and  xmreasonable  as  perhaps  she 
was,  to  chafe  her  mood  was  madness ;— and  I 
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and   wasted   as   she  J 

beautiful;  buttrout^ 

THK  ADOPTIOK.  329 

^^  ^  Oh,  Monica !'  she  at  last  cried,  ^  he  comes 
not ! — and  I  shrink  from  his  sight ! — Would  tjiat 
I  had  not  summoned  him  ! — ^And  he  comes  not ! 
Oh,  Monica,  if  he  too— if  de  Bruce  should  scorn 
me — me — the  lost — the  miserable !  If  he  should, 
like  Roderick,  bid  mc  die ;  or  turn  from  me  cold 
averted  eyes  like  Arthur's,  striking  my  heart  as  an 
ice-bolt ! — ^Let  us  die — ^let  us  die  together  !^  And 
she  clasped  you  to  her  bosom,  as  if  to  bury  you 
there. 

^^  At  that  moment  she  too  surely  heard  the 
signal  of  de  Bruce,  and  sprung  to  me  with  new 
and  frantic  feelings,  crying,  *  Take  it  away — take 
it  away — and  stifle  it  well  up  J — De  Bruce  shall 
not  hear  its  wawling.  Oh,  haste  away  !' — I  trem- 
bled for  her  reason,  and  obeyed  her.'' 

The  old  nurse  went  on  to  relate  that  the  un- 
happy girl  had  written  to  her  former  lover  of  the 
birth  of  her  infant,  the  rage  of  her  brothers,  and  of 
all  her  fears  and  agonies.  To  his  heart  her  appeal 
could  never  have  been  made  in  vain,  painful  and 
even  revolting  as  was  its  subject.  But  whatever 
had  been  the  contending  feelings  of  either  of  the 
late  betrothed — the  ever  beloved, — ^whatever  either 
of  them  had  previously  meditated  to  be  arranged 
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pin  ess  were  again 
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fill  old  ballad,  which 
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single  word,  and  mal 

for  it  was  thus  I  saw 
Elizabeth  also  sniil 
you,  Monica.  Deepl< 
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run,  Aileen  had  not  spoken  one  vord,  nor  the  Lord 
de  Bruce  one  that  waB  intelligible.  Her  sudden 
brightness  of  joy  had  been  very  speedily  eclipsed ; 
and  she  lay  weeping  and  trembling  in  helplessness 
and  hopelessness,  but  still  probably  feeling  that 
tears  shed  on  that  bosom  were  sweeter  thsti  the 
brightest  joys  of  a  life  passed  apart  from  that  be- 
loved sanctuary. 

"  I  now,"  said  Monica,  "  looked  every  moment 
for  the  return  of  the  brothers,  whose  errand,  and 
indeed  whose  existence,  appeared  to  have  been 
forgotten  by  their  ill-starred  sister.  When  their 
approach  was  heard,  de  Bruee,  reckless  and  hard- 
ened in  despair,  refused  to  quit  the  side  of  his 
fonner  bride,  and  in  that  chamber  they  all  met. 
What  a  meeting  !  Even  then,  though  there  was 
strong  passion,  there  was  but  brief  questioning  and 
sparing  speech.  Aileen  had  shrunk  from  de  Bruce 
as  the  O'Connors  entered ;  but  he  still  continued 
to  kneel  by  her  bed-side,  resting  his  brows  on  her 
hand.  Roderick,  the  elder  brother,  stem  as  he 
WAS,  appeared  touched  by  the  misery  of  the  young 
man,  and  softened  towards  that  crushed  Hower  he 
had  late  prised  so  fondly.  He  too  kissed  her 
hand,""  said  Monica ;  "  and  the  poor  thing  raised 
her  eyes  to  his  face,  for  the  lirst  time  in  all  those 
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by  the  yoxmg  mother  coming  under  the  most  so- 
lemn engagements  never  to  behold,  never  to  claim 
as  her  child,  a  creature  whose  birth  was  in  every 
view  mortifying  to  then*  pride  and  alarming  to  then- 
interests.  They  conducted  their  unhappy  sister 
back  to  Ireland — ^her  secret  never  suspected ; 
while  old  Monica,  under  the  charge  of  Hutchen, 
retired  to  a  distant  place  to  watch  over  the  infant 
Elizabeth  de  Bruce.  At  that  period  there  was 
not  much  intercourse  between  the  Irish  and  Scot- 
tish nobility.  The  Dowager  Lady  Tamtallan,  duly 
apprized  of  the  intended  nuptials  of  her  nephew, 
and  beyond  bounds  enraged  at  the  disappointment 
of  her  own  views,  never  once  doubted  but  that  his 
marriage  had  taken  place.  It  was  in  a  very  vague 
way  she  learned,  that  the  family  malady  of  de 
Bruce  having  broken  forth  in  her  nephew  shortly 
after  this,  he  had  wandered  abroad,  and  she  con- 
cluded that  his  wife  had  probably  returned  to  her 
own  family.  His  only  child  she  knew  lived  at 
Emescraig,  but  it  was  a  female.  His  estates  were 
at  nurse. 

The  contents  of  one  of  the  packets  abstracted 
from  The  Whim  by  the  mad-woman,  first  raised 
her  doubts  of  the  legitimacy  of  Elizabeth^a 
birth. 
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the  meanness  with  which  his  wife  despoiled  the 
apartments  of  Elizabeth  of  all  their  lady-like  gar- 
nishings,  only  to  furnish  a  secondary  set  of  rooms 
at  his  villa,  the  thing  was  done  before  he  was 
aware,  and  was  unworthy  of  his  farther  notice. 
And  indeed  the  resistance  which  Elizabeth  began 
early  to  shew  to  his  wishes  regarding  her  visits  to 
Monkshaugh  and  her  nurse,  and  her  spirited 
demands  to  know  the  real  condition  and  residence 
of  her  father,  had  drawn  upon  her  his  high  dis- 
pleasure. To  force  her  upon  the  protection  of  the 
Dowager  Tamtallan,  was  the  purpose  both  of 
prudence  and  vengeance.  Where  could  a  haughty 
female  spirit  be  more  effectually  cowed? — and 
what  better  protection  could  the  anxious  and  ab- 
sent mother  desire  for  her  child? 

The  O'Connors,  we  have  said,  conducted  their 
sister  back  to  Ireland ;  but  so  strongly  had  their 
harshness  and  violence  alienated  her  affection,  that, 
shrinking  alike  from  husband  and  brother,  she 
voluntarily  placed  herself  under  the  protection  of 
an  aged  dignitary  of  the  Catholic  Church,  who 
was  nearly  related  to  both  of  the  families.  By 
his  mediation  all  disgraceful  and  painful  disclo- 
sures were  avoided.  The  mutual  prosecutions 
which  had  been  threatened  were  quashed ;  and  a  for- 
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mal  Eeparntion  vas  jigreed  on,  which  ■ 
the  future  residence  of  the  lady  the  Black  ( 
and  her  husband's  ailjoiDuig  demesne,  it 
specially  stipulated  that  she  was  never  to  H 
brothers,  or  any  member  of  her  own  famit^,  fc 
the  express  permission  of  her  husband:  nor« 
to  approach  her  residence  eave  on  her  invh 
Fitzmauricc,  naturally  ambitious  and  enterpi 
became  a  man  of  great  public  imporlAiice,  m 
ed  title  and  wealth,  and  attained  forgetfuhx 
all  the  wrong  lie  bad  wrought,  but  never  Sat 
that  which  he  iins^ned  he  had  suffered. 
Aileen — the  feeliiig,  the  tender,  the  deroted 
early-blighted,  if,  when  rising  from  her  fint 
{gutter  hopelessness,  she  sought  cooscJstiaa 
almost  superstitious  observance  of  the  rho  <i 
Catholic  faith,  is  it  wonderful  r  Perhi^  th 
volional  spint  might  have  been  carried  to  ■  | 
cious  excess,  but  for  the  good  fortune  which 
in  her  way  the  little  sickly  orphm  bo; 
was  to  usurp  the  inheritance  of  her  awn 
know  I  edged  Ulizabeth.  Youi^  Delaner 
found  a  child's  place  in  her  bosom,  and  i 
her  affecLion  with  more  than  a  child's  lore^ 
bitterest  pang  which  the  proud  mind  of  Mm 
ever  felt  was  to  see  that  on  this  boy,   taa  ki 
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Stranger  to  her  blood,  was  voluntarily  lavished 
that  affection  which,  withheld  from  himself,  he 
would  have  grudged  even  to  his  own  child ;  and 
that  the  boy,  shrinking  from  him,  unthankful  for 
his  indulgence,  and  indifferent  to  his  affection,  as 
he  grew  up  became  even  more  alienated  from  him- 
self, and  more  tenderly  attached  to  his  aunt-in-law. 

Monica  Doran,  yearly  called  to  Ireland  by 
fiunily  reasons,  or  to  visit  the  recluse  of  the  Black 
Castle,  brought  the  lady  accounts  of  her  child — 
her  beautiful,  affectionate,  and  most  promising 
child,  whom  she  was  never  to  see — ^never  had  seen, 
save  that  once  when  hearing  her  Elizabeth  was 
languishing  under  some  malady  incident  to  child- 
ren, she  forgot  the  sister^s  rash  vows,  and  obey- 
mg  only  the  mother^s  impulse,  hurried  to  Emes- 
craig  under  the  strange  guidance  of  her  faithful 
emissary,  embraced  her  blooming,  and  healthy, 
and  happy  little  girl,  and  returned  to  feel  her 
solitude  more  deep  and  melancholy.  It  might  be 
one  of  the  visionary  and  romantic  projects  of  soli- 
tude which  led  this  lady  to  contemplate  the  possi- 
ble union  of  her  daughter  with  Wolfe  Grahame, 
as  the  dearest  hope  remaining  to  her  in  life. 

Lady  Montegle,  who  in  life  had  known  but  one 
great  absorbbg  grief,  and  pined  under  one  want-—* 
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I  am  a  bad  man^s  child, — and  I  am  tbe  wife  of 
the  noblest.  Will  he  love  me  still  ?  And  to-mor- 
row shall  I  see  her  at  last — ^my  mother  ?^ 

**  Elizabeth,  she  knows  you  well — though  but 
through  the  picturing  of  Wolfe.  Then  follow 
me  to-night.  I  must  quickly  seek  her  who  has 
much  need  of  preparation.^ 

It  was  to  a  small  turret  chamber,  at  the  yery 
top  of  the  division  of  the  Black  Castle  called 
Brian's  Tower,  that  the  old  woman,  with  some  dif- 
ficulty, conducted  her  young  guest.  It  opened 
from  the  narrow  spiral  staircase  which  gave  access 
to  the  several  stages  of  the  Tower. 

It  had  been  judged  a  caprice  of  sorrow  which, 
from  the  death  of  Felix  Doran,  had  made  the 
Lady  Aileen  again  fix  her  residence  in  the  long 
4esolate  Black  Castle.  It  consequently  now  con- 
tained very  few  furnished  apartments ;  but  that 
into  which  Elizabeth  was  ushered  had  been  ar- 
ranged with  every  attention  to  the  comfort  of  the 
inmate. 

^*  Here  we  must  lodge  you,  Elizabeth,^  said  the 
old  woman,  placing  the  lamp  upon  the  table.-— 
^^  And  here  we  lately  kept  a  state  prisoner  whom 
we  obtained  at  high  ransom,  who  long  required 
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the  service  he  personally  owed  to  that  resolute 
partizan,  and  obtained  an  assurance  that  the  good 
offices  of  his  rebel  friend  should  not  be  over- 
looked. 

It  was  to  the  idle  vaunting  of  the  sergeant  who 
accompanied  his  party,  that  Grahame  owed  his 
second  capture.  In  a  village  ale-house,  where  this 
person  stopped  to  refresh  his  men,  and  boast  of 
their  deeds  of  valour  that  night  to  be  consummat- 
ed, sat  a  piper  puffing  away  at  his  bag  with  might 
and  main,  but  losing  nor  word  nor  look  of  the 
military  detachment  which  Grahame  never  again 
saw.  More  enraged  than  ever  at  the  prospect  of 
being  a  second  time  made  prisoner,  he  struggled 
against  the  numbers  who  surrounded  him,  till 
overpowered  and  severely  wounded,  he  was  once 
more  borne  into  the  vault  of  the  Black  Castle, 
and  owed  the  remnant  of  his  life  to  the  little  golden 
cross  which  Elizabeth  had  tied  round  his  neck 
being  then  found  in  his  bosom. 

^^  Forbear  the  red-coat,  he  is  a  sort  of  a  Christian 
after  all,^  said  the  man  who  rifled  the  person  of 
Grahame.  ^^  Read,  Padhre,  you  pretend  to  be  a 
scholar,  what  it  manes.'" 

**  Holy  and  blessed  things  it  manes,^  replied 
Padhre,  devoutly  crossing  brow  and  bosom,  and 
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number — ^the  lady,  the  priest,  and  the  nurse. 
Together  they  rushed,  led  by  Chaunette,  into  the 
den  of  the  banditti,  in  the  midst  of  whom  lay 
Grahame  extended  as  if  akeady  dead. 

The  reverential  affection  entertained  for  the 
Lady  Aileen,  whose  extensive  benevolence,  and 
sanctity  of  life  had  long  been  regarded  as  some- 
thing above  humanity,  was  not  unfelt  even  by 
those  lawless  men.  To  her  entreaties  were  added 
the  commands  and  supplication  of  the  aged  priest, 
armed  with,  and  using  the  authority  of  the  reli- 
gion for  which  they  entertained  some  superstitious 
reverence  even  while  violating  its  strongest  pre- 
cepts. But  these  united  motives  would  have 
failed,  had  not  the  Lady  engaged  to  retain  the 
young  man  as  a  prisoner,  should  she  be  so  happy 
as  to  preserve  his  life ;  or  to  surrender  him  again 
into  their  hands  on  the  same  spot  on  which  they 
stood. 

And  many  days  had  elapsed  ere  the  young 
man,  hovering  between  life  and  death,  was  able 
to  recognise  the  aged  priest  in  his  medical 
attendant,  and  in  his  nurses,  old  Monica  and 
Chaunette  now  the  wife  of  the  outlawed  rebel 
Slattery ;  and  many  more  before  he  learned  that 
the  fairer  vision  who  had  flitted  round  his  pillow, 
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listening  to  the  afleciionate  raving 
Elisabeth,  was  no  phantom  of  delirium, 
warm  devoiion  with  which,  even  in  the  wandi 
of  fever,  he  kissed  the  little  golden  ctoes,  p 
not  more  edifying  to  Af  onica,  as  a  good  Cat 
than  to  the  Lady  Aileen  ou  another  prindpl 
The  first  efibrt  of  returning  possession  of  i 
was  to  attempt  to  scrawl  from  his  bed  a  few  I 
and  disjointed  lines,  to  allay  that  agony  of  ■ 
bension  which  he  knew  must  be  the  constx)i 
of  his  strange  silence.  Too  mucli  exhaust 
be  able  to  finish  this  letter,  it  was  entrusu 
Monica  to  be  sealed  and  instantly  forwarded. 
was  on  perusing  the  feeble  and  trembling  ch 
ters,  traced  for  the  solace  of  her  whose  image 
rose  to  welcome  his  return  from  the  \' alley  ol 
Shadow  of  Death,  that  the  mother  of  Eliial 
weeping  tears  of  tenderness,  first  resolved  to  ( 
mon  her  daughter  to  Ireland,  and  made  he 
known  to  Grahame. 

Meanwhile  her  generosity  in  rewarding  ser 
and  the  address  of  ber  emissarj',  had  procure! 
the  invahd  the  blessing  of  those  letters  which 
proved  more  cordial  and  restorative  than  all 
prescriptions  of  the  priest,  and  the  nostrum 
Monica;  and  to  the  lady,  and  to  her  only,  couli 
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now  indulge  in  talkbg  all  day  of  the  subjects 
nearest  to  his  heart,  without  any  fear  of  the  theme 
tiring  the  listener,  or  a  particle  of  the  dread  of 
ridicule,  or  of  being  thought  uworiouSy  which 
would  probably  have  sealed  his  lips  in  any  other 
presence. 

Afterwards  came  Elizabeth^s  token-ring,  as  he, 
by  the  excellent  address  of  the  bearer,  was  made 
to  believe  it.  Still  his  impatience  to  be  well,  his 
astonishment  that  of  all  the  letters  he  sent  to  his 
regiment  none  ever  were  answered,  that  no  one 
came  to  see  him,  not  only  retarded  his  recovery, 
but  compelled  his  protectress  to  acquaint  him 
with  his  real  position, — information  which  neither 
increased  his  patience  nor  resignation.  He  had  no 
personal  scruple  about  the  violation  of  an  engage- 
ment— if  it  deserved  the  name — ^made  with  mis- 
creants who  had  no  power  to  exact  such  unwar- 
rantable conditions;  but  she  who  had  entered 
into  it  for  the  preservation  of  his  life,  and  who 
would  at  that  moment  have  given  any  ransom, 
and  agreed  to  any  terms,  shrunk  from  the  faith- 
lessness of  a  broken  promise ;  and  became  so  fear- 
fully agitated  when  Wolfe  requested  that  she 
would  at  once  restore  him  to  the  power  of  those 
desperate  men,  and  leave  him  to  the  consequences, 
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united  Monica,  my  hopes  already  rise  far  above 
ray  feara.  But  ray  mother — my  beloved  and  most 
unhappy  mother  !"  and  she  clasped  and  rused 
her  hands, 

"  Elizabeth,  dear  child,  you  reckon  rashly  of 
the  secret  dealings  of  heaven  with  the  spirits  it 
has  in  wisdom  chastened.  Call  not  her  unhappy 
to  whom  God  has  given  the  assurance  of  faith, 
and  the  meekness  of  resignation. — Hark  !  yon  is 
not  the  voice  of  sorrow." — And  Elizabeth  heard 
the  low,  rich,  blended  tonss  of  the  voice  and  the 
OTgan,  breathing  one  of  those  heavenly  composi- 
tions which  at  once  elevate  and  sooth  the  spirit, 
which  are  at  once  music  and  devotion. 

"  My  mother's  voice,"  Elizabeth  whispered,  lean- 
ing forward  in  the  attitude  of  charmed  attention. 

"  That  sweet  voice  would  bid  you  sleep  now," 
said  Monica  ;  "  and,  alas  !  I  fear  otfaer  ears  may 
be  listening  to  its  strains.  Elizabeth  you  are  but 
come,  and  already  I  wish  you  gone  from  us.  You 
must  both  be  early  travellers."  And  the  old  wo- 
man began  gently  to  unlace  the  boddice  of  her 
former  nursling,  as  if  she  had  still  been  a  little 
chUd. 

"  And  I  will  do  the  pleasure  of  that  beloved 
voice.     In  this  little  cell,  Monica,  my  sleep  sliould 


sny  for  myself." 

quite  sure  that  it  vas  impM 
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be  Bweet  and  sound.       Carry  my 
Lord  de  Bruce :  to  him  you   will   ssy  bette 
me  than  I  d 
Elizabeth 

to  sleep,  though  Mooica,  in  fondly  arraying  he 
night  dress  of  her  mother's,  had  enjoined  ref 
nor  would  she  probably  have  known  till  neH 
that  the  sweet  obUvions  dews  of  slamber  i 
with  gentle  masten,',  subduing  her  senses,  hat 
not  been  startled  by  a  stealthy  step  adrancir 
bcr  bed-side.  It  was  Monica, — and  Eliu 
would  have  spoken  but  for  the  gentle  whi 
"  Does  she  sleep  ? — May  I  approach  ?" 

"  Yes,  dearest  Ailecn,  she  sleeps  and  sou 
— the  balmy,  fast-coming  sleep  of  the  young 
the  untried."  And  Elizabeth,  scarce  hrextl 
saw  through  her  dewy  eyc-lashcs  the  lovely 
dow  that  noiseless  glided  to  her  bed-side. 

"  My  blessed,  my  happy  child  .'  How  bei 
fill  is  her  repose  .'  as  tender  and  serene  as 
innocent  slumber  in  which  she  unconscio 
passed  from  my  bosom  to  another's !  And  you 
me  she  has  at  last  met  and  intuitively  loved  h 
May  her  affection  atone  for  cruel  wrongs !" 

Ehzabeth  trembled  but  lay  qmte  still,  as  the  f 
Htjuivenng  kiss  of  her  mother  was  pressed  an 
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lips  and  her  ey^-lids. — "  Unhood  your  lamp  once 
more,  Monica.  Can  this  be  the  little  sleeper  that 
once  nestled  here  ?  Neither  Grahame,  nor  De- 
lancy,  nor  you  have  painted  her  fair  enough.  My 
beautiful  Elizabeth, — how  full  of  bloom,  of  life, 
of  health  !^  She  gazed  on  her  daughter,  over 
whose  lips  a  little  smile  now  played,  and  kneeling 
down  silently  breathed  a  mother^s  prayer  for  her 
only  child ;  arose  and  took  the  arm  of  Monica, 
saying,  ^^  I  have  seen  her  now,  and  I  am  content. 
I  must  leave  them;  but  I  leave  them  together,  and 
my  heart  in  the  midst  of  them.*" 

Had  Elizabeth  dared  to  obey  the  impulse  of  her 
feelings  she  would  have  clasped  the  neck  of  her 
mother,  and  wept  on  her  bosom  tears  of  tenderness 
and  joy.  As  it  was  she  opened  her  eyes,  and  for 
once  saw  that  living  mother — a  vanishing  shadow. 

The  hour  was  now  so  late  that  the  clear-ob- 
scure of  the  night-sky  began  sea-ward  to  quiver 
with  myriads  of  rays,  all  of  those  transparent  opal- 
hues  which,  in  a  brilliant  dawn,  are  the  garment 
of  new-born  light.  Elizabeth  arose,  and  lei- 
surely, and  with  imitative  girlish  fondness,  dressed 
herself  in  the  elegant  morning  habit  belonging 
to  her  mother  which  Monica  had  laid  out  for  her 
use.     She  tried  to  braid  her  hair  with  somewhat 
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O !  fiur  flower, 
How  loyely  yet  diy  mioa  ihew— how  tweedy 
Even  des&  embraces  thee !     The  peace  of  heayen, 
The  feUowahip  of  all  great  aouk,  go  with  thee ! 

Old  Play. 

Fair  was  the  view  over  sea  and  land  which 
now  met  the  animated  gaze  of  Elizabeth,  as  she 
stood,  for  the  first  time,  in  the  very  centre  of  her 
ancestral  inheritance.  On  the  one  hand  was  the 
vast  and  boundless  ocean,  its  mighty  heart  calmly 
heaving ;  its  living  bosom  green  and  lustrous,  or 
variegated  with  all  the  shifting  hues  which  embathe 
the  dying  dolphin.  Though  to  sea-ward  the  sky 
was  clear  and  serene,  a  silvery  haze  from  the 
drizzling  rains  of  the  former  day  crept  along  the 
steaming  earth,  and  partially  blotted  out  the  in- 
ferior features  of  the  landscape ;  but  above  this 
fast  shrinking  scroll,  the  ancient  trees  of  O'Con- 
nor^s  demesne,  the  scene  of  Wolfe  Grahame^s  noo- 
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'^  Eliisbeth,  are  we  to  be  friends  ?""  he  said,  tak- 
ing the  dropt  hand.  *^  Do  we  understand  each 
other — are  we  friends  P'^ 

Elizabeth  raised  her  eyes  brimming  with  tears* 
*^  My  lord,  have  not  I  an  hereditary  right  to 
love  you  ?  Can  I  be  untrue  to  my  mother'^s 
blood?" 

De  Bruce,  too  much  affected  for  speech,  kissed 
her  tenderly  ;  and,  instead  of  leaning  upon  her 
after  his  usual  manner,  drew  her  arm  within  his, 
and  continued  the  walk  she  had  commenced  a- 
round  the  overhanging  terrace.  It  was  with  an 
almost  imperceptible  sigh  he  said,  ^^  Two  may 
walk  abreast  here,  if  they  are  friends.**" 

While  thus  sauntering,  talking  of  their  journey 
to  Grahame's  head-quarters,  which  was  immedi- 
ately to  be  undertaken,  Elizabeth  perceived  an 
array  of  military  weapons  glitter  in  the  morning 
sun.  It  was  in  fact  a  small  party  of  soldiers,  who 
shortly  afterwards  emerged  from  the  sandy  downs 
and  green  knolls  along  the  shore,  and  who  bore 
aloft  their  bayonets.  They  were  headed  by  three 
or  four  persons  on  horseback,  who,  so  far  as  dis- 
tance permitted  observation,  did  not  appear  to 
wear  military  garbs.  About  the  same  time,  the 
skiff  which  Elizabeth  had  formerly  seen  ran  in 
under  the  rocky,  natural  bulwarks  of  the  Black 
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be  parried  ?"  ^^M 

As  she  yet  apobe  the  fHH 
leave  the  party  they  headed  a 
At  the  same  instant  a  drum  am 
the  soldiers  put  themselTcs  ii 
In  two  minutes  the  horsetnes 
opposite  the  landing  place  ol 
geeticulating  to  some  unseen 
place  where  Elizabeth  now  a 
the  chaloupe,  with  a  man  and 
put  oft'  a£  if  to  pass  over,  aoc 
the  water  to  drag  it  bacfi.  H' 
"  The  squire  comes  to  ht 
Master  Dennis,  with  my  Ion 
Watkin's  Iambs  to  help,"  cried 
iioat  glided  off-  "  And  yonder 
upon  my  modesty — which  is  ■ 
is  my  lady  in  her  crimBon  catc 
the  bartizan  with  the  sick  ge 
without  dubiety  aa  haa  been 
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seise  the  little  danciiig  vessel  on  which  he  now 
fast  gained.  The  voices  of  his  mother  and  Chaa- 
nette  called  him  back ;  and  in  surprise  of  their  un- 
expected presence  he  lost  some  seconds  of  time. — 
Well  did  Dennis  know  his  danger ;  yet  even  in 
this  extremity  it  was  impossible  to  resist  the  d^ 
light  of  bestowing  a  parting  token  of  his  regard 
on  Mrs.  Honour,  whom  he  rapidly  laved  with  salt- 
water ;  and  even  when  she  got  beyond  the  reach 
of  his  hands,  he  repeatedly  filled  his  caubeeuj  and 
sent  the  flying  shower-bath  after  her.  His  merry 
laugh  and  her  angry  scream  continued  in  the  same 
key  and  note  till  the  respective  parties  touched 
land  on  opposite  sides. 

**  Here  is  a  fellow  would  joke  with  the  hang- 
man, while  he  adjusted  tl^e  rope  about  his  neck,^ 
said  de  Bruce,  who  shared  £lizabeth'*s  anxiety  for 
the  result 

The  party  on  the  rocks,  four  persons  in  all, 
had  already  jumped  into  the  chaloupe ;  and  Elisa- 
beth advanced  to  the  very  dizzy  brink  of  the  ter- 
race, where  some  of  the  balustrades  had  fallen 
down ;  for  she  thought  she  recognised  the  white 
liat,  nay  the  very  features  of  Delancy ;  and  behind 
him  another^-there  was  to  her  eyes  but  one  such 
noble  outline,  one  such  disdnguished  being  among 
mankind  !«*^^  Grood  heaven  can  it  be  he  !^    She 
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causeway  which,  at  low  water,  connected  the  build- 
ing with  the  land.  A  drawbridge  and  double 
portcullis  at  this  point  had  been  among  the  origi* 
nal  defences  of  the  Castle ;  but  they  had  long 
been  neglected  :  the  former  was  supplied  by  huge 
1<^  visible  at  ebb  tide,  the  latter  demolished.  Ver- 
dure, and  even  such  plants  as  endure  the  sea  air, 
crowned  this  vaulted  passage ;  and  the  front  wall 
of  the  Castle,  which  was  a  continuation  of  the  liv- 
ing rock,  sprung  sheer  from  it. 

Arm  in  arm  de  Bruce  and  Elizabeth  were 
hastUy  advancing  through  this  darkened  and  singu- 
lar tunnel,  as  the  chaloupe,  impelled  by  the  impe- 
tuous strokes  of  the  double-oars,  struck  on  the 
jetty,  and  vibrated  through  all  its  planks. — At 
the  sudden  appearance  of  a  total  stranger,  Eli- 
zabeth, recoiling  a  step  into  the  shadow  of  the 
vault,  clung  closer  to  the  arm  of  de  Bruce.  His 
eye  caught  that  of  the  person  who  stood  in  the 
prow  in  the  attitude  of  command  ;  and  he  became 
pale  as  marble,  as  if  some  noxious  reptile — the 
object  of  a  horrible  antipathy — ^had  suddenly 
glanced  on  his  path.  He  and  hi»  trembling  com- 
panion were  still  in  shadow,  the  advancing  party 
in  broad  day ;  and  Elizabeth  caught  the  eye  of 
Grahame  beyond  this  tall  and  haughty  looking 
stranger  whom  she  had  seen  from  the  terrace. 
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pallid  hue  which,  in  tb^| 
had  given  place  to  a  deep  M 
egle,  hastily  turned  round  i 
from   the  person  who  atow 
Elizabeth,  with  a  wild  ahriel 
het  companion.     She  was  cl 
her  mother,  and  in  the  same 
time,  the  bullet,  which  lodge 
who  first  and  last  had  been  i 
ed  the  temple  of  her  chUd. 

"Unhappy  and  accurM 
springing  to  land.     "  Begoi 
geance  1"     The  person  thus 
aside  and  leaned  against  thi 
supported  by  his  zealouB  t 
and  the  intertwined  ama 
Bruce  sustained  the  wound 
few  moments  of  stupor,  soft 
unconscious  of  injury,  say 
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have  redeemed  that  which  was  ebbing  at  every 
breathy  how  gladly  would  they  have  been  laid 
down !— vbut  Heaven  selects  its  chosen  ones.  She 
was  gently  borne  into  the  lower  apartment  of 
Brian^s  Tower, — ^the  frantic  despair  which  would 
have  vented  itself  in  shrieks  of  agony,  stilled  and 
subdued  in  the  presence  of  her  meek  andsaint*like 
fortitude. 

Scarce  was  the  wounded  lady  borne  away  when 
the  wild  Irish  whoop,  alike  characteristic  whether 
in  the  madness  of  riotous  mirth  or  in  the  fury  of 
headlong  revenge,  rung  through  the  vaulted  pas- 
sage, the  whoop  of  a  savage,  who,  already  embrued 
in  camiige,  thirsts  but  the  ifiore  eagerly  for  blood ; 
and  Slattery  made  a  tiger-qpring  from  some  recess 
of  the  subterranean  way. 

^^  My  Lord  Montegle,  at  your  peril  stand  be- 
tween me  and  my  just  revenge-HBtand  aside ! 
Though  a  host  encircled  him  I  will  have  his 
blood  r 

The  wretched  victim,  while  the  chill  perspira- 
tion of  mortal  terror  burst  over  his  brows,  cring- 
ed and  writhed  back  behind  his  patron,  as  if 
to  shield  himself  from  the  fate  denounced  by  the 
eyes  of  his  foe. 

^^  It  shall  not  avail  you  !""  exclaimed  Slattery ; 
and  another  tiger-spring  placed  him  l^y  the  side 
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you  come  under  O^Connof s  roof;  for  well  might 
you  tremble  lest  it  should  fall  upon  you  and  crush 
you ;  but  I  bid  you  go  from  among  us  and  speed- 
ily.*" She  turned  to  her  daughter — "  Unhappy 
woman,  what  make  you  here  ? — must  I  to  you  re- 
peat my  adjuration  ?'*'* 

^^  Mother,  for  twenty  years,  bad  as  you  think 
me,  and  hardened  as  I  may  be,  I  have  not  dared 
to  look  in  yourface,^  said  Rouge-mantle,  standing 
up  in  the  skiff  which  rocked  below,  and  stretching 
out  her  arms  towards  Monica.  ^^I  have  done 
some  good  to  those  you  love,  at  pain  and  peril  to 
me  and  mine.  We  now  leave  this  land  for  ever. 
Mother,  let  your  curse  pass  from  me  V 

"  Mother  dear,*"  sobbed  Chaunette  in  her  soft 
voice,  looking  imploringly  towards  Monica. 

^^  Christ  Jesus,  for  his  Mother'^s  sake,  have 
mercy  on  you  !""  said  Monica  emphatically.  '^  Go 
in  peace,  unhappy,  but  I  trust  not  incorrigible 


woman.^ 


Tears  swelled  in  the  bold  black  eyes  of  the 
vagrant ;  she  turned  aside  and  dashed  away  the 
unwonted  moisture ;  and  her  son  spnmg  into  the 
skiff,  as  the  military  party,  only  five  minutes  be- 
hind their  mounted  leaders,  approached  the  op- 
posite side.  Worlds  may  be  wrecked  in  a  space  as 
brief! 
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lord.  I,  the  nearest  of  your  blood,  renounce 
your  kindred; — ^human  society  throws  you. from 
her  lap  as  something  more  polluted  than  the  yileat 
of  the  things  by  which  she  is  defiled.  Yet  is  your 
rash  murder  of  this  day  less  foul,  less  cruel,  less 
damnably  detestable  than  your  deed  of  twenty 
years  since.  That  sunk  her  into  the  most  wretch- 
ed of  women:  this  raises  her— long  on  earth  but 
little  lower — ^to  be  all  angel.  My  lord,  that  angel 
sends  you  her  dying  forgiveness,  and  implores 
your  insunt  flight." 

The  heart-struck  man,  on  whose  countenance 
despair  and  remorse  had  already  imprinted  the 
true  Cain-mark  of  the  murderer,  bowed  his  head 
on  his  breast,  muttered  somewhat  of  the  *^  shot 
being  a  random  shot ;"  and  Delancy  stept  forward 
to  talk  with  Dennis,  to  whom  he  gave  his  purse. 
The  soldiers  were  meanwhile  embarking  in  the 
chaloupe  left  by  the  persons  who  had  been  des- 
patched to  summon  medical  assistance. 

*^  Not  bad  pay  for  my  lord^s  passage,  if  we 
only  knew  why  he  did  us  the  honour,^  said  Slat- 
tery  in  his  natural  easy  manner,  and  putting  up 
the  money. 

**  I  wish  him  off,  Dennis — he  is  one  too  many 
here,"  said  Delancy. 

**  Och,"  replied  Dennis,  ^^  I  take  it  now,— with 
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the  gentlemen  ftlroody  in  the  castle  above  he 
makes  one  too  many.  Well,  avich,  yoo  same  kid 
of  the  Flail  came  hearty  from  our  passenger.  S« 
aboard,  my  lord  :  yonder  loheters  are  pushing  ooi 
their  long  claws ;"  aud  he  pointed  to  the  militart. 
who  had  luckily  been  retarded  a  few  minutes  bj 
getting  into  the  tiny  vessel  io  too  great  numben. 
which  obliged  them  to  put  back  and  land  some  ul' 
the  party. 

*'  My  lord,  there  is  but  one  altemaUTe,  ud 
only  a  second  for  deciding  that. — Cast  your  lot 
for  the  present  with  those  people,  or  I  have  no 
choice  but  delivering  you  up  to  justice.'' 

"  I  am  a  peer  of  this  realm,  Mr.  Frederick  De- 
lancy ;  and  my  fate,  whatever  it  may  be,  can  tmly 
be  determined  by  my  peers,"  returned  the  tmb^ 
py  man,  drawing  himself  up  haughtily. 

"  My  lord,  this  is  no  time  for  debate.  By  the 
kindness  of  that  outlaw  you  may  reach  the  Isle  of 
Man,  and  thence  escape  ;  or  you  may  remain  Co 
find  that  in  this  land  the  murderer,  if  a  peer  b- 
stead  of  a  peasant,  is  but  the  more  conspicuously  ■ 
wretch,  or  a  villain  !" 

Castuig  a  wild  aud  hurried  look  around  and  up- 
ward, and  without  saying  another  word,  Mont^e 
t  forward  and  dropt  into  the  skifl":  the  eyea  of 
Rougc-mantlc  lixed  on  him   with  aa  expression 
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hich  made  Delancy  shrink.  He  waved  his  hand 
the  skifF  darted  ofT  under  the  shelter  of  the 
rocks.  Before  disappearing  Slattery  rested  his 
oars  to  snap  his  fingers  as  he  shouted  in  triumph 
to  the  baffled  military ;  and  a  shower  of  bullets 
harmlessly  skimmed  the  waves  far  in  the  wake  of 
the  little  vessel.  With  some  spice  of  Irish  con- 
trivance, Dennis,  with  his  old  caubeerij  stuffed  a 
leak  which  was  fast  filling  the  boat,  and  hoisted 
his  mother'^s  red  cloak,  at  once  a  sail  and  an  en- 
sign; it  fluttered,  filled,  and  swelled;  and  a  favour- 
ing breeze  bore  the  frail  bark  and  its  ill-assorted 
crew  far  out  to  sea. 

Delancy,  afler  giving  orders  for  the  dead  body 
being  removed  into  the  chapel,  returned  to  the 
apartment  already  described.  Among  the  many 
saddened  hearts  it  contained,  there  was  none  more 
deeply  affected  than  his,  as  he  gazed  upon  her 
who  had  been  the  object  of  his  childish  affection, 
of  his  youthful  enthusiasm,  of  the  mingled  reve- 
rence and  love  of  his  matured  understanding.  It 
was  by  de  Bruce  that  the  lady  was  still  supported, 
though  her  head  reclined  on  the  bosom  of  her 
daughter.  Her  aged  nurse  stood  by,  stupified 
with  the  grief  which  found  no  vent ;  and  Grahame 
remained  at  greater  distance,  his  eyes  rivetted  on 
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m  blessing  upon  them  both — and  then  requested  to 
be  left  alone  with  the  aged  priest  who  had  lived  in 
her  family  for  nearly  twenty  years. 

This  interval  was  one  of  unspeakable  suffering 
and  anxiety  to  her  friends.    Delancy  rushed  to  a 
solitary  recess  of  the  rocks,  where,  in  childhood, 
he  had  been  accustomed  to  sit  at  evening  by  her 
aide,  watching  the  sea-birds  brooding  on  the  calm. 
Grahame  took  another  direction ;  and  Elizabeth 
struggled  with  her  own  secret  anguish,  to  assuage 
that  despair  which  she  trembled  to  think  might 
hurry  on  a  paroxysm  of  de  Bruce^s  fatal  malady. 
The  necessity  of  appearing  with  composure  in 
the  chamber  of  the  dying  lady  manned  him  to  self- 
control  ;   and  had  a  much  stronger  influence  over 
his  mind  than  the  entreaties  or  consolations  of  Eli- 
sabeth could  have  had,  had  she,  at  this  time,  been 
capable  of  speech. 

When  the  priest  re-admitted  this  mournful 
group,  the  lady  was  found  to  be  alarmingly  worse. 
Her  wound  bled  internally  ;  and  already  her  bo- 
som heaved  with  the  increasing  difficulty  of  her 
respiration.  Wolfe  Grahame,  witnessing  the  ashy 
colour,  fixed  eyes,  and  shuddering  agony  of  Eli- 
sabeth, bore  her  from  a  scene  which  it  was  worse 
than  death  to  witness. 
Though  the  dying  lady  never  again  spoke,  her 


eyes 
now 
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iteadily  followed  her  daugbler.  iPI 
n  de  Bruce  she  leaned.  It  mas  he  «i 
held  the  untasted  cup  to  her  pale  lips — who  C 
t]ie  faint  pressure  of  her  hand,  even  when  the  de 
of  death  burst  over  it.  It  was  he  who  wiped  tw 
the  few  small  carnation  bells  which  gathered  < 
her  lip — ^who  caught  her  last  sigh — who  feh  tl 
the  warm  and  gentle  heart,  which  had  sometini 
throbbed  too  wildly  for  its  owner's  peace,  waa  « 
led  for  ever ! — and  who,  after  a  breathless  pauE 
closed  the  tender  lids  over  those  beautiful  ey 
which  had  grown  dim  and  fixed  iu  languidly  gasii 
on  him.  It  was  from  his  silent  embrace  Eln 
beth  learned  that  f:he  had  no  mother.  She  we 
from  him  to  perform,  along  with  Mnntca,  iho 
holy  duties  to  the  dead  in  which  she  would  p< 
mit  no  strange  nor  menial  hand  to  tiliare- 

Thc  paroxysm  whicli  Elizabeth  feared  mig 
ensue  upon  the  death  of  her  mother,  was  «tb 
restrained  by  the  strong  mastery  which  the  uaSo 
tunate  de  Bruce  strove  for  her  sake  to  retain  oti 
his  wild  moods,  or  from  the  calming  and  hallowin 
feelings  with  which  he  contemplated  the  remaii 
of  her  whom  he  had  so  fondly  and  fatally  loveA- 
"  In  her  cofBn  she  is  all  mine!"  was  his  aolein 
whisper  to  Elizabeth,  when  on  the  fbnrtfa  day,  an 
long  past  midnight,  she  went  to  wile  him  from  tb 
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chapel  where  the  remains  of  the  lady  now  lay,  and 
in  which  he  had  every  night  kept  his  solitary  vigil. 
'*  All  my  own !  and  for  twenty  years  I  hare  not 
slept  so  soundly.*" 

Though  Elizabeth  could  not  participate  in  this 
somewhat  perverted  sentiment,  she  understood  its 
source,  and  was  grateful  for  its  soothing  influence. 
All  those  days  were  spent  in  entire  seclusion, 
and  when  Elisabeth  affectionately  forced  her  way 
to  his  chamber,  she  was  admitted,  but  scarcely  wel- 
comed. At  last,  however,  thoi^h  his  froaen  eyes 
could  not  mingle  tears  with  hers,  there  came  to  be 
a  melancholy  pleasure  in  witnessing  the  lively 
grief  which  sprang  from  the  same  source.  Her 
weeping  relieved  his  tearless  sorrow. 

The  dust  of  the  ill-fated  lady,  if  ill-fated  she 
could  now  be  called,  was  no  sooner  committed  to 
the  tomb  of  her  ancestors,  than  de  Bruce  yielded 
to  the  anxiety  of  Elizabeth  to  remove  from  a  scene 
which  was  becoming  to  him  so  dang^erously  attrac- 
tive that  he  had  seriously  spoken  of  making  this 
desolate  hold,  sought  by  the  Lady  Aileen  for  a 
temporary  purpose,  his  permanent  dwelling.  This 
was  a  proposition  which  could  not  for  five  mi- 
nutes stand  before  the  frank,  warm,  and  devoted 
aflfection  of  Elizabeth. 

The  presence  of  Grahame  was  still  required  in 
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interest,  and  that  of  his  powerful  political  friends,  to 
extricate  his  son-in-law,  the  fiiture  inheritor  of  his 
wealth,  and  probably  the  bearer  of  hisfamily  honours, 
£rom  the  scrape  into  which  heedless  gallantry  had 
drawn  him  ;  and  this  even  before  he  had  seen  the 
young  gentleman  who  had  such  unexpected  claims. 
Lord  Montegle**s  extreme  displeasure  with  De- 
lancy,   and  a  latent  desire  of  proclaiming  to  the 
world  the   injustice   which   he   had   suffered  by 
this  conspiracy   of  the   family  of   O'Connor  to 
conceal  from  him  the  birth  or  existence  of  his 
daughter,  probably  furnished  the  strongest  motive 
to  his  activity.     It  is  enough  that  the  Court  Mar- 
tial demanded  by  Grahame,  was  prevented,  in  a 
manner  the  most  honourable  and  gratifying  to  the 
feelings  of  the  young  man,  by  a  declaration  from 
all  the  field  officers  in  that  quarter,  that  his  con- 
duct had  been,  in  every  point,  becoming  a  soldier 
and   a  gentleman.      All   the  influence  of  Lord 
Montegle  might  however  have  failed  to  obtain 
this  acquittance,  but  for  the  frank  and  prudent 
confidence  which  Grahame  had  reposed  in   his 
commanding  officer  many  months  before,  on  the 
affair  of  CConnor^'s   escape.      To   this   gentle- 
man'^s  honour  he  had,   with  prudent  frankness, 
confided  his  adventure  at  the  Crossgates  of  Ca- 
berax,  informed  him  that  the  fugitive  O'Connor 


1 

1^^^^"       tad  most  tiBwisely ;  but  he 
soul  he  did  not  know  what 
done.     The  sword  he  had  ai 
hopedj  and  he  wns  sure  that 
would  yet  do  gallant  serrice. 
pride  of  Grahame  were  alike 
prediction,  and  be  in  fact,   pi 
criiice  both  of  domestic  happ 
tcrest,  never  resigned  that  sw< 
Ireland  restored  to  peace. 

The  narrative  of  Dclancy 
gible  to  his  uncle  many  mystei 
correspondence  held  with  Hi 
period  of  O'Connor's  conceabi 
Lord  Monteglc's  own  recoUec 
ble  period  when  his  wife  had  I 
off  by  her  brothers,  fully  elui 
tale.    He  was  pleased  to  have 
forgive  to  his  deeply  injured 
fnrwanl  witli  rnnnidprahle  satif 
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of  his  early  lite  entitled  him  to  auticipate.  So 
argued  one  who  having  sowed  the  wind  was  fated 
to  reap  the  whirlwind.  The  body  of  Lord  Mont- 
egle,  washed  ashore  on  the  Welsh  const  some 
weeks  afterwards,  was  recognized  with  difficulty. 
It  was  conjectured  [hat  he  had  leapt  from  the  boat 
in  a  paroxysm  of  despair  and  madness.  But  tufts 
of  wiry  black  hair,  grasped  in  his  death -clenched 
hands,  told  Delancy  a  fearful  tale  of  a  desperate 
struggle  for  life.  It  was  found  impossible  wholly 
to  disengage  these  relics  from  the  grasp  ^  and,  how- 
ever the  truth  might  be,  this  fatal  witness  was 
buried  with  him,  in  the  little  obscure  ehurch-yard 
near  which  his  body  had  been  found. 

It  was  O'Toole,  his  wretched  instrument  in  the 
persecution  of  the  race  of  O'Connor,  and  of  their 
deluded  partizane,  who  was  the  immediate  cause  of 
his  last  fatal  crime.  Mrs.  Honour,  though  "Eng- 
lish bom,"  might,  without  much  difficult)-,  have 
been  persuaded  to  become  Irish  by  alliance,  and, 
in  consequence  of  this  philanthropic  sentiment, 
chose  to  make  the  person  named  by  his  countrjmen 
the  Protestant  Flail,  the  depositary  of  the  secret 
of  the  supposed  wounded  rebel  inmate  of  the  Black 
Castle ;  at  which  she  was  not  allowed  to  live,  but 
which  she  visited  occasionally  to  superintend  her  la- 
dy's wardrobe.  The  disastrous  issue  has  been  seen. 
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Delancy,  we  hti\e  snid,  conceived  it^ 
for  the  vindication  ofhia  own  honour,  to  snn 
himself  fur  trial.  He  had  connived  at  the  i 
of  one,  who  accused  of  felony,  had  since 
murder  tu  tlie  catalo^ie  of  his  crimes.  ! 
panic-struck  and  exasperated  state  of  men's  i 
at  this  most  unhappy  period  in  the  ann^  o 
land,  considerable  anxiety  was  felt  by  hii  t 
for  the  result.  But  his  personal  character 
high  and  clear.  The  death  of  Lady  M« 
had  been  hushed  up  as  accidental ;  and  o 
ettcape  ofSlatcer)'  th«  Grand  Jury  abandoni 
bill  for  want  of  sufficient  direct  evidence, 
lancy,  who  felt  deep  remorse  for  the  rashnest 
which  he  had  forced  his  unhappy  uncle  upo 
protection  of  n  man  so  desperate  and  revei 
as  Dennis,  became,  for  this  and  other  rei 
extremely  desirous  rti  quit  Ireland.  He  em 
cd,  with  his  friend  and  relatix-e  Lady  Hai 
Copely,  on  board  her  husbands  ship,  then  ( 
orders  for  the  Wediterranean.  At  Gil»alt 
left  the  vessel  and  went  into  Spain,  and  ft 
years  was  not  once  heard  of  by  his  anxioos  ft 
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Again  1  uv  thit  lidy  fur : 

Oh '.  what  *  b«nteDii>  ehuigt  wu  tbcn 

She  Ht,  and  ibe  VB  aU  ilaK, 
6aTf  a  youDg  child  ahr  iung  to  Rat 
On  iU  anft  bed.  brt  fragnst  bmaC 
Witli  ha|^  imila,  and  happy  aigba, 
Sb*  kid«l  dm  in&nl'a  cIoiiD^  fiyit 
Then  o'er  hioi,  ia  the  cradle  hud. 
Moved  her  dear  lipa  ai  if  nhe  pnyed- 
I  thought  apnn  the  proud  inlaun. 
And  that  Euchantma  Queen;  but  aonn 
pBf  off  Aft'a  fikdiog  pageaut  Trtolci 
And  Nature  filled  my  thoughtful  ioul  I 


And  now  Elizabeth  and  Lord  de  Bruce,  to 
whom  she  was  become  dearer  and  more  neeessary 
than  ever,  made  their  slow  and  melancholy  way 
back  into  Scotland.  Captain  Grahnme  who  was 
detained  by  various  business,  both  his  own  and 
Delancy's,  having  escorted  them  to  the  door 


oor  of  the 


BROCK.  ^H 

I  rejoin  tbem~lS 


37G  KLIZABIlTM    I 

Widow  Mulroonie,  agreed  to  rejoin  t] 
they  could  reach  Monkshaugh. 

Elizabeth,  the  sun  and  centre  of  the  sjsti 
of  Monkshaugh  and  Emescraig,  was  now  becoi 
the  dearest  remaining  tie  which  held  old  Moni 
I>oran  to  earth ;  and  though  the  nurse  had  ei 
in  aecret  blamed  the  intended  marriage  of  ASt 
O'Connor  with  s  heretic  Scottish  nobleman,  as  t 
cause  of  the  wrath  of  Heaven  so  visiblv  reveal 
against  the  whole  race,  she  could  not  vithsta 
the  pleading  of  her  beloved  foster-child.  It  ■ 
intended  by  Elizabeth  that  this  venerable  and  m> 
excellent  person,  whose  mind  and  education  wc 
so  far  above  her  lot  in  life,  should  henc«for 
manage  the  domestic  concerns  of  Lord  dc  Bruc 
which  Elizabeth  had  resolved  should  be  arrangi 
distinctly  from  the  household  of  Monkshaugh. 

The  first  gleam  of  heart-felt  delight  which  ht 
brightened  the  features  of  Elizabeth  for  many 
day,  shot  blithely  up,  when,  on  the  pier  of  Po 
Patrick,  she  discovered  Mr.  Haliburton,  clad  i 
deep  mourning,  but,  as  is  not  rare  in  a  simili 
garb,  looking  uncommonly  well.  Through  a  laa\ 
hole,  formed  by  his  arm,  tliere  peered  another  ol 
familiar  face,  a  dwarf  Comus;  nor  could  EUsabei 
look  without  satisfaction  on  the  apple  of  gold  ik< 
set  in  D  picture  of  silvei 
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ed  the  landing  place,  Lord  de  Bruce,  with  a 
grave  smile,  and  a  silent  shake  of  the  hand,  ac- 
knowledged the  presence  of  the  reverend  stranger, 
with  whom  he  left  Elisabeth  alone  in  the  parlour 
of  the  inn.  This  journey  had  been  undertaken 
by  the  Minister  to  give  her  solace  and  welcome, 
by  her  own  written  request,  sent  on  understanding 
that  he  was  suffering  both  in  health  and  spirits  from 
the  domestic  calamity  which,  however,  had  been 
more  afflicting  in  the  manner  than  in  the  event. 

It  was  Gideon  who  first  broke  silence — ^^  Burd, 
we  have  all  been  T  the  furnace ;  but,  oh,  'Lisbeth, 
let  us  ne^er  forget  the  merciful  hands  that  were 
around  us  even  then  !^ 

Elizabeth  made  an  earnest  apd  expressive  ges- 
ture of  acquiescence. 

''  Poor  Effie !  I  tasked  mysel\  'Lisbeth— but 
I  maun  learn  to  be  more  respectful  in  my  speech. 
When  ye  are  far  away,  I  sometimes  fiwcy  ye  a 
great  heiress  and  grand  lady ;  but  when  I  see 
ypur  winsome  face  again,  I  think  of  nothing  but 
yourself  and  forget  my  manners,  though  the  Laird 
cautioned  moi  j    ..^ 

^^  If  you  ever  forget  to  see  in  me  your  own 
Burd  'Lisbeth,  I  shall  indeed  fiuicy  myself  much 
wronged  and  forgotten,^  said  Eliiabeth. 

<<  Weel|  Burd,  when  we  are  alone,  even  in 
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appearing  to  our  blinded  sight  to  hold  them  more 
precious  than  the  nobler  and  enduring  heritage, 
seeming  to  covet  the  citizenship  of  the  New  Jeru- 
salem, chiefly,  'Lizbeth,  because  its  streets  are  said 
to  be  paved  with  pure  gold  !  And  is  it  not  deep- 
er mystery  that  benighted  Romanists,  in  their 
blinded  will-worship,  shew  more  zeal  and  devoted- 
ness,  so  far  as  regards  stripping  themselves  of  the 
encumbrances  of  worldly  possessions,  than  the  dis- 
ciples of  our  purer  reformed  faith.  They  deny 
salvation  to  all  beyond  the  pale  of  their  own 
church,  but,  forbid,  that  we  meted  to  them  with 
their  ain  measure !  Though  ye  need  not  men- 
tion, Burd,  that  I  said  sae— especial  to  John 
Trann.'' 

Elizabeth  knew  well  that  part  of  this  liberal  de- 
claration was  intended  to  console  her  on  the  death 
of  her  mother,  an  avowed  and  zealous  member  of 
the  church  of  Rome.  But  this  unfortunate  lady 
had  been  more  devoted  to  feelings  of  true  charity 
than  to  dogmas  of  sectarian  belief;  and,  though 
her  daughter  was  grateftil  for  every  kindness,  this 
was  a  subject  on  which  her  mind  required  no  soothr- 
ing. 

During  this  conversation  Master  Frisel  had  en- 
tered the  room  ;  and,  in  the  first  place,  tendering 
his  despatches,  with  many  bows,  he  said — ^^  The 
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'^  Heroically  resolved  !  and  my  good  word  shall 
not  be  wanting  with  the  new  factor,^  said  Elisa- 
beth, smiling. 

**  They  never  yet  wanted  it  who  needed  it,  and 
a  blessing  with  it.  But  let  me  now  crave  your 
letters ;  for  I  must  ride  home  post.  The  wax  can- 
dles were  set  in  the  silver  branches  of  the  Flanders^ 
mirror  a  fortnight  since.  The  blawmange  came 
out  of  the  Thistle-and-shamrock  new  mould  a  week 
since,  like  the  polished  marble. — The  Laird  took 
that  as  a  grand  omen. — The  gudewives  have 
brought  us  as  many  fat  kain  hens  as  have  replen- 
ished all  the  cavies,  and  would  furnish  a  bridal 
banquet  every  day  for  a  month ;  but  the  worthy 
gentleman  himself  will  be  clucking  about  like  a 
hen  seeking  a  nest,  till  he  see  you  all  arrive  in 
your  glory  r 

It  was  not  long  that  Elizabeth  detained  the 
messenger  of  pardon,  peace,  and  congratulation ; 
and  on  the  evening  of  the  eighth  day  afterwards, 
the  homeward  party,  now  joined  by  Captain 
Wolfe  Grahame,  descried  those  jubilee  fires 
which,  like  new-risen  stars,  studded  the  braea 
of  the  hill-side  parishes,  from  the  misty  sources  of 
Oran,  to  where  the  mountam  ridge  sinks  into  the 
fertile  champaign,  amid  which  its  lucid  waters 
mingle  with  the  tide. 


It  Gnhatrtfl 
» Parliamem.  a 
composed  of  more  c 
at  the  Fords  of  Oraa 
nates  of  the  Sottrij 
is  to  be  (juesiioned.  j 
widi  half  the  pleand 
clums)--joiii(ed,  a<rk 
horse  kind,  which,  od 
prise,  uttered  «  most 
"  As  Tin  a  lirjnj 
Xiibetb )" 

"  Ay,  and  «  new 
Frisel,  who  stood  here 
her  side.  Lady  Hart! 
pliment  to  yo 

"Jenoy'sfoa],'  I^ 
just  a  picture  i" 
"  And  as  like  . 
>el ; — 8o  loup  on  ] 


h&nd  over  Jenny's  wincing,  Buppositious  ofFspriiig, 
which  tossed  its  mane,  threw  up  its  heels,  and 
bounded  off,  resolved  that  it  should  be  his  gift  to 
Elizabeth. 

Under  tlie  shadow  of  the  guardian  trees  of 
Monkshaugh'K  dweUing  the  carriage  halted.  "Out 
old  friend  will  conduct  me  through  the  garden  to 
my  chamber,"  said  de  Bruce  ;  "  and  do  you  st&y, 
love,  to  be  received.  Robert  will  break  his  heart, 
unless  he  break  your  head  with  liis  cake.  Come  to 
me  again  when  you  can."  And,  conducted  by 
Monica,  he  glided  out  of  the  anticipated  bustle  of 
hospitable  reception. 

It  is  reported,  that  even  afier  so  many  weeks  of 
diligent  preparation,  Monkshaugh,  in  his  iinal 
hurry  to  receive  the  future  mistress  of  his  house- 
hold on  the  threshold,  forgot  to  undo  the  damask 
napkin  which  preserved  his  new  light  sago-coloui- 
ed  full  suit  from  the  con  laminations  of  house- 
wifery  ;  and  becoming  quite  conglomerated,  even 
in  the  exordium  of  his  speech,  abruptly  broke  off 
with  an  embrace,  which  brought  a  rush  of  tears 
into  the  bright  eyes  of  its  subject. 

"  The  right  arm,  Mrs.  Wolfe,  my  love.  And 
so  our  graceless  nephew  was  quaking  in  his  boots— 
but  I  hope  he'll  not  enter  the  diawing-room  in 
them— lest  the  auld  uncle  had  gotten  the  heels 


TEgTiptira-EirennngTraiitr 

"  Well,  well,  Francie,  I'm  j 
standing  by  my  side,  red  as  a 
Robert  Grahame  of  I^IonksI 
Christian  name  in  direct  suco 
has  lived,  a  single  gentleman, 
leddy  !" 

"  Bravo,  uncle  !"  cried  Wi 
we  are  to  have  supper  ?" 

"  I  misdoubt  me,  after  all," 
features  travailled  sore  in  proi 
"  I  misdoubt  me,  the  youth  is 
after  all.  Did  I  not  hear  him, 
step,  plight  word  and  troth  n 
as  lady  love,  to  the  Ha'  hou 
any  Itmg  Irish  madam,  in  the  r< 

"  Most  true  r'  said  Wolfe, 
lady,"  and  he  passed  hie  am 
waist,  and  drew  her  affection 
'*  though  not  quite  a  giute» 


the  disgrace  of  her  couotry.  "  The  Honourable 
Mrs.  Wolfe  Grahame,  younger  of  Moiikshaugb — 
that  is,  if  I  marry  a  leddy — both  in  respect  of  her 
birth  in  the  metropolis  of  this  ancient  kingdom, 
and  my  adoption  and  up-bringing,  is  a  truc-bom 
native  of  Scotland,  though  an  Irish  heiress ;  and 
who  names  her  less  makes  me  his  unfriend,  Mr. 
Gideon.  Elizabeth,  my  love,  to  mc  ye  never  will 
be  other  than  John  de  Bnice's  child — for  if  ye  be 
not,  ye  should  have  been.  And  we  trust  our 
scant-o'-grace  nevoy  will  never  give  us  cause  to  re- 
gret we  were  not  a  half-score  years  younger,  for 
your  fair  sake.  Let  me  now  conduct  you  to  your 
chalmer,  where  ye  may  probably  notice  some 
trifling  changes.  If  the  fairies  have  dropt  a  few 
bridal  tokens  on  your  toilette-table  beside  a  cer- 
tain carcanet  left  in  my  custody,  they  may  have 
fancied  them  fitting  omamants  for  the  trifling  col- 
lation which  tarries  your  re-appearance." 

Once  again  Monkshaugh  returned  to  survey  the 
banquet,  his  joy  and  exultation  at  the  spring-tide. 
—But  the  web  of  life  is  of  mingled  yam. 

"  Who  durst  drive  the  Turtles  a-jee  ?"  he  was 
heard  to  exclaim.  "  The  turtles  billing  on  the 
bride's  cake — ^its  a  matrimonial  emblem,  Francie." 

"  Ne'er  the  hair  the  worse  emblem  for  being  s 
thought  (ujee  at  an  odd  time,"  replied  Frisel,  re- 
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storing  the  billing  sugar-turtles  to  the  ] 
cular.     "  For  my  part,   I  thought  them  canle 
kaes,  they  look  sac  sharp  i'  the  beak." 

"  Kaes  aa  emblem  for  a  bride's  cake,  ye  ig 
ramuB  r  said  the  Laird,  ^^ing  the  omameots 
other  finiehing  touch. 

"  I  have  seen  as  unsuitable  devices,"  said  Fri 
"  Mrs  Wolfe  must  admire  the  delicacy  of  I 
garnishing  of  pomegranates  and  orange  fiowe 
these  are  emblems  loo,  Francie.  Now,  on  Li 
Amelia  Rantletree's  London-made  bridals 
they  had  rabbits,  of  BUgar  paste,  which  w» 
monstrous  indecency  !  But  fall  back,  Franci 
tlieres  my  lord— yc  uke  too  much  upon  ye." 
To  gratiij-  her  old  fiiend,  Elizabeth  had  fm 
hour  laid  aside  her  deep  mourning,  aad  pul 
some  of  the  ornaments  which  his  fond  vaoi^ 
arranged  on  her  toilette — very  infeiior  to  tbe  i 
monds  presented  to  her  by  Delancy,  wlu«A 
for  one  hour  only  posses^d  as  the  sole  hei] 
her  mother ;  those  once  purchased  by  de  Bi 
for  his  bride,  and  peremptorily  returned  to  him 
the  family  of  O'Connor,  had  ever  been  imcB 
for  Elizabeth,  when  de  Bruce  was  capable  of  ft 
ing  any  intentions  on  a  subject  to  him  so  futile, 
had  fo^jot  to  give  orders  about  those  TaluaUe 
naments,  on  which  she  could  not  yet  have  looki 


It  w*s,  however,  do  Bruce  who  conducted  Eliza- 
beth to  Moiikshaugh'R  lianquct,  and  who  took  hia 
place  by  her  side.  It  was  de  Bruce,  in  a  voice  qui- 
Tcring  with  emotion,  but  which  gathered  firmnesB 
from  the  energy  of  the  heart-felt  wifih,  who,  over  the 
crowned  goblet,  named  the  old-fashioned  pledge  of 
the  night — "  L<»tg  life  and  hapjnness  r — And 
the  prayer  wa«  heard. 


It  wa.s  upward'!  of  twn  years  after  this  period 
that  Mr  Frederick  Detancy,  who  had  some  months 
before  returned  from  the  continent,  in  the  course 
of  a  rambling  and  solitary  excursion  through  Eng- 
land, passed  over  to  the  lale  of  Wight,  the  fairest 
gem  in  Britain's  island-coronet. 

In  the  wane  of  a  fine  afternoon  he  found  him- 
self near  the  villages  of  St.  Lawrence  and  St.  Bo- 
niface \  and  began  to  look  round  for  a  little  cot- 
tage dwelling  which  was  the  main  object  of  hia 
journey.  From  a  wide  and  noble  sea-view,  the 
ribl)ed  surface  of  the  billows  gleaming  in  broad 
lines,  bright,  or  dark,  or  p\irple-tingcd,  cspc  and 
headland  melting  away  in  soft  lines  and  aerial 
hues,  and  a  lively  spring-tide  coming  whistling  and 
dancing  in.   Dclancy's  attention  was  attracted  by 


the  romantic  beauty  of  a  small  white  cottage  bach 
by  shrubby  chfTs,  and  surrounded  by  a  trim  pi 
dock  and  flourishing  orchard.  The  verdure  oft 
spun-breadth  lawn  descended  even  to  sea-mar! 
though  a  low  fence  of  chequered  pales  divided  t 
fairy  demesne  trom  the  beach,  along  wliich  the  i 
licnry  horseman  now  slowly  advanced.  The  g1 
tering  front  of  the  dwelling  seemed  to  be  all  fra: 
ed  of  glass,  so  large  and  airy  were  the  diaroon 
paned  windows,  and  the  sashed  door,  which  gUi 
ed  through  a  treillage  of  clustering  vines  and  ros 
The  gables  in  the  tri-<|Ucnt  fashion  of  that  |.ari 
Isle  of  ^Vight,  wtrc  ciivcrcd  even  tn  the  i..ji- 
the  voluled  chimney-stalks  with  Iiroad-ieiivi-il  'i\ 

Among  the  many  homesteads,  unitintj  I'lfjia 
rusticity  with  comfort  and  exquisite  ncatiit- 
which  Delancy  hud  seen  in  the  course  of  hi-^  mm 
ing's  ride,  this  might  have  been  overlooked,  s.i 
for  something  in  the  air  of  the  lady  who.  stoppii 
from  the  sashed  door  within  the  pillared  open  pure 
began  to  direct  the  lahuurs  of  an  old  gardin 
who  arranged  boiigh-piUs  of  choice  plant-  aniui 
the  walls. 

"  The  same  rcmarliahlv  elegant  turn  of  i 
head,"  thought  Delaney,  soberly  smiling  ai  f. 
mer  recollections,  and  checking  the  already  ^li 
puce  of  his  horse.  Could  this,  indeed,  be  Ladv  Hs 
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riette  Copely,  or  a  younger  sister,  who  looked 
fairer  and  fuller,  the  complexion  more  pure,  the 
eyes  more  brilliant  ?  They  became  yet  more 
bright  when,  looking  up  at  the  pausing  horseman 
who  had  now  approached  the  low  gate,  she  ex- 
claimed, "  The  long  looked-for  ^come  at  last  ! — 
Welcome,  Delancy  !  alight,  alight  l^ 

The  ancient  domestic,  at  once  butler  and  garden- 
er, advanced  to  take  the  bridle  of  the  gentleman  to 
whom  his  lady  gave  such  warm  and  cordial  welcome. 

"  Lo !  Andrew  grins  delight,  and  Neptune  wags 
his  tail  r  said  the  lady,  in  allusion  to  her  Scottish 
gardener,  and  her  magnificent  Newfoundland  dog. 

"  But  from  whence  last  Delancy,  you  most  un- 
gallant  of  correspondents  and  unkind  of  cousins?^ 

''  Last  from  Scotland.  This  day  month  I  re- 
ceived the  stirrup-cup  in  passing  the  new-fronted 
Grahame  Arms,  from  the  fair  hands  of  Mrs.  Fran- 
cis Frisel,  that  gentle  giantess.*" 

"  Now,  haste,  give  me  news  of  bonny  Strath- 
oran,  here  in  my  porch.  Above  all,  of  Lord  de 
Bruce — him  of  whom  I  shall  never  cease  to  think 
save  with  the  liveliest  interest."" 

"  Better,  Lady  Harriette,  than  he  has  been  for 
twenty  years.  But  where  shall  I  begin  ?  With 
your  *  dear  Lord  Rantletree,^  with  whom  I  dined — 
no  vino  vitrawno-^-which,  after  all,  cost  him  only 
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about  fuurtecD  acres  a  liottle,"*  t-aid  Delaocy,  UMJ 
ing. 

"  Come,  noir,  that  is  not  so  bad,"  returned 
lady ;  "  for  I  presume  the  preserved  pines  "■ 
included  ?" 

"  Certainly  included.  But  may  I  ask  win 
your  Ladyship's  peculiar  tact  aud  industry  hi 
lately  picked  up  for  Juliana?  The  ladies 
Rookstown  and  Siratlioian  arc  all  in  the  du 
only  something  very  grand  is  hinted — and  dou 
ed  too," 

"  I  give  myself  credit  there,  Delancy — a  Cb 
tciiham  match — a  tiling  which,  nowadays,  dues  i 
succeed  alwvc  nncc  in  sovoii  yca.rs ;  anil  la^t  \< 
the  men,  '  thuugh  strong  un  the  n"iii>i,'  nerc  ;> 
ticuhirly  Shy"  Consider  a  lily  dingy  and  daniau'i 
Juliana's  nabob  is,  no  iloubt — ml  ifniinltfiir  m. 
in  short,  the  identical  papa  of  my  pretty  H;ij 
pou'ts,  to  whom  Juliana  mama's  it  with  the  im 
edifying  mixture  of  dignity  and  captiousncss.  S 
has  cut  her  motlicr  tor  marrying  '  a  Doctur  M 
lock,'  which  she  very  properly  calls — ■  a  li>w  a 
pitiful  connexion  (iir  papa's  widow."  Hiil  I  ilii 
she  slili  patronises  me :  quotes  me  at  least,  or  i 
peals  to  me  on  the  subject  of  papa's  gardcii>.  c 
riagcs,  wines,  and  connexions  among  tlie  Semt 


A 


Home.  391 


But  you  don''t  inquire  for  tall  John  ?*" 
I  do  inquire  for  tall  John,  and  with  friendly 
interest,*"  said  Delancy. 

**  He  is  still  my  good-humoured  favourite,  and 
become?  the  dragoon  saddle  into  which  you  pitch- 
ed him  uncommonly  well.  He  admires  the  stag- 
eyed  Indian  girl,  his  new  relative,  prodigiously ; 
and  is  promised  my  influence ;  but  Juliana  de- 
murs on  the  point  of  blood,  which,  you  will  allow, 
is  in  excellent  taste  for  her.  However,  there  is 
fortune — inalienable  fortune.  I  made  this  a  pre- 
liminary to  Juliana^s  matrimonial  overture ;  and 
I  must  speedily  accomplish  this  marriage ;  for  the 
union  of  the  one  sister  will  emancipate  both. — But 
back  with  you  to  Strathoran.  How  does  all  look  ?^ 
"  There  are  few  changes,*"  said  Delancy. 
"  There  is  one,  however,  that  would  gratify  your 
Ladyship — a  low,  long  modern  wing,  but  in  excel- 
lent keeping  with  the  old  mansion.  It  contains  a 
handsome  suite  of  apartments,  looking  back,  over 
bank  and  brae^  on  the  silver  links  of  Oran.  A  pri- 
vate door  opens  on  a  new  shrubbery,  once  the  Du- 
cot  park ;  and  a  long  covered  passage,  with  double 
doors,  of  which  Mrs.  Wolfe  Grahame  alone  keqw 
the  key,  communicates  with  the  house.  These 
apartments  are  Lord  de  Bruce^s  constant  residence. 
Old  Irish  Monica  is  his  housekeeper-^Fugal  his 
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grooin  ;  and  froin  the  period  that  the  gable  of 
gourholes  cottage  fell  down,  Mr.  Haliburton  ex 
pics  an  apanment  here,  as  frieod,  tutor,  cbapl 
librarian ;  in  short,  a  person  who  cannot  be  w, 
ed,  even  for  a  day.  Lord  de  Bruce  wishes  ', 
to  resign  liis  ministerial  office ;  but  this  lie  will 
do.  He,  however,  receives  none  of  its  eniolume 
wliicli  the  kirk-session  accordingly  doles  oul 
groats  a  neck  to  old  women  and  orphans.  He 
ROW  a  most  sinful  propensity  to  the  game  of  ch 
ftnd  daily  beats  Lord  de  Bruce,  who  was  hi* 
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Tonian  preacher: — what  his  own  peculiar  tenets  are 
no  one  can  tell.'" 

"  Perhaps  his  are  the  tenets  of  the  gospel,'^ 
said  Lady  Harriette,  gravely.  "  Those  of  one  who, 
long  neglected,  or  neglectful,  has  at  last,  for  him- 
self, drawn  living  waters  from  the  fountain  head."" 

"  I  only  know,^  said  Delancy,  "  that  in  the 
room  in  which  Mr.  Haliburton  presides,  I  saw 
Hooker  and  Boston,  Pascal  and  Wesley,  Fenelon 
and  South,  with  a  copious  admixture  of  the  Scot- 
tish Worthies  from  the  Sourholes,  lying  together 
in  amicable  confusion.  His  lordship  is  exceeding- 
ly kind  to  Dr.  Rubrick,  whom  we  attended  at 
Innervallie  Chapel ;  he  has  met  Dr.  Draunt, 
several  times ;  and  Mr.  Haliburton  is  his  Jidea 
AchatesT^ 

*^  But  his  lordship  never  mingles  in  ordinary 
society  ? — receives  no  company  ?^  said  Lady  Har- 
riette. 

'^  In  his  own  apartments  none,  save  the  privi- 
leged Mrs.  Wolfe  Grahame,  who  spends  many  of 
her  morning  hours  there.  At  one  time  she  spent  all 
her  evenings  with  him;  but  just  before  my  visit 
to  my  cousin,  another  guest  had  made  her  way  into 
those  enchanted  chambers, — one,  who,  under  the 
able  instruction  of  her  grand-uncle  Monkshaugh, 
already  kisses  her  hand,  and  curtsies  with  mOre  of 


very  gravely  i  "but  till  I  saw  my  own  chosen,  little 
heiress,  Aileen  CfCimiior,  I  had  never  looked 
an  children  but  cither  a«  pests  after  dinner,  or 
figures  in  a  landscape-" 

The  infant  Aijcen,  of  whom  Delancy  now  told, 
boTc  so  striking  a.  miniature  resemblance  to  the 
lovely  being  for  whom  she  had  been  named,  in  dis- 
position, tone  of  voice,  and  expression  of  counte- 
nance, as  well  as  in  form  and  feature,  that  de  Bruce, 
as  be  gazed  upon  her  and  held  her  on  his  knee, 
could  again  have  become  a  dreamer ;  and  hare 
fancied  that  the  angelic  spirit  of  her  who  bad 
'  made  the  starlight  of  his  boyhood,'  was  once 
more  invested  in  a  lovely  and  innocent  human 
form.  Some  little  fit  of  childish  petulance  or 
playfulness,  would  dispel  the  illusion  without 
paining  the  visionary.  By  the  affectionate  ad- 
dress of  her  mother,  the  artless  facination  of  this 
child,  in  the  course  of  the  second  winter,  drew  de 
Bruce  every  evening  into  the  domestic  circle  of 
Monkshaugh,  to  read  to  Elizabeth  as  she  pursued 
her  work,  or  to  assist  in  her  simple  concerts. 

The  remarkable  resemblance  of  the  little  girl  to 
Lady  Montegle  made  her  also  the  darling  of  old 
Atonica  ;  and  if  kindness  and  carestics  could  ever 
spoil  a  creature  generous  and  aliectionate  bv  na- 
ture, the  young  Aileen  ran   some  risk  of  being: 
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fairly  Bpoiled.  Scarcely,  howeTer,  wu  ■ 
tected  in  her  minuet  curtsy,  when  her  instn 
left  her  wholly  to  the  inhabitants  of  the  euchs 
chambers ;  and  giving  up  knitting  garters 
laces  began  to  study  Telcmachus,  nnd  the  < 
v»lier  Ramsay ''s  Travels  of  Cyrus,  for  the  I 
fit  of  his  gtand-nephcw  John  de  Bruce  Grahi 
now  a  Trojan  of  three  weeks  old,  whom  the  I> 
ger  Tamtalkn  had  taken  under  her  special 
tcction.  For  his  sake  she  foi^are  the  sins  of  a] 
generation.  Besides  copious  directions  for  rea 
this  young  hope,  she  st-nt,  together  with  her 
don,  the  ancient  caned  family  cradle  scooped  I 
an  Ernescraig  oak  three  centuries  before.  Thi 
ned'ction  of  a  Cardinal  had  hallowed  the  cone 
which  woman-child  never  lay, — and  this  wttl 
disparagement  to  the  witch-rhymes  also  natb 
over  it.  The  pageant  of  a  public  baptisn 
Tamtallan  House,  the  Dowager  being  now 
old  to  travel,  Elisabeth  evaded,  both  from  di; 
to  all  grand  movements,  and  respect  for  the  I 
ings  of  the  younger  Lady  Tamtallan,  who  to 
original  sin  of  the  nine  Muses  had  since  added 
three  Graces. 

"  O,  how  I  should  delight,"  sud  Lady  I 
riettc,  as  Dclancy  concluded,  "  to  say  to  the 
unnatural    hag — How   interesting    and  beaui 
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Lady  Tumtallan  does  look,  surrounded  by  her 
twelve  unmarried  daughters !  Hgw  her  greeo 
eyes  would  scorch  me  V 

Delancy,  smiling  at  this  buret  of  native  spi- 
rit, now  said — "  Dare  I  inquire  how  long  it  ia 
since  the  hreezes  of  the  Isle  of  Wight  puffed  away 
that  attendant  imp  which  resisted  all  my  exorcisro  ? 
How  beautiful  is  your  sea-side  dwelling — with  not 
a  comer  for  spleen  to  brood  in  !" 

"  It  is  very  pretty,  certainly  : — I  do  enjoy  a 
sea- view,  and  the  music  of  the  sea ;  for,  since  we 
parted,  I  have  trode  the  quarter-deck — ay,  and 
the  main-deck ;  and  seen  old  Ocean  in  all  his 
moods — of  suUenness,  fury,  or  softness.  But  do  not 
disparage  your  own  powers — both  the  spirit  of  the 
storm,  and  the  stronger  spirit  of  solitude,  failed  to 
exorcise  the  inveterate  fiend  which  defied  your 
&iendly  philosophy.  In  truth,  it  required  two 
roaring  imps  to  expel  that  one ;  and  less,  I  believe, 
could  not  have  done  it — but  foUow  me." 

And,  on  tip-toe,  she  led  the  way  through 
the  sashed  door  which  formed  a  window  of  her 
small  drawing-room.  The  trailing  plants  wreathed 
round  the  casements,  and  the  light  draperies  with- 
in, shaded  the  elegant  little  apartment  to  twilight 
obscurity  ;  and,  in  an  alcove  in  yet  deeper  shade, 
Delancy  beheld  one  of  the  fairest  sights  in  nature. 
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lovely  twin  children  sleeping  together  i 
same  downy  pallet.  Tlie  little  fellow  Uy  on 
back — his  dimpled  feet  and  hands  drawn  ap 
wards  his  rosy  face — the  Itpa  busily  employei 
the  mimic  action  of  drinking  in  the  matenial 
triment,  The  infant  girl,  already  of  sof^  beat 
lay  with  her  face  inclined  towards  her  liratbe 
her  mother's  long  dark  eye-lashes  reding  on 
rich  crimson  of  the  little  check — the  smile  of  I 
py  dreams  dimpling  the  little  mouth.  Lady  I 
riette  gently  drew  the  shawl  over  the  naked  ir 
shoulder  which  peeped  out  from  this  mgeni 
maternal  quilt. 

"  Two  tree  Hitrchiti^"  she  softly  wbispei 
— "You  see  I  have  not  foi^t  the  dear  Doric 
But  we  must  think  of  eating  and  drinking  now 
did  not  introduce  you  to  my  drawing-room  ci 
pany,  to  hear  you  sin  your  conscimce  by  swear 
these  twin  rose-buds  are  the  moRt  heautifiU  a 
tures  you,  or  the  sun  ever  saw  ;  for  in  truth,  I 
90  perfectly  convinced  of  that,  that !  need  no  tr 
assurance  on  the  subject ;  but  I  wished  to  si 
you,  Frederick,  by  what  conjuration,  and  w 
miglity  spell,  the  feat  was  accomplished  which 
fied  your  eloquence.  By  and  by,  indeed,  I  si 
need  you  or  some  one  to  confirm  my  opinion,  t 
Henry — whom  his  father  alreaily  thinks  flt  to 
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Admiral  of  tlie  Red — will  be  clever  in  time  ;  and 
that  Gertrude  will  have  sensibility.  Soul  the  al- 
ready has,  daily  demonstrated  on  the  lace  of  her 
mine's  caps." 

"  Your  ladyship  retains  your  old  lively  me- 
mory of  the  absurdities  of  your  friends,"  said  De- 
tan  cy,  smiling. 

"  A  still  better  memorj'  for  their  kindnesses, 
my  dear  cousin ;  and  this  gives  me  courage  to 
hope  that  my  demon,  expelled  the  Isle  of  Wight, 
did  not  wing  its  way  »  Ireland ;  or,  peradventure, 
pounce  on  you,  mid-channel  ?" — She  turned  her 
eyes  with  kindness  and  interest  on  her  young 
friend. 

"  If  he  did,  Lady  Harriette,  he  missed  aim. — ' 
I  told  you  I  came  round  by  Strathoran,  and  so 
fairly  cheated  him."" 

"  Enough,  Frederick — and  now  there  b  but 
one  question — and  I  cannot,  with  a  really  light 
heart,  pledge  your  welcome  in  Copely"s  Greek 
wine  till  you  answer  his  wife  that  one— you  divine 
it  already "" 

"  The  O'Connor  !"  said  Delancy,  lowering  hia 
eyes.  He  beard  the  quick  catch  of  the  breath 
which  followed  the  tone  in  which  he  uttered  these 
two  words.  *'  He  bravely  fell,  Hghting  under  the 
Duke  of  Brunswick  for  the  Uberties  of  Germany." 
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